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In Search of a History: From the Pre-Colonial Period to the Post-EDSA Period
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Doreen G. Fernandez



Panitikan An Essay on Philippine Literature



L



iterature in the Philippines evolved with and through the country’s history—from riddles around a tribal fire and chanting during a village celebration in earlier times, to the singing of the pasyon in barrio chapels during Holy Week in Spanish colonial days, to the novels and poems that fanned the flames of revolution against Spain in the late 19th century, to the voices of the present-day Filipino in grief or in exaltation—in the native languages and in English, in verse and in prose, recited or sung. Written and oral, in the two colonial and the many native languages in forms indigenous and adapted, in various settings and for different purposes, Philippine literature today is living and present—not only in books and classrooms, for reflection and study, but in communities and on the national scene, for pleasure and in confirmation of shared ethos and national identity. THE PRE-COLONIAL PERIOD Indigenous Philippine literature was born in the ethnic community, growing out of a people’s needs and customs. In the lineal villages along river banks and sea coasts, in farms and forests, riddles (bugtong) were used to entertain. Around a fire, after a meal, parents and children would exchange riddles as an affectionate game as well as a learning process. At the heart of a riddle is a metaphor, or talinghaga, linking two unrelated images both found in the riddlers’ immediate setting. Bumbong kung liwanag kung gabi ay dagat. (Banig)



Bamboo tube at daytime At night, a sea. (Sleeping mat)



Maputing dalaga nagtatalik sa lila. (Ampaw)



Fair-complexioned beauty dancing on clay. (Puffed rice) Translation by B. Lumbera (Lumbera and Lumbera: 1982)



The riddle not only sharpened children’s observation of their environment, but also taught them about the surrounding world and its imaginative relationships, thus giving them a vision, a way of seeing. The proverb (salawikain) went further by offering a nugget of wisdom enveloped in short, apt, rhyming verse: Ang maralang bayani nagaasawa ng huli.



The man who goes about with more fish baskets is the one who brings home a lot of Fish.



Ang kata-katayak Tiny drops of water continuously draining, sukat makapagkati ng dagat. Enough to dry up the sea. Translation by B. Lumbera (Lumbera and Lumbera: 1982) ○
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Writer-teacher and food lover DOREEN GAMBOA FERNANDEZ obtained her degree in English and History in 1954 from St. Scholastica’s College, Manila, and completed her M.A. and Ph.D. in Literature from the Ateneo de Manila University. Her fields of interest were Philippine literature and literary history, drama, cultural history, popular culture, journalism and culinary history—a treasure trove she generously shared with her students in her more than 29 years teaching in Ateneo de Manila, and readers of her columns in the Philippine Daily Inquirer. A prolific writer, she authored the Iloilo Zarzuela: 1903-1930 (1976); In Performance (1981); Tikim: Essays on Philippine Food and Culture (1994); Face to Face: The Craft of Interviewing (1995); Palabas: Essays on Philippine History (1996); Fruits of the Philippines (1997). With E. Alegre, she co-authored: Writers and Their Milieu I and II” (1984, 1987); Sarap (1988); Lasa (1989); Lasa: Dining in the Provinces” (1990); Kinilaw: A Philippine Cuisine of Freshness (1991); Lasa: A Guide to 100 Metro Manila Restaurants (1992).
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7 Other forms brought the folk verse of riddle and proverb to the level of poetry, being written around an idea or insight—to teach a lesson, to express a value or a view of the world—in the imaging and speech of the people. The Tagalog tanaga, for example, often in monorhyming heptasyllabic lines, speaks of values, of strength in pain: Ang tubig ma’y malalim malirip kung libdin itong budhing magaling m.aliwanag paghanapin.



No matter how deep the stream, its depth can be fathomed; the really difficult task is to find a good heart.



Ang sugat ay kung tinanggap di daramdamin ang antak ang aayaw at di mayag galos lamang magnanaknak.



When one submits himself to wounding, the intensest pain is bearable; when one is unwilling, even the merest scratch can fester. Translation by B. Lumbera (Lumbera and Lumbera: 1982)



The ambahan, still written and chanted by the Mangyans, are songs about nature, childhood, human relationships, hospitality: 199. Kalyaw dap sa abyagen Linong dap sa baaynan Atay sudong di way man Duman dap sa salsagan Hignop dap sa bariwan Hamoy ha balantian Bigsi ha banaynayan Hulag ha no sangbayan Bag-o tam magtaladan Sis hulinan hulinan



Stop a while here from your trip! Stay here with us in the house. It is getting late and dark. Rest a moment on the floor. Stretch yourself out on the mat shaded by the balanti, the bigsi or banay tree. When you feel rested and fine, let us talk together then for a long, long time to go. Translation by A. Postma (Postma: 1972)



Songs were active literature, giving rhythm to the activities of daily life, such as fishing or working in the field, buying and selling food, putting children to sleep, joking and drinking, celebrating marriage and victory in battle and mourning the dead.



AMBAHAN. Unlike other ethnic communities who merely chant their songs or epic narratives from memory, the Mangyans inscribe their songs on bamboo tubes.



Ili, ili, tulog anay Wala diri imo nanay Kadto tienda bakal papay, Ili, ili, tulog anay.



Sleep now, my child Your mother is not here, She went to the store to buy bread, Sleep now, sleep. (Hiligaynon lullaby)



ANOP



HUNTING



Sadaa salag kan bulan Pan achan cod kaptaagan Bolo, moly y pachenan; Bato, batog kati-inan.



Shine, shine mister moon [To light] my way to the lowlands. Bamboo, bamboo is what I hold; Stone, stone is where I step.
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8 Bangon, babgon ka ina, Ka pan duto ni aba Sidofen kod daptaagan, Isirac ni cubilaan.



Wake, wake my mother, You go cook my gabi For lunch in the lowlands. I will eat it with deer-meat. (Nabaloy hunting song)



DUNG-AW



[Ilocano mourning song]



Ay ama nga nag-ebebba Dinak man kasasian aya A panawan a sisina Tay uneg balay a kasa.



Oh father You have no pity on me, You are leaving me alone in this house. (Eugenio: 1982)



Verbal jousts/games like the duplo were played at funeral wakes: Mga binibini at mga ginoo Matatanda’t batang ngayo’y naririto, Malugod na bati ang tanging handog ko sa pagsisimula nitong larong duplo. Ang duplo ay laro ng magkakapatid, patama ng dila’y huwag ikagalit; ang lakas at diin ng taglay na tinig ay simbuyo lamang sa pagmamatuwid. From A. Fernandez, “Busog ni Kupido”, 1910 (Gener: 1949) Ladies and gentlemen, Old people and young, I offer you my most heartfelt hello Here at the start of this game, duplo. Duplo is a game for brothers and sisters, So don’t take offense at our spoken blows The stress and tone of our urgent voices Spring from the fervor of reasoning minds. Translation by Ramon Sunico The bayok spoke of love; the balagtasan on stage and later, on radio and television, debated in verse and in prose, seriously or in jest, various facets of Philippine life. Myths about gods, creation and heroes explored man’s origins and the tribe’s racial history. Legends about islands, mountains, animals and fruits explained the wonders of nature. Epics like Tuwaang, 1958, Lam-ang, Hinilawod and Bantugan, 1930, linked tribal man and his gods, his physical exploits and his spiritual strength, his real and supernatural worlds. Nad’ikahi’ ras Tuwaang, “Ta ura’kanna kad dayandayan, Su antap ta ginawa’ku Na nasamaddan kud ini, Sa po:ndag na buwawan Midtawwan dut ginawa’ru. Na iyan dinit kadday Nad’llawan ku vo kekow— Nadtampiluk kad kaddiay; Subpadtaaw kut lawa’ru Nabpanadsangon kud sekkow; Su dakkok daoagdaong ku, Ka duwod dunggut ingod ku.”
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9 Iddinog komak kanakan, Na iyan din doddawetan, “Ahad don meen mandon Sodgeddaat Banuwa rut Gimukud, Buyuan duman mandon Kad tampilukat iling ku Naddelotat pa:d ta unawa ku, Na iyan dinit kaddiay Na possaa ruk po:ndag Nidtawwan kut ginawa’ku.” Geddarn idlampos ni Tuwaang Kas po:ndag na buwawan; Na indo poman kadsuman Kibbidbid manuk limukon Ikat tangannat lama’, Nibpa:yungan sikandan Sa aruwan minuvunan, Sod’antayap ta banuwan Napahuwa’.



Then Tuwaang spoke. “Ura’, do not brag now, For I believe I am holding it here, In this flute of gold The keeper of your breath. Now I would like To ask you this— If you would bow to me; For if you are willing to serve I can make you my henchman; For I have great trust in you, Should invaders come to my country.” The Young Man [of Sakadna] heard that And this was what he said, “Even if again I should tread the Land of Souls, Even if you ask me once more to bow to my peer And lick my equal’s palm, I would rather prefer You break the flute Which keeps my life.” At once Tuwaang smashed it, The flute of gold; And in the end he [The Young Man of Sakadna] seemed A limukon* bird strangled In the middle of the yard. Aad then up there they stood The two men [Tuwaang and the Young Man of Mo:nawon], Viewing the devastated land. From Tuwaang Attends a Wedding (Manuel: 1975) The oral forms of Philippine literature are the spontaneous expression of a people, encasing their feelings and (*The Manuvu describe this bird as twisting its neck when dying: and it is in this manner that the Young Man of Sakadna dies.)
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10 vision in words crafted by the poets and storytellers of the community. Transmitted and preserved orally, these early forms of literature are not “primitive” in the sense of being rough and inchoate, but in the sense of being the product of tradition and folk practice rather than of education and artistic training, works of the bard rather than of the artist. Yet they are genuine artistic expressions proper to the context and the time, and represent the ethos of the people before it was tampered with by colonization or transformed by other external influences. His pre-colonial literature shows the Filipino as being rooted in the Southeast Asian cultural tradition. This Asian dimension later served as a filter for the Western culture brought by colonization. THE SPANISH COLONIAL PERIOD (1565-1897) The establishment of the Spanish colonial government in the Philippines in the 16th century brought to bear upon literature the influences of Spanish/European culture and the Roman Catholic religion. Because of the monopoly of printing presses by religious orders prior to the 19th century, early written literature was predominantly religious in content and/or in purpose; novenas, books of prayers, books of conduct, grammars and dictionaries for the use of friars teaching religion to the natives. The Doctrina Christiana (Christian Doctrine), 1593, the first book published in the Philippines, was printed by the Dominican press. “May Bagyo Ma’t May Rilim” (Though It Is Stormy and Dark), which literary historian Bienvenido Lumbera identifies as the first printed literary work in Tagalog, appeared in the book Memorial de la vida cristiana en la lengua tagala (Guidelines of Christian Life in the Tagalog Language), 1605, by the Dominican friar Francisco Blancas de San Jose. May bagyo ma’t may rilim, ang ola’y titigisin, ako’y magpipilit din: aking paglalakbayin, tuluyin kong hanapin Diyos na ama namin. Kung di man magupiling tuksong mabaw-mabawin, ako’y mangangahas din: itong libro’y basahin at dito ko hahanguin aking sasandatahin. Kung dati mang nabulag, ako’y pasasalamat na ito ang liwanag: Diyos ang nagpahayag sa Padreng nagsiwalat nitong mabuting sulat. Nagiwa ma’t nabagbag daluyong matataas, ako’y magsusumikad, babaguhin ang lakas: dito rin hahagilap timbulang ikaligtas. Kung lumpo ma’t kung pilay, anong di ikahakbang; na ito ang aakay, magtuturo ng daan; tungkod ay inilaang sukat pagkatibayan.



Though it is stormy and dark, I’ll strain my tearful plaints and struggle on— I’ll set out on a voyage and persist in my search for God our father.
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THE DOCTRINA CRISTIANA.
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12 Though it doesn’t sleep a wink, this temptation bearing down on me still will I dare to read this book, and from it, draw the weapon I’ll wield. Having lost my sight in the past, I’m giving thanks for this light Which God let shine upon the priest who has made know this noble book. Though tossed and dashed by huge waves, I’ll thrash my legs and renew my strength— in this [book] will grasp the buoy that saves. Though disabled and limping, nothing can hold back my steps, for this [book] will take me by the [hand] and show me the way— the staff was prepared to give me strength. Translation by B. Lumbera (Lumbera: 1986) The monorhyming heptasyllabic line and the homespun talinghaga, or a controlling boat-metaphor, link the poem to oral pre-colonial poetry, but the Christian content sets it in the colonial context. The Memorial de la vida cristiana also contains poems by San Jose and by the bilingual (ladino) poet Fernando Bagongbanta. The ladino poems interwove lines in Spanish and the vernacular showing the confluence of the native and colonizing cultures. Further, because the Tagalog lines were simply a translation of the controlling Spanish, they also showed the ascendancy of the colonial language over the native. Salamat nang ualang hanga gracias se den sempiternas, sa nagpasilang ng tala al que hizo salir la estrella: macapagpanao nang dilim que destierre las tinieblas sa lahat na bayan natin de toda esta nuestra tierra From Fernando Bagongbanta, “Salamat nang ualang hanga” Undying gratitude is due to the one who caused the star to rise and dissipate the darkness everywhere in this, our land. Translation by B. Lumbera(Lumbera: 1986) Tomas Pinpin, printer for the Dominican press from 1610 to 1630, used the same technique in the six auit inserted in his book Librong Pagaaralan nang manða Tagalog nang Uicang Castila (The Book from which the Tagalogs May Study the Spanish language), 1610, as exercises to be chanted by students. Anong dico toua. Como no he de holgarme. Con hapot, omega, la mañana y tarde, dili napahamac, que no salio en balde; itong gaua co, aqueste mi lance; madla ang naalaman, y a mil cossas saben; nitong aquing alagad, los mis escolares; sucat magcatoua, justo es alegsrarse;
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13 ang manða ama nila, sus padres y madres; at ang di camuc-ha, pues no son de otro talle; na di ñgani balio, no brutos salvages. (From the first auit) How happy I am, morning and afternoon, when this my work is not done in vain, and my pupils learn a thousand things; and their fathers and mothers ought to rejoice, for they are not like them, not savage brutes. Translation by B. Lumbera (Lumbera: 1986) The first long work of “conscious design and careful composition” was the pasyon, or narrative of Christ’s life and sufferings, entitled Ang Mahal na Passion ni Jesu Christong P. Natin na Tola (The Sacred Passion of Jesus Christ Our Lord in Verse), 1704, by Caspar Aquino de Belen, which eventually was followed by other pasyon in Tagalog and the major languages. The most popular of the Tagalog pasyon is the Casaysayan nang Pasiong Mahal ni Jesucristong Panginoon Natin na Sucat lpag-alab nang Puso nang Sino-mang Babasa (An Account of the Sacred Passion of Jesus Christ Our Lord which Should Inflame the Heart of Anyone Who Reads It), 1814, popularly called the Pasyong Pilapil (The Passion by Pilapil), after the ecclesiastical censor (long thought to be the author), and also called Pasyong Henesis (Genesis Passion), because it starts from the Creation of Adam and Eve. The pasyon has been called a Christian folk epic because, although its narrative comes from the Bible and Christian tradition, the folk interpretation has imbued it with Filipino sentiments and values. The following extract from the Pasyong Pilapil shows Mary and Jesus meeting before the Passion—the feelings of Filipino mother and son dominating those of Virgin Mother Elect and Redeemer: 949. Pinahid na ni Maria, luha sa caniyang mata, pumasoc capagcaraca, sa silid ng Anac niya, Lumbay ay ualang capara.



Mary wiped the tears from her eyes. Then she entered her son’s room. Her sadness was without compare.



950. Ito ang ipinangusap, o Panginoong co at Anac, minamahal co sa lahat, puso co, i, naghihirap nitong aquing namamalas!



This is what she said: “O my Lord and Son whom I love above all, my heart suffers with all I see!



952. Ang sino mang tauo riyan cahit malayo mang bayan cun ganitong pascuang arao, agad ooui sa bayan dadalauin ang magulang.



“Even if he comes from afar anyone there— on a Paschal season [such] as this— returns to his hometown and visits his parents.



954. Paano ang iyong Ina, cun icao ay di casama, ano ang icasasaya? cahit dumating ang pascua, bunso cun dito, i, uala ca.



“What about your mother? If you are not around what will give her happiness— even if the Pasch comes— if you are not here, [my] youngest? Translation by R. Javellana (Javellana; 1988)



The pasyon was traditionally sung and chanted in homes and chapels throughout Lent. Today, although this is generally done only during Holy Week and, in some places only on Good Friday, the chanting and singing continue, sometimes still surrounded by such folk practices as the cooking of special food, the building of lean-tos to hold readers and audience, or the reading in turn or in teams at visitas (chapels) and homes. It was the pasyon too that, enacted in costume and on stage, became the sinakulo, the religious drama performed throughout Holy Week. The pasyon replaced the epic poems of the past and came to be a social epic, “a mirror of the collective consciousness,” in which, as Reynaldo lleto explains, ordinary people saw articulated their “own values, ideals and even hopes for liberation” (Ileto: 1979). Later modern pasyon texts and adaptations took up themes of protest and liberation. Marcelo H. del Pilar’s Pasyon Dapat lpag-alab ng Puso (Passion that Should Inflame the Heart), ca. 1887, warns the Filipino to avoid the convent and banish the friar. Pascual Poblete’s Patnubay ng Binyagan (Guide for the Baptized), 1935, was written for the Iglesia Filipina Independiente (Aglipayan Church) and correlates the life of Jesus to the Filipino struggle for independence from America. Nicasio Geronimo’s Pasiong Pilipino: Ang Buhay at Hirap ng Dakilang Martir
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14 RELIGIOUS AND SECULAR LITERATURE. Literature during the early Spanish regime was predominantly religious in content and purpose as exemplified by the Doctrina Christiana (see page 13), the first book published in the country, and Gaspar Aquino de Belen’s Ang Mahal na Passion ni Jesu Christong P. Natin na Tola. The awit, meanwhile, reached its height with Francisco “Balagtas” Baltazar’s Florante at Laura, which latter-day critics see as an allegory of protest against colonialism and oppression and hence the root of a tradition of Filipino nationalist literature.



na si Dr. Jose Mercado Rizal (Filipino Passion: The Life and Suffering of the Great Martyr Dr. Jose Mercado Rizal), 1968, is a poem in pasyon form that shows Rizal as Christ reincarnated and as the savior of the Malay race. Francisco “Soc” Rodrigo’s Si Kristo ay Rebelde (Christ is a Rebel), 1970, written during the Marcos era, sees Christ as not meek and submissive, but a rebel for justice. To the Filipino, the pasyon has obviously gone beyond its religious meaning to become a poetic statement of sentiments beyond the personal and the familial towards the social and the national. Two other types of narrative poems, the awit and the corridor, enter the native repertoire in the 18th century. Derived from European metrical romances, such as the Charlemagne and the Arthurian cycles, and Spanish and Portuguese history, legend and books of chivalry, they were translated into or rewritten in the local languages and constituted popular or secular reading. Both were sung and chanted while tending a carabao, or taking vegetables to market, or putting a child to sleep. At first they circulated as oral literature, then later in small printed novena-sized booklets. They also came to be the bases of the popular drama form, the komedya. These popular romances sang of a medieval European world of royals, warriors and lovers—from he folk writers’ viewpoint of wonder at this regal world of such contrast to their colonial condition. The peak of the genre is seen in the work of Francisco Baltazar, popularly known as Balagtas. His best-known work, the awit Florante at Laura (F1orante and Laura), popular in story and style, bore marks of classical learning and gems of native wisdom still much quoted as aphorisms. It has been read by subsequent critics as bearing seeds of protest against colonization and oppression, and thus as the root of a tradition of Filipino nationalist literature. 42. Sa loob at labas nang bayan cong saui Caliluha, i, siyang nagyayaring hari, Capalinga,t bait ay nalulugami Ininia sa hucay nang dusa,t pighati. There, hapless state, and even ‘yond Treason has flung his tyrant-bond Virtue the while lies moribund Stifled in sloughs of deep despond. Translation by Tarrosa Subido (ASEAN Anthology: 1985) Prose works in narrative mode first appeared in print in the 19th century, most of them directly dedicated to colonizing strategies and colonial ideals. Fr. Miguel Lucio y Bustamante’s narrative Si Tandang Basio Macunat (Old Basio Macunat), 1885, warns of the dire effects of studying Spanish or other things “unfit for natives and their condition.” Fr. Modesto de Castro’s Pagsusulatan ng Dalawang Binibini na si Urbana at Fetiza (Correspondence Between Two Young Women Urbana and Feliza), 1864, a proto-novel in the form of a series of letters between sisters, set out colonial mores for feminine behavior which still affect social attitudes and behavior today and also sketched stereotypes of popular characters found in later Tagalog dramas and novels. Cun icao, i may anac na babaye ay turoan mong matacot sa Dios, houag pagpapaquitaan nang nðipin, paca-inðatan ang canilang pagca virgin ... turoang magmahal sa asal at magpaca hinhin, nang di lapastanðanin nang binata. Houag tutulotan, na sa canilang pagtinðin, ay mabasa ang cagaslauan at pagca rnairoguin ... Pacaalagaan nang ina ang caniyang anac, tingnan ang canilang manða quilos, nang maquilala ang lico at buctot, at cun sumasama ... From “Aral sa man sa ina na may manða anac na dalaga” (de Castro: 1855)
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15 If you have daughters, teach them to fear God, be stern with them, and safeguard their virginity ... teach them to love good ways and modesty, so they may not be treated discourteously by young men.... Do not permit them to show vulgarity or amorousness in their glances.... A mother should take great care of her daughters, looking after their manners and movements, so as to recognize any impropriety, wickedness, or tendency towards evil. (“Counsel for mothers who have young daughters”) Translation by D. G. Fernandez Fr. Antonio Ubeda’s La Teresa (The Teresa), 1852, is a Cebuano narrative in dialogue form “that presents a story that is mainly a framework for a discourse on dogma and sound Christian living”. Also concerned with duty and behavior, especially for women, it includes criticism of superstition and advice on an economic practice (prenda or mortgage), and concludes with the maxim: Ang matood nga pag-higugma anaa sa pagpadayag sa buhat — True love is revealed in works (Mojares: 1983). In spite of the literature of colonization, which imposed Spanish culture, mores and forms, a national and nationalist consciousness grew. This came through such pathways as education (on one’s own or abroad in freer climes), the actual experience of forced labor, eviction from land and other forms of injustice and oppression, and such catalyzing events as the Cavite Mutiny and the execution of Fathers Gomez, Burgos and Zamora in 1872. A royal decree of 1863 provided for a complete educational system at elementary, secondary and tertiary levels. This eventually produced writers who could and did use Spanish for literary purposes rather than for religious purposes or under the direction of the religious as the ladino poets had done. Pedro Paterno’s collection of poems, Sampaguitas, 1880, and his novel Ninay, 1885, were insistently “Filipino”, the latter taking detours through native customs and traditions, not only for local color but for cultural assertion. Ninay, antedating Rizal’s Noli Me Tangere (Touch Me Not) by two years, is the first Filipino novel ever written. From these circumstances was born the literature of reform, prelude to that of revolution. The literary realism of the novels of Jose Rizal, Noli Me Tangere, 1887, and El Filibusterismo (Subversion), 1891, did not only have impact on the consciousness of Filipinos beginning to reject Spanish rule, but also on the works of succeeding writers. Many later works of fiction, drama, dance and other arts have drawn from or referred to his characters, plots and literary style. Tandang Selo vive todavia y aunque sus cabellos se han vuelto todos canos, conserva no obatante su buena salud. Ya no va a cazar ni a cortar arboles; como ha mejorado de fortuna solo se dedica a hacer escobas. Su hijo Tales (abreviacion de Telesforo) primero habia trabajado como aparcero en los terrenos de un capitaliata, pero, mas tarde, dueño ya de dos karabaos y de algunos centenares de pesos, quiso trabajar por su cuenta ayudado de su padre, su mujer sus tres hijos. From El Filibusterismo, 1981 The woodcutter who had sheltered Basilio in the mountains as a boy was still alive and healthy, although his hair had turned completely white. He no longer went hunting or wood-gathering; his fortunes had improved and now he made brooms as a pastime. His son Telesforo, Tales for short, had first worked as a share-tenant; later, having acquired two carabaos and saved some hundreds of pesos, he had struck out on his own with the help of his father, wife and three children. Translation by Leon Ma. Guerrero (Guerrero: 1965) They had cleared a thickly forested tract on the edge of the town which they thought belonged to no one. The entire family, one after the other, had gone down with fever when they were breaking up and draining the ground; the wife of Tales and his elder daughter, Lucia, in the prime of youth, wasted away and died. It was only to be expected from the nature of their task but the family blamed it on the vengeful guardian spirit of the forest, resigned themselves, and went on with their work confident that the spirit had been appeased. Then, on the eve of their first harvest, a religious Order which owned lands in the neighboring town had claimed ownership of the newly cleared fields, alleging that they were within the limits of its property, and to establish its claim immediately attempted to put up boundary markers. (Guerrero: 1965) PRAY CLEMENTE: Senyor, sinasaka ninyo ang lupa namin! ... Tumahimik kayo! TALES: Bakit? Ano’ng masama sa sinabi ko? Anong trabaho’ng nagagawa niyang uldog na
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16 MOST CELEBRATED NOVELS. National hero Dr. Jose P. Rizal wrote the country’s most celebrated novels, Noli Me Tangere and El Filibusterismo whose themes, characters, and subplots have inspired the creation of other literary and artistic works of succeeding generations. More than execellent fiction, Rizal’s novels are veritable social and political documents of the Spanish colonial era.
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‘yan at ng kanyang alila sa bukirin? Ni hindi nya nakikita ang bukirin. Marunong lang siyang sumingil ng upa at magtaas nang magtaas nito hanggang hindi na tayo makabayad. Sa palagay ko, hindi naman nila pag-aari ang lupang ‘yon. Nabalitaan lang ni Pray Clemete ang kasaganaan ng ating unang ani. Kaya lang, takot tayong umangal noong araw. Baka tayo palayasin. Pero ngayon handa akong lumaban. Ginagawa nila ito ngayon para lubusang maangkin nila ang ating lupa. TANDANG SELO: Tales, tandaan mo ang palayok na putik. TALES: Puno na ako, Tatang, punung-puno na. ltong palayok na putik ay susugod sa kawaling bakal at mangyari na’ng mangyayari. Tutal, alabok din ang ating kahihinatnan. From Paul Dumol, Kabesang Tales, 1974 FRAY CLEMENTE: Sir, you are farming our land! ... Be quiet! TALES: Why should I be quiet? What is wrong with what I said? What work have that rascal and his servant done on this farm? He has never seen it. He only knows how to collect rent and raise it again and again till we can no longer pay. I believe the land is not their property. Fray Clemente just heard about the bounty of our first harvest. It’s just that we were afraid to protest then, because we might be sent away. But now I am ready to fight. They are doing this now in order to push their claim to our land. TANDANG SELO: Tales, remember what I said about the clay pot. TALES: I am fed up, Tatang, really fed up. This clay pot is ready to lunge against the iron
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17 vessel—and let whatever may happen. Anyway, we can only end up in dust. Translation by D.G. Fernandez Rizal’s poetry as well left lasting imprints on the emerging national consciousness and on succeeding writers. The achievement of his best poems (“A Las Flores de Heidelberg” [To the Flowers of Heidelberg], “Ultimo Adios” [Last Farewell], “Mi Retiro” [My Retreat]) lies in the quality of the writing, in the graceful and sonorous use of the Spanish language and especially in the shaping of both by the motive emotion of love of country. In them we have “a poet’s personal sacrifice for the country dovetailing with his art” (Lumbera and Lumbera: 1982). Marcelo H. del Pilar’s essays in Spanish (e.g. “La Soberania Monacal en Filipinas” [Monastic Supremacy in the Philippines] and articles in La Solidaridad) and poetry in Tagalog (e.g. “Sagot ng España sa Hibik ng Pilipinas” [Spain’s Reply to the Complaints of the Filipinos], a complementary piece to Hermenegildo Flores’ “Hibik ng Pilipinas sa Inang Espanya” [Complaints of the Filipinos to Mother Spain]) were significant contributions to the literature of reform. It was his parodies of “sacred” forms like the catechism and popular forms like the pasyon and the duplo that most effectively brought home to the people his protests against colonial and friar rule. His writing and his editorship of La Solidaridad (Feb. 15, 1889) made “Plaridel” a major force in the Propaganda Movement. Sa iyong kandungan tinubuang lupa, pawing nalilimbag ang lalong dakila, sa mga utos dapat tupdin nawa na ika-aamis ng puso’t gunita. Ang kamusmusan ko’y kung alalahanin,ay inaruga mo, bayang ginigiliw, halaman at bundok, yaman at bukirin, ay pawang naghandog ng galak sa akin. Ipinaglihim mo nang ako’y bata pa, ang pagdaralitang iyong binabata, luha’y ikinubli’t nang di mabalisa, ang inandukha mong musmos kong ligaya. Ngayong lumaki nang loobin ng Langit, Maanyong bahala na yaring pag-iisip, magagandang nasa’y tinipon sa dibdib, pagtulong sa iyo bayang iniibig. From Marcelo H. del Pilar,“Duplohan,” ca. 1887 On your lap beloved homelandare inscribed all that is grand, all laws that should be observed despite grudging memory and heart. You nurtured me in my youth beloved country, so I remember when I choose to remember, greenery and mountain, riches and fields have all been your gifts of joy to roe. You kept from me, when I was young, the misery that you still now endure, You hid all tears to ensure my peace, to nurture my still child-like bliss. Now all grown, filled with the ideals of Heaven, with the vivid responsibilities of a full-formed mind, all lovely wishes I have gathered to my breast, are wishes to serve you land that I love. Translation by Ramon Sunico ANG ABA GUINOONG BARIA Aba guinoong baria nakapupuno ka nang alcancia, ang Fraile’y sumasainyo, bukod ka
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18 niyang pinagpala’t pinahiguit sa lahat, pinagpala naman ang kaban mong mapasok. Santa Baria Ina nang Deretsos, ipanalangin mo kaming huag anitan ngayon at kami ipapatay. Siya naua. From Marcelo H. del Pilar, “Dasalan at Tocsohan”, ca. 1888 THE HAIL MONEY Hail Money, filler of banks, the friars are with you, blessed are you and better than all and blessed is the treasure box that you choose to fill. Holy Money, Mother of Rights, pray for us against those who would shave us and keep us from getting killed. Amen. Translation by Ramon Sunico As the 19th century drew to a close, it became clear that the Propaganda Movement was not bringing about changes in colonial policy. Reformism was abandoned; the Revolution began. The use of Tagalog by the members of the Katipunan linked the language with nationalism, and the literature written in it in the succeeding years became a major factor in the formation of a revolutionary consciousness and in the Revolution. This literature of Revolution includes such works as Andres Bonifacio’s “Pag-ibig sa Tinubuang Lupa” (Love for the Native Land) and the Katipunan manifesto “Ang Dapat Mabatid ng mga Tagalog” (What the Tagalog Should Know), Apolinario Mabini’s La Revolucion Filipina (The Philippine Revolution), 1902, as well as Emilio Jacinto’s short essays known collectively as Liwanag at Dilim (Light and Darkness). Aling pag-ibig pa ang hihigit kaya sa pagkadalisay at pagkadakila gaya ng pag-ibig sa tinubuang lupa? Aling pag-ibig pa? Wala na nga, wala. Ulitulitin mang basahin ng isip at isa-isahing lalastasing pilit ang salita’t buhay ang limbag at titik ng sang katauhan ito’y namamasid. Banal na pag-ibig! pag ikaw ang nukal sa tapat na puso ng sino’t alin man imbi’t taong gubat maralita’t mangmang nagiging dakila at iginagalang. Pagpupuring lubos ang palaging hangad sa bayan ng taong may dangal na ingat umawit tumula’l kumatha’t sumulat kalakhan din nia’y isinisiwalat. Walang mahalagang hindi inihandog ng may pusong mahal sa Bayang nagkupkop dugo yaman dunong katiisa’t pagod buhay may abuting magkalagot lagot. Bakit? Alin ito na sakdal ng laki na hinahandugan ng buong pagkasi na sa lalung mahal ng kapangyayari at ginugulan ng buhay na iwi? Ay! ito’y ang Ynang bayang tinubuan siya’y ina’t tangi na kinamulatan ng kawiliwiling liwanag ng araw na nagbigay init sa lulong katawan. From Andres Bonifacio,“Pag-ibig sa Tinubuang Lupa,” 1896 Which love can surpass In purity and greatness
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19 the love for the land where one was horn? Which love? No love, no love at all. However the mind reads and rereads and one by one remorselessly explains the spirit and letter of book and word about the human race, this much is clear. Sacred love! When you are the core of the loyal heart—even the lowly savage, miserable and crude— becomes ennobled, worthy of praise. To praise you fully is the enduring wish of the one who values honor who sings and creates, who writes and recites, who in honoring you reveals his honor in turn. Nothing is precious that is not offered up by the heart which clings to the nation’s embrace— blood, riches, wisdom, endurance and effort— a life whose aspirations are suddenly cut short. Why? What is this that is so great to receive as offering one’s reason for being, that becomes more precious even as it is lived as it is invested with a well-nurtured life? Ay! This is one’s Motherland. One’s mother with whom one wakes to the lovely radiance of the sun, she who gives warmth and tempers our flesh. Translation by Ramon Sunico Ang kalayaan ng tao ay ang katuwirang tinataglay na talaga ng pagkatao, na umisip at gumawa ng anumang ibigin kung ito’y di nalalaban sa katuwuran ng iba. Ayon sa wastong bait, ang katuwirang ito ay siyang ikinaiba ng tao sa lahat ng nilalang. Ang hayop ay sinusupil at nilulubiran sapagkat di nakatatanto ng matuwid at dirnatuwid, di nakaaabot ng dakila at magadang gawa. Liban sa tao lamang ang makapagsasabi ng ibig ko’t di ko ibig kaya’t ayon sa bagay na kaniyang inibig o inilbig, siya’y magiging dapat sa tawag na mabuti o masama, sa parusa o sa palo. From Emilio Jacinto, “Kalayaan,” Liwanag at Dilim, 1896



Human freedom is the innate right of all human beings, the freedom to think and act as one wishes without hurting the rights of others. Upon one’s coming to maturity, it is this right that distinguishes the human being from all other creatures. An animal is tied up and domesticated because it cannot tell right from wrong and does not aspire to greatness nor to do great deeds. Only a human being can say l love this or do not love that; and so judge, by the nature of what one loves or does not love, that it be good or bad, whatever be the punishment, whatever the pain. Translation by Ramon Sunico The need to awaken awareness, nationalist fervor and action, and certainly the urgency of revolution brought to the fore the essay as literary form—in the pages of revolutionary papers like La Solidaridad and the Katipunan newspaper Kalayaan, 1899, and later nationalist publications like Lipang Kalabaw, 1907-1909, and Muling Pagsilang, 1901. Less visible than the above literature proceeding from and directed to leaders of the Revolution were the prayers, songs, awit and poems that circulated among the masses and, the Ileto study points out, prepared their spirit and consciousness for “revolt of the masses.” Scholars are finding out that there was a literature to support the “Little
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20 Tradition,” as well as the “Great Tradition” that jointly resulted in the Philippine Revolution of 1896. An example is a kundiman expressing the revolution in folk images:



Sa dalampasigan ng dagat Maynila, Luneta ang tawag ng mga kastila ay doon binaril ang kaawaawa pobreng Pilipino, martir nitong Lupa. Naramay sa dusa ang ating tanggulan panganay na Burgos at bunsong si Rizal sa inggit at takot ng prayleng sukaban pinatay at sukat, walang kasalanan. Hindi na inisip ang kanilang buhay kung ito’y matapos tapos din ang layaw, paris na nga ngayon, ang kinasapitan kaming Pilipino’y kusang humilaway. Oh mga kalahi! Lakad, pagpilitang tunguhin ang bundok, kalawakang parang gamitin ang gulok at sibat sa kamay, ating ipagtanggol lupang tinubuan. Huwag manganganib, Inang Pilipinas sa kahit ano mang itakda ng palad, di kami tutugot hanggang di matupad itong kalayaang ating hinahanap.



On the shores of Manila bay called by the Spaniards “Luneta” there was shot the pitiful humble Filipino, martyr of this land. Our defenders fell into grief the eldest Burgos, the youngest Rizal sons without a stain of guilt were treacherously killed by the envious, fearful friars They did not think of their lives when life is ended, so is layaw, just as it is now, it all ended up in we Filipinos willingly separating. Oh compatriots! Walk on, strive to reach the mountain and the forest use the bolos and spears in your hand let us defend the land of our birth. Fear not, Mother Filipinas whatever fate has in store for us, we will not cease to struggle until the kalayaan we search for is found. (Ileto: 1979) By the end of the Spanish colonial period, Philippine literature had grown from its community matrix, through colonial influences, to the national and nationalist purposes. In its development is seen the emergence of the Filipino people and of a truly Filipino literature.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



21 THE AMERICAN COLONIAL PERIOD (1888-1945) TO THE PRESENT The early years of the American colonial regime saw the continuance of the literature of protest, now directed at the new colonizers. In the drama, such writers as Tomas Remigio, Juan Matapang Cruz, Juan Abad and Aurelio Tolentino were arrested on charges of sedition because of their anti-American plays—Malaya (Free), 1898, Hindi Aco Patay (I Am Not Dead), 1903, Tanikalang Guinto (Golden Chain), 1902 and Kahapon, Ngayon at Bukas (Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow), 1903, respectively. The first decade also saw the continuation and eventual decline of Philippine literature in Spanish. The poems of Fernando Ma. Guerrero (Crisalidas [Chrysales], 1914), Cecilio Apostol (Pentelicas [from Pentelicus, a mountain near Athens, Greece.), 1941), Jesus Balmori (Mi Casa de Nipa [My Nipa Hut], 1938), Manuel Bernabe (Cantos del Tropico [Songs of the Tropics], 1929; Perfil de Cresta [Profile of the Crest], 1957) and Claro M. Recto (Bajo los cocoteros [Under the Coconut Trees], 1911); the novels of Balmori (Se deshojo la flor, [literally, The Unleafing of the Flower], 1915; Bancarrota de almas [Bankruptcy of Souls], 1911) and Antonio M. Abad (El Ultimo Romantico [The Last Romantic], 1927; El Campeon [The Champion], 1939) melded Spanish literary tradition to commentary on Philippine society and, eventually, to the patriotic sentiments of reform and revolution, often showing a poetic lineage traceable to Rizal and other writers of the Propaganda Movement and the 1896 Revolution.



Mi sangre tiene un alma que es alma de titanes. Sangre de Solimanes corre por sus arterias, que siempre latiran. Tiene el pecho templado al fragor de la guerra. Bajo sus pies de atleta se estremece la tietra. porque enciende sus nervios la flama de un volcan… Hermanos en la idea: nuestra raza es divina ¡Es grande y sacrosanta el alma filipina! Digamos, pues, un himno por su gloria immortal. Y tu, loh Fama! recorre del mundo los confines, y al son de tus clarines Pregona las grandezas del pueblo de Rizal. From Claro M. Recto,”El Alma de la Raza,” November 1909 My blood contains the soul of titans My acid-blood rushes burning through arteries of perpetual pulse The tempered breast houses the clamor of war. Beneath the athlete’s stride shudders the world for my nerves ignite the volcanic fires.... Brothers in the idea; our race is divine. How sacrosanct and grand is the Filipino soul! And so let us sing a hymn to her immortal glory! And you, o Fame! span the edges of the worlds and to the sound of trumpets Proclaim the greatness of the people of Rizal. Translation by Ramon Sunico The establishment by the American insular government of the public educational system in 1901 had profound effects on Philippine literature. English became the medium of instruction and the language of schooled literature. American values and images filled textbooks and thus, the minds and aspirations of Filipino students. From the schools came the first Filipino writers in English who sought to capture Philippine experience in the borrowed alien language. The short story showcased the skill and art of such writers as Manuel Arguilla who captured the gentleness of rural life (“Morning in Nagrebcan”; “A Son is Born”); Bienvenido Santos, chronicler of the lives and pain of Filipinos exiled abroad or trapped at home (“Scent of Apples”; “End to Laughter”); Arturo Rotor, whose stories about doctors and convicts explored the inner life of the city and institutions (“At Last This Fragrance”; “Deny the Mockery”); Carlos Bulosan who wrote and lived the injustice suffered by migrant Filipino laborers (“As Long as the Grass Shall Grow”; “The Story of a Letter”); and N.V.M. Gonzales, whose settings for his Filipino stories range from Mindoro to the city and foreign lands (“Bread of Salt”; “A Warm Hand”). The first decades saw the growth of poetry in English, with Jose Garcia Villa’s poetry published in the United States and considered alongside those of his American contemporaries.
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22 First, a poem must be magical, Then musical as a sea-gull. It must be a brightness moving And hold secret a bird’s flowering. It must be slender as a bell, And it must hold fire as well. It must have the wisdom of bows And it must kneel like a rose. It must be able to hear The luminance of dove and deer. It must be able to hide What it seeks, like a bride. And over all I would like to hover God, smiling from the poem’s cover. Jose Garcia Villa, 1962 The era also crystallized the confrontation between writing as a personal art and, in the work of Salvador P. Lopez and others, as a reflection of society. Go through the history of literature, and you will find that the greatest writers are ever those whose feet were planted solidly on the earth regardless of how high up in the clouds their heads might have been. This is not to say, however, that great writing must pertain to some department of propaganda. Propaganda is written with the definite object of influencing people to believe or to do something. While there are a few books which have survived the immediate motive of propaganda that inspired them, yet one can say truly that the bulk of literary works of permanent value consists of those that are neither pure propaganda nor pure art but which are in some way deeply rooted in the earth of human experience.... In the end, what really interests the writer, granting that he recognizes the value of social content in literature, is some sort of assurance that his writing will result in something that he can lay his hands on as good and useful. For certainly he has a right to expect that, having acceded to the demands of society upon his talent, certain measurable benefits will flow from his work wholly distinct, from the purely subjective satisfaction that is his birthright as an artist and which comes naturally with the act of creative expression. From Salvador P. Lopez, “Literature and Society”, 1940 In this period, the sarsuwela, regnant drama form of the 1920s and 1930s, came to be replaced on the city stages by drama in English by foreign authors, and later by the works of such Filipino playwrights as Wilfrido Ma. Guerrero, Severino Montano, Alberto Florentine and Nick Joaquin. Although writing in English came out of the universities and was understandably quite Americanized in style, form and content, at its best it captured the nuances and effects of American culture in confrontation with Philippine reality. Its maturity is seen in contemporary poems (by Carlos Angeles, Ricaredo Demetillo, Emmanuel Torres, Rolando Tinio, Cirilo Bautista, Edith Tiempo, Alfrredo Navarro Salanga, Alfred Yuson, Marjorie Evasco, Ramon Sunico, Fatima Lim, Marne Kilates, Ophelia Dimalanta, Gemino Abad, Ricardo de Ungria, etc.), stories (by Francisco Arcellana, Wilfrido Nolledo, Nick Joaquin, Edilberto Tiempo, Rowena Tiempo Torrevillas, Jose Dalisay, etc.), novels (by F. Sionil Jose, Ninotchka Rosca, Linda Ty Casper, Bienvenido Santos) and essays that succeed in capturing Philippine life and reality in the English language and in grafting the language in Filipino ways, adequate for and atuned to the native sensibility. An experience markedly individual yet palpably Filipino is conveyed in Nick Joaquin’s “Bye Bye Jazzbird”: 1 A death in the family. Relatives you haven’t seen since the last death in the family reappear like furniture from your past reassembled from a movie about it; reassembling now only as props: footlights (as it were) and backdrops, to celebrate not a death but the family here having one of its final stops, here it continues where it stops.
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23 2 No one is here as a person, only as the correct representative of his branch of the line. Only the man that’s dead is here as himself, is discussed as such. “Rather lonely, his last days.” “Well, he was on the shelf all of these years.” “He was renting that crummy apartment?” “No, just a part of it, the upstairs.” “Collapsed, alone with his cats—whom someone should be representing. They were so dear to him.” “From the start of the stroke, unconscious.” “Four o’clock dawn.” “Died like his father, cerebral hemorrhage.” The crowded wake was a lively tone. From Nick Joaquin, “Bye Bye Jazzbird”, 1979 Bienvenido Lumbera’s “A Eulogy of Roaches” is an urban meditation on human life and society:



A EULOGY OF ROACHES Blessed are the cockroaches. In this country they are the citizens who last. They need no police to promulgate their peace because they tolerate each other’s smell or greed. Friends to dark and filth, they do not choose their meat. Although they neither sow nor reap, a daily feast is laid for them in rooms and kitchens for their pick. The roaches do not spin and neither do they weave. But note the russet coat the sluggards wear: clothed at birth, roaches require no roachy charity. They settle where they wish and have no rent to pay. Eviction is a word quite meaningless to them who do not have to own their dingy crack of wall Not knowing death or taxes, they increase and multiply. Survival is assured even the jobless roach: his opportunities pile up where garbage grows. Dying is brief and cheap and thus cannot affright A whiff of toxic mist,
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24 an agile heel, a stick —the swift descent of pain is also final death. Bienvenido Lumbera, 1965 Marjorie Evasco [Pernia] is unmistakably woman and Filipina as she addresses a sampaguita vendor in the city, while remembering provincial gardens: SAMPAGUTTA SONG (to a suki at Quirino Highway) We see you every night intercept The narrow chance at highway Living, the jammed traffic of your days Run-down by those who do not see Your flag of white Small flowers. Your shanks gleam thin at the intersection, Beating the stop light to the edge Of danger. Sampaguita, Sir! Sampaguita. Ma’am! Sariwa, mabango Piso po ang tatlo. You thrust brown hands at me Flower-laden, smelling like old Memories, tender at the recall Of gardens in a province We’ve left and miss. Back home the sampaguitas dry in an earthen dish leaving the scent of warm brown palms that offered an extra garland for Buena Mano. Marjorie Evasco [Pemia](Kamao: 1983)



Through all this evolution, the mainstream of Philippine literature continued to be in the native languages, and then in Filipino, the evolving national language. A romantic strain continued in the work of poets and novelists who explored idyllic rural life and the sentiments informing familiar and personal relationships. PANATA NO ISANG BALO Itinutulak ng bibig, kinakabig ng dibdib. May isang babaing kababalo lamang, na isa ang anak sa kinabaluhan, palibhaaa’y bata, maganda’t mayaman kaya kay-rumami ng nag-aagawan. Ngunit sa tuwinang may ligaw na akyat, di man sinaaadya, luha’y nalalaglag; at kung inaaliw ng bawat kausap, lalong sumisidhi ang lungkot at iyak.
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25 Anya: “Maginoo, ako’y patawarin, ang pag-aaaawa’y wala na sa akin, anak ko na lamang yaring mamahalin, kaya ma’nong ako’y inyo nang lisanan...” Dapwa, pagkaalis ng panhik na ligaw, pasusuhing anak ang inuulayaw: “Ay!” anya, “anak ko, kawawa ka naman! Di ba ibig mo nang magkabagong tatay?...” Malungkot ang balo pagkat napag-isa, katapat na lunas ang maging dalawa; kung bawat magsabing ayaw mag-asawa’y paniniwalaan… ang lahi’y lagot na! Lope K. Santos, n.d. OATH OF A WIDOV What the mouth givethe heart takes back There once was a widow recently bereaved who had only a child in her widowed grief. But since she was still young and lovely and wealthy small wonder that many fought to woo her, you see. But whenever whoever came over to woo, unwanted or not, her tears would come too. and whenever whoever tried to cheer her with talk. she would just grow sadder, cry harder and choke. Said she: “Dear sir, forgive me, I plead, This wish to wed is no longer my need; my child is now the only love I know, so please, dear sir, please leave me, go...’ And yet, once whoever would wed her would leave, To her suckling child she would openly grieve: “Ay!” said she, “my child, poor child so sad! Don’t you want to have a brand new dad?” The widow, poor widow, was so sad in a loneliness whose only true cure was conjugal togetherness, If we believed everyone who to marriage said no, what hope for our race —oh no, oh no! Translation by Ramon Sunico While Santos wrote in monorhyming dodecasyllabic lines, Magdalena Jalandoni of lloilo wrote in sixteensyllable lines, in the rima perfecta that llonggo poetry had adapted from Spanish verse. ANG GUITARA Ang nahut niyang magagmay nga daw bulawan kasili Malulu kon mag-ambahan nga di sa punay magdulag... Sa takna sang kagab-ihon, ang tunog niyang hamili Daw taghoy nga ginatuaw sang balatyagon nga pili, Daw hinay nga hibubun-ot sang nagtangis nga kalag... Kay ayhan sa kasingkasing sang gakuskos nga tag-iya May unay nga kasulub-on nga dili didto makakas, Kay samtang nga naglanton ang tagsa ka nahut niya Wala sing dili mawili sa pagpamati sa iya,
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26 Wala sing dili bumatyag sing kasulub-on nga lakas. Magdalena Jalandoni, n.d.



Its slender strings that are bright as gold Sing tenderly as a wild dove. In the night hours, its elect voice Js like the plaint of a precious feeling, Like the slow sigh of a soul in tears... For perhaps in the heart of the strummer Lies a deep sorrow that cannot be undone, And as each single string is singing, No one can help but listen, enchanted, No one can help but feel the strong grieving. Translation by D.G. Fernandez (Fernandez: 1973) Romantic love was a predominant subject in vernacular poetry explored by Amado Yuzon in Pampango, lluminado Lucente in Waray, and Manuel Fuentebella in Bicolano. Buri cu abalu mu ngeni’t qng capilan pa man qng ica palsintan daca sucad ning bie cung ingatan: icang musa ning pluma cung sasamba qng mal muag leguan, icang bie na ning pusu cung titibuc qng capalsintan; tegulaling cu ngan queca caladua cu at catawan anting tapat mung carame qng ligaya’t casaquitan buri cu qng abalu mung macanian dacang palsintan capitlas daca qng bie cu’t batuin qng paintungulan. From Amado Yuzon, “Buri Ku King Abalu Mu,” [I want you to know] (I want you to know now and forever That I love you as much as I do my own life; You are the muse of my pen which worships your beauty, You are the life of my heart which throbs with love: I have dedicated my whole self, body and soul, As your devoted companion in joy and in pain; I want you to know that I low you in this way, As a part of my life, as the star of my future.) Translation by E. Zapanta-Manlapaz (Manlapaz: 1981) AN HIGUGMA Matahom nga mulayan han atong kasingkasing, Kay amo an kalipayan nga at’guin bibiniling Nga kulaus nahatag hin mga katam-isan, Balitaw ha adlaw-gab-i danay pag tinagisan. Han aton kinabuhi amo ini an tuyo Kay kon waray higugma, waray man pagmayuyo; Ugaring an higugma kay diri maparalit.... Linupad, linupad ngan diri na mabalik. Iluminado Lucente, .n.d. LOVE Beautiful plaything of our heart
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27 It is the happiness that we are ever seeking And though it seems to offer sweetness Yet there are days and nights when it makes us weep; Of our life love is the reason For if there is no love, neither is there joy But since love is not to be bought.... Away it flew, away it flew, and it will nevermore return. Translation by V. Salazar (Luangco: 1982) LUHANG MAPAIT Luhang mapait An sakuyang kaulay-ulay Kun dai ko ika nakikita Sa sakong kahampang, Maski natuturog Sa ogma nangingitorogan Pigtitios ko man giraray An simpil kan tionay nin lipongaw Madya mahamis na dahilan kan sakong kasakilan Uya simo naghahalat an sakong kamogtakan. Madyata sarong pagkukundimanan Sa linabyog nin duyan An lawgon mong langitnon ay maykabinian. Manuel T. Fuentebella, n.d. BITTER TEARS Bitter tears Are with whom I converse When I do not see you Before me. Jn my sleep And in joy I dream, Yet J suffer The pang of the pains of loneliness. Come, sweet cause Of my suffering, Here awaiting you Is my heart; Come, for I shall sing In the rocking of my hammock Of your heavenly face so gently sweet. Translation by L. Realubit (Realubit: 1983) The reatistic mode that had begun in Rizal’s novels continued in stories, novels and poems that were critical about society and analytical aboutFilipinocustoms and manners. In later years, this grew into a social realism that confronted squarely the problems of society—and especially of the masses—in fiction that refused to stop at mirroring and insisted on involvement. A landmark work was the short story anthology, Mga Agos sa Disyerto (Waves in the Desert), 1964, in which Efren R. Abueg, Edgardo M. Reyes, Eduardo Bautista Reyes, Rogelio L. Ordonez and Rogelio R. Sikat brought Philippine fiction into the age of modernism.
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28 Sila’y isang batalyon ng mga alipin, higante ang katawan ngunit ang ulo’y katiting, kalarawan ng isang malapad na gusaling may sunong na bola. Katawan ang puhunan nila sa pakikikalakal. Alipin sila ng pangangailangan kayat luluhod sila sa isa pang kaalipinan upang matugunan ang hinihingi ng unang kaalipinan. Iaalay nila ang kanilang buong puhunan kapalit ng karampot na limos. Hindi alam ng nakararami sa kanila ang mga karapatan nila bilang mga manggagawa, ang ilang nakakaalam ay wala ring tinig pagkat maging sa templo ng katarungan ay salapi ang pinakikinggan. Sila ang mga anak-pawis. (Introduction to Chapter 3, “Ang Mga Anak-Pawis”) They are a batallion of slaves, with giant bodies and tiny heads, each looking like a wide building crowned by a wrecker’s ball. Their bodies are their capital investment. Slaves to their need, they kneel at still another slavery in order to feed the first bondage. They offer all they own, and receive miserly alms in return. Most of them do not know their rights as laborers; the few who know have no voice anyway because even in the temple of truth, only money is heard. They are the children of toil. (“Children of Toil”) Translation by D.G. Femandez Sa bawat latay, kahit aso’y nag-iiba. Sa unang hagupit siya’y magtataka. Sa ikalawa, siya’y mag-iisip. Sa ikatlo, siya’y magtatanda. At sa ikaapat, humanda ka! (Introduction: Chapter 14, “Sa Bawat Latay”) From Edgardo M. Reyes, Sa Mga Kuko ng Liwanag, 1966 After each welt, even a dog changes. At the first lash, he is surprised. At the second, he begins to think. At the third, he marks the blow. After the fourth, beware! (In the Claws of Light) Translation by D.G. Femandez The poets in the vernacular drew from a long verse tradition reaching back to epics and romances which they welded to themes of love and patriotism. Poet and journalist Jose Corazon de Jesus, although the quintessential “romantic”, made social and political comment in verse in his columns in Taliba and spoke strongly for liberation and justice in his allegorical awit “Sa Dakong Silangan” (At the Eastern Land). Sa pakikisama ay hindi mainam, na ang ating palad ay di pantaypantay, Kung talagang kayo’y magkakaibigan, kung siya’y kawala’y pawalan ka naman... Nguni’t iyang ganyang hidwang pagsasama sa lapag ang isa’t ang isa’y sa mesa, Nakikituloy lang siya pang ginhawa, diyan ay may layong mapagsamantala... Ikaw kabataang tila nalilinglang, ay magbalikwas ka sa kinahihigan, Bayang walang laya’y huwag pabayaang ubusin ng mga anay na dayuban. Ang dakong silangang kinamulatan mo’y maulap ang langit at sakop ng dayo, Kunin mo ang sulo ng bayani ninyo’t siyang ipananglaw sa lahat ng dako... from Jose Corazon de Jesus, “Sa Dakong Silangan,” Buhay na Pinagdaanan ni HARING PILIPO at ni REYNA MALAYA sa Maalamat na mga PULONO GINTO, 1928
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29 Concerning togetherness, it is not right that our fortunes do not match, if the friendship is true, his freedom also sets you free... But this togetherness that discriminates Between who sits at table and who on the floor, Who appears only during periods of plenty is merely the ploy who takes advantage... Rise from your rest youth, so easily deceived, Forsake not the land freedom itself has forsaken to be consumed from those termites from a foreign land. The eastern land where you first saw light Is now overcast with clouds and overrun by intruders, Take then the torch your heroes have lit And by its light, illuminate all places dark... Translation by Rarnon Sunico Alejandro G. Abadilla, on the other hand, fought against social and artistic conventions, insisting on “sincerity” and “the real self. His experimentation with free verse (as against the traditional rhyme and meter ofTagalog poetry) prepared the way for its acceptance and use by later poets. ako ang daigdig ako ang tula ako ang daigdig ang tula ako ang daigdig ng tula ang tula ng daigdig ako ang walang maliw ako ang walang kamatayang ako ang tula ng daigdig. From Alejandro G. Abadilla, “Ako ang Daigdig,” 1940 i world i poem i world poem i poem’s world
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30 world’s poem i endless i deathless i world-poem Translation by Ramon Sunico The poets who followed them learned from both the romantic and social schools, as well as from T. S. Eliot, Mao Zedong’s “Talks at the Yennan Forum”, the imagists and symbolists, the Latin Americans and other trends in literature of the East and the West. It is among those writing in Philippine languages that one hears especially strongly the strains of current reality, protests against poverty and injustice, and a sensitive understanding of the waves of Philippinehistory and the strata of Philippine society. In their mother tongues we hear the voice of conscience, concern and commitment. Jose F. Lacaba, bilingual poet, addresses political corruption with rural indirection and urban irony: HALAW KAY SU TUNG-P’O Kung rnay ipapanganak ang dasal ng pamilya karaniwa’y ganito: “Maging matalino sana.” Sapagka’t ang buhay ko’y winasak ng talino, gusto kong ang anak ko’y lumaking tanga’t gago. Sa gayon ay magiging tahimik ang buhay niya, at sa kanyang pagtanda’y maging senador pa. Jose F. Lacaba, 1971 FROM SU TUNG-P’O When a boy is born the family’s prayer usually goes like this: “Let’s hope he’s smart.” Since my own life’s been wasted by wisdom, I want my child to grow up stupid and dumb. And so he’ll grow to live a quiet life and when he’s older become a senator, who knows. Translation by Ramon Sunico Don Pagusara, Cebuano poet, singer and former political detainee recalls in poetry an experience that was more than real to many writers of the 1970s: PAGHIWAGAS SA BILANGGOAN KasingkasingNga nahimong tangkal Ug gilamingan Sa mga pangandoy
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31 Pagbating Kanunayng gilawgan Sa mga kahingawa Ug mga kalaay Nahipugwat Mitimbakuwas Miiktin sa tumang kalipay Sa dihang milanog ang sangpit Sa ginadamgong kagawasan Kalit natuklas Ang ganghaan ning dughan Ug milugwa sa baba Ang katawang nagkadagma-dagma Sa lumo sa dila Don Pagusara LEAVING PRISON Heart.That grew into a cage That kept in The birds of desire Feeling That must always feed On anxieties And sameness Starts Gets up Dances in utter joy When it hears echoing the call Of longed-for freedorn The gate of this breast Flies open And from the mouth falls Laughter, stumbling On the tip of the tongue. Translation by S. Dumdum (Ani: December 1987) Peter La. Julian writes in llocano and English about the children of Negros, many of whom starved or suffered severe malnutrition when the falling of world prices displaced sugar workers. ETIOPIA IDlAY NEGROS NGEM SAAN A NEGROS ITI ETIOPLA I. Natikag a daga ti Etiopia Umay la ti tudo kalpasan ti siglo Sadiay saan ng agtubo dagiti mula Dagiti ubbing a masaksakit ken kannayon A mabisinan napukawda ti timekda Agpakpakaasi dagiti limnek. A matada. Naliday a lubong dagiti ubbing Ti Etiopia.
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32 II. Nalangto a daga ti Negros Gagangay ti panagbayakabakna Natalubo sadiay dagiti mula Adu ti makan ngem masaksakit Ken mabisbisinan dagiti ubbing Tapno adda sangapinggan nga innapuy A matgedanda. Limnek dagiti matada nga agsarsarita Maipapan kadagiti baknang iti pagilianda. Naliday a lubong dagiti ubbing Ti Negros. ETHIOPIA IN NEGROS BUT NOT VICE VERSA I. Ethiopia is barren country Rains fall once in a century There food crops do not thrive And the children, diseased and always Hungry, are stony silent. Their sunken eyes plead For mercy. Ethiopia is a joyless world For children. II. Negros is green country Rains fall in torrents regularly There food crops thrive well But the children, diseased and always Hungry, must work hard For a plate of rice. Their sunken eyes speak eloquently Of the filthy rich in their country. Negros is a joyless world For children. Peter La. Julian (Ani: March 1987) Emmanuel Lacaba started as a talented university poet writing in English, bringing to a focus in “highly complex, allusive, hermetic, obscure” poems his courses and readings in British, American and European poetry. In 1970, like many other young writers caught up in the nationalist movement, he not only began to write increasingly in Filipino, but also took to the hills. When he was killed in Davao del Norte in 1976, he was 27. PAGDIRIWANG I Sa Todos los Santos, Pasko’t Bagong Taon, ang mga magulang, mga lola’t lolo, Mga tiya’t tiyo, mga hipag, bayaw, kapatid, pamangkin, at mga anak ko, Silang lahat, ay magkakalumpon sa harap ng puto, ginatan, at biko. Sandaling tahimik. At may magbibiro: “Saan kaya ngayon nagtatago ang lolo?”
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33 II Sa pista ng bayan kulang ang pagkain sa sobrang pagmahal ng mga bilihin, At sa kaarawan madaling maubos ang biniling pansit sa dahon ng saging. Bale-wala ito sa mga bisitang dating kasamahang pangiting hihiling: “Mas mahabang buhay sa kanilang lahat na nakikibaka sa bukirin!” III Dito sa bukirin: may kapistahan din sa piling ng masang naliligayahan Sa ating pagdating, mga mandirigmang kasama sa gutom, ginaw, karukhaan. Dito sa bukirin: dilim tinitiis kahit magdantaon upang bawat araw Sa kinabukasan maging pagdiriwang, kulay at liwanag, awit ng tagumpay. Emmanuel Lacaba, 1975 CELEBRATION I On All Saint’s Day, Christinas and New Yenr, my parents, grandmothers and grandfathers, Aunts and uncles, in-laws, brothers, sisters, nieces, nephews and my children, All of them huddle in front of puto, ginatan, and biko. A moment’s silence. Then someone quips: “I wonder where grandpa is hiding now?” II During the town fiesta, the food runs short because of rising prices, And during birthdays, the pansit wrapped in banana leaves quickly runs out. This doesn’t matter to the guests, old friends who wish and smile: “Long live those who struggle in the fields!” III Here in the fields: there is celebration in the embrace of the masses, happy for my arrival, warriors together in hunger, cold and poverty. Here in the fields: Even the darkness of a hundred years is borne so the suns of the future become celebrations, color and light, the song of triumph. Translation by Ramon Sunico Ramon C. Sunico has a background in philosophy, literature, art history and book publishing. He started to write poetry in English because that was how he had learned poetry, then in Filipino because that was what he spoke and how he felt, and now writes (sometimes the same poem) in both, representing the contemporary poet to whom both languages are natural, speaking equally of his self and his surrounding reality. ALIEN BILANG GUTOM Hunger is a presence not an absence. Araw-araw nararamdaman mong may namimisang itlog sa kalawakan ng iyong sikmura: May sariling buhay. Kumakalam. Kumikibo. Gumigising. Dahan-dahang kumakapit sa napapaunat mong tadyang. Sa tanghali, maririnig ang pagsipsip niya sa katas ng iyong sigla. Inuubos ka ng kanyang walang tigil na pagnguya.
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34 Namimilipit ang gabi sa kapit ng kanyang sipit at sa talim ng kanyang tuka, Tataba siya habang numinipis ang iyong balat, Alam mo naman ang mangyayari: kung hindi sumabog agad ang hapdi at dugo, pupungay ang mata mo. Mauubos ang iyong hininga. At kapag wala nang makain pa, maghahanap siya ng rnalilipatan at iiwanan kang patay. Alam mo naman ang mangyayari At wala ka nang magagawa. ALIEN AS A METAPHOR FOR HUNGER Hunger is a presence not an absence. Day by day you feel an egg hatch in that void you call stomach: Animate. Alive. Simmering. Waking to its own needs. Slowly it clings and makes your rib twitch. At noon, you can hear it sipping your life away. Its ceaseless gnawing consumes you. The night writhes In the clutch of talon and pointed beak. It grows fat and your skin turns transparent. You know what will happen: if there is no sudden burst of blood and pain,your eyes grow soulful. Your breath grows short. And if it still lacks food, it will find another host and leave you empty. You know it will happen and there is nothing you can do. Ramon C. Sunico, 1988 Tomas F. Agulto is both a fisherman from Hagonoy, Bulacan and a published and prizewinning poet. In this poem to his wife, the traditional expression and sentiment vibrate with current reality. LIHAM SA KAARAWAN NI PINANG Pinang, ito’y isinlat ko isang gabing ako’y kinukubabaw ng masidhing pangungulila. Ngunit hindi mananaig ang panlalamig pagkat sa katauhan ko’y nagliliyabna araw ang pananalig. Magiting na pagbati sa iyang kaarawan, mahal. Ang pagpupugay ko’y apoy na igatong sa inyong pagdiriwang. Marahil sa loob ng dambuhalang pabrika sa piling ng ating mabubunying kasama, maalab ang hapag ng samutsaring talakayan. may tamis at anghang sa dulang ng katotohanan na sa kaarawan mo ay pagpipigingan. Ngayong ako’y kinukurot ng kalungkutan, naguguniguni ko ang mga balikat mong kaakbay ng sikap at pawis,
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35 kinasasabikan ko ang maaliwalas mong mukhang punong-puno ng pag-asa. Kailan ko kaya muling mahahagod ang mga buhok mong ipinusod ng pakikihamok? Kailan ko kaya muling masisilayan ang mga binti mong pinatatag ng alikabok? At kailan ko kaya muling makakaakbay ang mabubulas nating kapanalig? Nakararating dito ang magagaindang balita: nabalik na pala aa puwesto si Ka Amado, nasunod na pala ang walong oras na pagtatrabaho, nagtaas na rin pala ng suweldo. Mahal, tulad ng ating inaasahan, Sumuko na sila sa ating mga karaingan. Ngayon tayo’y pinagbuklod ng unawa’t pagmamahal, wala nang puwang ang pag-aalinlangan, wala nang puwang ang kataksilan. Nasa matatapat nating puso ang kinabukasan, nasa mulat nating kaisipan ang tagumpay. nasa mga manggagawang tulad mo ang karapatan ng layang mabuhay. Itinatangi kita, Pinang. Tanggapin mo ang nag-aalimpuyong pagpupugay mula rito sa inaanay na bimbinan. Tomas Agulto (Kamao: 1987) LETTER ON PINANG’S BIRTHDAY Pinang, I write this on a night weighed down by loneliness. But the cold cannot conquer because in me burns the sun of hope. I wish you courage on your birthday, my love. Let my greeting be as kindling for the fires of celebration.Perhaps inside that monstrous factory among our exalted comrades the plant floor crackles with the wealth of ideas. One tastes both sweetness and spice at the table of truth before which we celebrate your day of birth. Now, pinched by sadness, I can imagine how sweat and toil hang heavy on your shoulders, I miss the hope that fills your unmarred face. Who knows when I can once more stroke your hair now knotted up for the struggle? Who knows when I can once more gaze at your legs now hardened by dust? And who knows when I can once more lay my arm on the shoulders of sturdy friends? Good tidings reach me here, Ka Arnado is once more in place, we now have an eight-hour day, And yes, there’s been a raise in pay. My love, as we had hoped,
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36 They have given in to our demands Now we are one in understanding and love, there is no more room for hesitation, no more room for treachery. The future depends on our faithful hearts, And in the clarity of vision, our final triumph, the right to live freely depends on workers like you. You are special, Pinang. Accept these whirlwind greetings sent from the holding house of dreams. Translation by Ramon Sunico Ruth Elynia S. Mabangio is concerned both with creative writing and the development of language. She writes in Filipino, in the voice of a woman/citizen. KILALANIN ANG BAYAN KO Kilalanin ang bayan ko. Langhapin ang hanging nag-uugoy sa mga dahon, lasapin ang timyas kung awit ng mga bagwis ang inililipad. Masdan ang kanyang rnga bundok, parang,ulap na kay lambot. Damhin ang tibok ng katiwasayang nakababad sa karimlang haklis lamang ng tubig ang humahalihaw. Lakarin ang kanyang mga tuwid at liku-likong landas. Pumupusag ang buhay sa nayon man at siyudad... Tuklasin ang puno’t dulo ng kanyang sanga-sangang dila. lhambing ang wika sa mga salita: Tagalog, Bisaya, Bikol, Waray, Panggalato, Iloggo, Kapampangan, Isneg, Ilokano, lbanag, lgorot, Maranaw, Tausog, Magindanaw, Tiboli, Bagobo,



Iranon, lvatan,



at marami pang iba. Marami pang iba. Bago mo sabihin kung siya’y kilala... Ruth Elynia S. Mabangio, 1986 (Ani: I:3)
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37 GET TO KNOW MY COUNTRY Get to know my country. Smell the air that rocks the leaves Savor the sweet songs of wings that beat. Watch her mountains, fields, her soft clouds. Feel the pulse of peace steeped in a darkness pierced only by the splash of water. Walk her straight, her winding ways. Town and countryquiver with life... Discover the steam and leaf of her branching tongues Compare languages to words: Tagalog, Bisaya, Bikol, Waray, Panggalato, Iloggo, Kapampangan, Isneg, Ilokano, lbanag, lgorot, Maranaw, Tausog, Magindanaw, Tiboli, Bagobo,
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and so many others.So many others Before you say you know her… Translation by Ramon Sunico Philippine literature today continues in English and even in Spanish, but especially in the country’s own languages. Oral forms of literature continue their social function in cultural communities. Poetry and fiction are being written in Cebuano, Tagalog, llocano, llonggo, Pampango, Waray, Bicolano and the other vernaculars—very actively in some, in a waning mode in others where there are no publication venues. Writing is most lively in Tagalog, Cebuano and the evolving Filipino. Philippine literature, in all its languages, is in constant and cogent contemporary use: in classrooms; in handwritten, passed-on drafts and in print; on radio, television and film; in song, dance and theater; in written and oral expression; in many forms and languages; in various settings and for a myriad purposes—its past, present and future coexisting in the national context. BIBLIOGRAPHY Abueg, Efren R. et al. Mga Agos sa Disyerto [1964]. Manila: National Book Store, Inc., 1974. Abueg, Efren R., ed. Parnasong Tagatog ni A. G. Abadilla [1949]. Manila: M.C.S. Enterprises, 1973. Almario, Virgilio S., ed. Walong Dekada ng Makabagong Tulang Pilipino. Manila: Philippine Education Co., Inc., 1981. Ani, Literary Journal of the Cultural Center of the Philippines. Tomo I, Marso 1987; I, 3, September 1987; I, 4, December 1987. Baltazar, Francisco. Florante at Laura [Text of 1875], Anthology of Asean l.iteratures: Philippine Metrical Romances. Manila: ASEAN Committee on Culture and Information, 1985. De Castro, Modesto. Pag Susulatan nang Dalauang Binibini na si Urbana at ni Feliza na Nagtuturo ng Mabuting Kaugalian. Manila: Imprenta y Libreria de J. Martinez, 1864. Dumol, Paul Arvisu. “Kabesang Tales”, Sagisag, I, 3, Hulyo 1975, 19-38.
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NOTES ON Pre-Colonial Philippine Literature r The literature of the Philippines, according to Doreen G. Fernandez, evolved with and through the country’s history r We can divide the literary history of the Philippines into four periods: 1. 2. 3. 4. r The first period of Philippine history is the longest r The first Filipinos: 1. 2. 3.



4. 5. 6.



r The indigenous literature was born in the ethnic community, growing out of the people’s needs and customs r Forms of pre-colonial literature: 1. BUGTONG Ø Ø also a learning process since in the heart of each riddle is a _____________________ Ø sharpened one’s observation of the environment; teaches about the surrounding world and its imaginative relationships, thus giving children a vision, a way of seeing the world



Aeta Muminuddukam A ningngijjitam. (Pinnia)



May korona pero hindi reyna, May kaliskis pero hindi isda. (Pinya)



Assini nga pinasco ni Apu Nga magismagel yu uluna? (Simu)



Isang kuwebang may itak sa loob Puno ng buto pero hindi libingan. (Bibig)
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40 Ajar tangapakking nga niuk Awayya ipagalliuk. (Danum)



Kapag hiniwa mo, Naghihilom nang walang pilat. (Tubig)



Subanun Sintulun ni Apu’ bila mtongow mu mondoka dun. (Mamak)



Sinturon ni Apu walang pwedeng humiram. (Sawa)



Mokugulang pongnanap, gombata’ pogingkud. (Glibasa)



Gumagapang ang matanda, Nakaupo ang bata. (Kalabasa)



Tagbanwa Tinigbas kung sanggiring, ega maglaya-laya’. (Bu’uk)



Ako’y punong sanggiring, Hindi namamatay kahit putulin. (Buhok)



Dakula nga balay, libut it lalawigan.



Malaking bahay, libot ng durungawan. (Lambat)



2. SALAWIKAIN Ø 3. TANAGA Ø Ø 4. AMBAHAN Ø written and chanted by the _________________ Ø



Ambahan Hanunoo-Mangyan / Translated by Antoon Postma 1. Ako mana manrigsan sa may panayo pingan sa may tupas balian ako ud nakarigsan tinambong bahayawan sinag-uli batangan.



I would like to take a bath, scoop the water with a plate, wash the hair with lemon juice; but I could not take a bath, because the river is dammed with a lot of sturdy sharks!



2. Anong si kanaw bulan sinmalag na rantawan kabaton lugod ginan salhag mabalaw diman no ga tayo di ngaran kang way inunyawidan palalay ngatay huytan buhok ngatay tawidan unhunon sab araw man tida ti kanaw bulan tida kuramo diman may bantod pagpaday-an may ratag pagrun-ugan may ili pag-alikdan.



Look! the moon so full and bright, shining in front of the house! How can you explain to me, that the rays are soft and cool? If a man like us he were, I would hold him by the hand! Seize the hair to keep him back! Grasp the clothes and make him stay! But how could I manage that! It is the moon in the sky! The full moon shining so bright going down beyond the hills, disappearing from the plain, out of sight beyond the rocks.
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An Balud Waray song / Translated by Sr. Lilia Tolentino Daw nasusunog sidsid han langit pati han dagat nagdadalit Bangin ha unhan, may nagcaingin, may madlos huyog hinin hangin. Inin mganga balud, mulayan han dagat nga dit na calawdan, nagbabalatbagat. An gabi nga dulom, an tubig aranggat nga nacacaliaw manga dumaragat.



Heaven and sea seem to be on fire. Perhaps there’s a kaingin somewhere There’s a strong wind blowing the waves. These waves are toys of the sea Coming from the ocean Where night encounters the dark. Bright waters give hope to seamen.



6. DUPLO Ø 7. BAYOK Ø 8. BALAGTASAN Ø 9. MYTHS Ø Read The Great Flood



The Great Flood Tinggian Myth The Tinggians, a group of pagan people inhabiting the interior hills of Abra, have their own story of the Great Deluge. The tragic incident began with the abduction of Humitau, a sea-maiden guard of Tau-mari-u, lord of the sea, by Aponi-tolau. One day, Aponi-tolau, god-hero of the Tinggians, went down to the lowlands. He wandered aimlessly through the plains until he reached the seashore. The calm blue sea, massive and yet helpless beneath the morning sun which flooded it with golden light, fascinated the young man. And unable to resist the beauty of the dancing wavelets, he made a rattan raft and rowed seaward. On and on he rowed until he came to the edge of the world. There, in a place where the sea and the sky meet, Aponi-tolau saw a towering rock, home of Tau-mari-u, lord of the sea. It was guarded by nine beautiful daughters of the seaweeds. The radiance of the ocean light reflecting silver and gold upon the greenish hair of the nine guards as they played around the palace gates, chasing one another in gay laughter, attracted the mountain lord. Gathering his courage, the Tinggian warrior went nearer the palace gates. However, when he inquired what place it was, the maiden guards laughed at him and lured him further inside the palace walls. This made Aponi-tolau very angry. Taking his magic hook, he lashed at the unsuspecting maidens. The hook hit the youngest and the most beautiful among them, Humitau. The young diwata gave a loud and piercing scream and struggled desperately to free herself from Aponi-tolau’s grip. But the magic oil which the mountain lord had placed at the tip of his hook weakened her blood and soon she was helpless. A wild uproar followed as the guards screamed and fled the gates. Aponi-tolau hurriedly picked up
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42 the unconscious body of the sea-maiden, loaded it on his rattan raft and rowed shoreward. Shortly after the Tinggian hero had left the bauwi (native hut) gates, Tau-mari-u went out of his abode to see what the commotion was all about. But he was too late. In his rage, Tau-mari-u summoned the waves and tunas of the sea and ordered them to bring back the intruder. The waves lashed at the raft of the mountain warrior and tunas pushed it back. Alarmed, Aponi-tolau cried out to his mother, Lang-an of Kadalayapan, mistress of the wind and rain, for help. The great goddess heard her son’s plea and immediately sent down strong winds to pull Aponi-tolau ashore. Despite the fury of the waves and efforts of the tunas, the Tinggian warrior was able to reach the shore unharmed. But Tau-mari-u was furious. He immediately called a meeting of the gods and demigods of the seas and oceans, who agreed to punish the dwellers of the land for what Aponi-tolau had done. From the sky, Lang-an knew the plan. She immediately called for the north wind and sent him to warn her son of the impending flood. She instructed the mountain lord to go to the highest peak of the Cordillera mountains for safety. Obediently, Aponi-tolau took the members of his household to the mountain top and waited. The flood came. From his bauwi, Aponi-tolau saw mighty waves sweeping across the plains, filling the valleys and destroying the crops and working animals of the inhabitants. Higher and higher went the water until covered the mountain top but for the few square meters where Aponi-tolau and his household took shelter. Frightened, Humitau gave a desperate cry. She knew that she could no longer swim or live in the water after having tasted the mountain food which her husband had given her. The charm removed her sea powers. She implored Tau-mari-u to save her. Despite his anger, the water lord took pity upon his favorite Humitau. So he called back the water and waves. But he promised that henceforth he would sink men’s boats and drown passengers until Aponitolau’s crime would be appeased. When the water subsided, Aponi-tolau and his wife went down to the lowlands and from them came the people of the world. (Source: The Great Flood (Tinggian) F. Landa Jocano, PI, March 1960, p. 41)



_______________________________________________________________________________________ Read The Monkey and the Turtle



The Monkey and the Turtle Bilaan Folk Tale One morning, a monkey and a turtle who were close friends talked about their situation. After a while, the monkey said, “Let’s go to the forest and make trap for wild pigs.” The turtle agreed. When they came upon a dakit tree, they saw the tracks of wild pigs. “Let’s make a trap here,” said the turtle, pointing to a base of the tree. “No, let’s make one trap up the tree because pigs go there and gather fruit,” said the monkey. “No, let’s stay down here because the tracks are here.” “All right, you make your trap here while I make one up the tree.” So the monkey and the turtle went their separate ways. After setting their traps, the monkey said, “Let’s return after two days. Wild pigs should be here by then.” But the day after the traps were laid, the monkey went back to the dakit tree by himself. The turtle’s trap had a pig, his had a bird. The turtle was right. To save face, the monkey brought the pig from the turtle’s trap to his own and replaced it with the bird caught in his. On his way home, he met the turtle. “Where have you been?” asked the turtle. “I went to the river to take a bath,” was the reply. As agreed, on the day after the traps were laid, the monkey and the turtle went to the dakit tree. “Let’s hurry so we can get there early. Last night, I had a good dream. Our traps must surely have something in them,” the monkey said. The turtle was surprised to find a pig up the tree and a bird in his trap which was set on the ground. He knew the monkey tricked him and told the monkey so. The monkey insisted that he had nothing to do with the result of their catch. Without saying another word, the monkey and the turtle went home with the pig and the bird respectively. When they came near the monkey’s house, they decided to fight it out. “Wait,” the monkey said. “I’ll build myself a fort.” He proceeded to make a fort out of banana leaves. He believed them impregnable.
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43 “Shoot first,” the turtle said. “After all you challenged me to this fight. If it were true that my trap caught a bird, pray that I will be killed at once.” The monkey took careful aim while his family watched from behind the banana fort. The turtle was hit. The monkey rejoiced. The turtle cried, “You hit my back but I am protected by my shell. Can’t you see I am alive?” The monkey was dismayed but he was a good sport. “Then shoot,” he called from the fort. The turtle took careful aim and when his arrow found its mark, he heard a monkey cry. One of the monkey’s children was killed. “No, I was not hit. It was one of my children,” lied the monkey. The monkey’s turn to shoot came but the turtle was not afraid. His shell was very thick. The arrows bounced. Each time the turtle released an arrow, it hit a monkey. One by one, the monkey’s wife and children died. “Why don’t we become friends again?” shouted the monkey from his fort. “I’ll tell you the truth. Your trap caught the pig. It is yours.” The monkey and the turtle reconciled once more. If the monkey did not shout after the last of his children was killed, the turtle would have killed him, too. They sealed their friendship by partaking of nama from the monkey’s chew box. Sometime later, the monkey felt lonely because his wife and children were dead. “Please keep me company,” the monkey pleaded. “We can go to the river and fish.” They left for the river to fish. At the riverbank they saw a banana stalk. “Let’s cut this in two,” the monkey suggested. “I’ll take the upper half because the leaves and the fruit are too heavy for you.” The monkey and the turtle went to their respective kaingin and planted their respective parts. The next visit to their kaingin brought happiness to the turtle and sadness to the monkey. The turtle saw his plant heavy with fruit. The monkey’s plant had wilted. The monkey volunteered to get the fruit for the turtle. When he was up there, he did not care to go down any more. He ate everything. He was so full that he slept with a banana in his mouth. This made the turtle very mad. Silently, the turtle planted bamboo stakes around the banana stalk. When the monkey turned on his side, he fell and was at once impaled. Helpless, the monkey agonizingly died. The turtle feasted on the monkey. His ears were like good buyo leaves, his tail was like betel nut, and his brain tasted like superior lime. He chewed the concoction and was pleased with himself. On his way home, he met a pack of monkeys who were on their way to the kaingin. They saw the turtle’s black teeth so they asked for some of his nama. He hesitated for a while because he was afraid the monkey might harm him. Then a wonderful idea struck his mind. He turned his back and wrapped some of his nama in a leaf from a wild tree that grew by the roadside. He told the monkeys to open the package only when they reached their kaingin. The monkeys did as bidden. When they reached their kaingin they gathered around the package and looked forward to a wonderful nama. After chewing some, many threw up; others felt weak and dropped dead. Those who did not partake of the nama realized that what their companions chewed was a monkey. They decided to run after the turtle and kill him. The monkeys found the turtle near the riverbank. The turtle was subdued at once. The monkeys laid him on a flat stone. Each monkey beat him with a stone. They saw how the turtle enjoyed it. “Go ahead, continue beating me so I’ll turn out wide and flat; then I will be able to lick you all with my tail.” So the monkeys decided to throw him into the river. This seemed to frighten the turtle. Seeing how pale the turtle was, the monkeys were sure they decided on the right thing. So into the water the turtle went with a splash. “Ha-ha!” The monkeys heard the turtle laugh. “Don’t you know that I can live in water?” The monkeys were very mad. Then it happened that a deer was drinking upstream. They asked the deer to drink all the water there so they could get the turtle. The deer promised to help the monkeys. He asked them to put a stopper in his anus. They used a corn cob to close the orifice. The monkeys waded toward the turtle while the deer drew water from the river. When the monkeys could almost make it to the turtle, tabtuko (a bird) pecked on the corn cob and out went the water again. Thrice the deer drew the water, thrice did the tabtuko remove the corn cob. Three monkeys drowned. The tabtuko incurred the monkeys’ wrath because they never succeeded in laying their hands on the turtle. They seized the bird and twisted its neck. The bird writhed in pain and felt its end was near. “You won’t kill me that way. Can’t you see you’re even making me beautiful? See how red my bill is. The harder you twist my neck the redder my bill becomes. But if you want to kill me, pull the feather and leave me on that stone near the river. In a week’s time you will see worms feasting on my body. The monkey stripped the tabtuko of all its plume and left it on the stone. After a week, they saw what
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44 looked like worms all over the tabtuko’s body. They thought it was rotting. When the monkeys left, the bird stretched its wings and examined what it knew would turn out into beautiful feathers. But the turtle did not go unpunished. When he went out of the water, he met a red-tailed lizard. He wanted to have a tail as red as the lizard’s. The lizard told him that he only had to climb a tree and jump from it. The lizard offered to bring him up the tree. So up the tree they went. The turtle held on to the lizard’s tail as hard as he could, but he slipped! Down he fell with a large crash. His lizard friend went to him but he was beyond help; his shell was broken into a thousand pieces. And while the sun hid behind the tree, the turtle died. (From Theresa D. Balayon. “An Analysis of Three Bilaan Folktales.” Mindanao Journal, 1, 2 [Oct.-Dec. 1974], 4750.)



_______________________________________________________________________________________ 10. EPICS Ø narratives of (1) _______________________________________________________________ (2) _______________________________________________________________ (3) _______________________________________________________________ (4) _______________________________________________________________ (5) _______________________________________________________________ (6) _______________________________________________________________ Ø Read Tuwaang Attends a Wedding (see page 8) r Marks/characteristics of pre-colonial literature: 1. _____________________________________________________________________ Ø using such mnemonic conventions such as (1) ______________, (2) ________________, ___________________ and (3) ___________________ 2. _____________________________________________________________________ 3. _____________________________________________________________________ 4. _____________________________________________________________________ r Most of our pre-colonial literature have disappeared or are lost r How did some pre-colonial literature survive? 1. _____________________________________________________________________ _____________________________________________________________________ 2. _____________________________________________________________________ _____________________________________________________________________
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ACTIVITY Listening Session Salidummay (Isneg) This is a chant from the Grand Cordillera mountain range in the north. In practice, salidummay is sung as an extemporaneous form, ad libbed constantly. As neng ak mangi tongngo Dummay diwas Kayommapikko pikko Dummay diwas Lalilalay lalilalay lalilalay Dummay diwas Dummay diwas Dummay diwas Ay, ay salidummay Salidummay diwas Hinilawud (Hiligaynon) This is a short excerpt from the great Hiligaynon epic, Hinilawud. The complete work tells the story of the adventures of the folk hero Humadapnon, and takes up to several weeks to recount. Ipamunu ku romay sugid Nga ibalik sugilanon Dutu gid sa ginsugdan Nga di sa ginmunu-an Panarungan tanay tag Pamati tanay tagiburak Mga inurihing tubu Bag-u nga pinalaknad Lugu (Bagjao) A wedding chant emanating from the traditional peoples of southern Philippines. In the Badjao tradition, a woman sings the lugu as the imam walks with the groom to the bride’s side. Sail kami malallay-lalay Mag-ambit kami dua manaytay Maid kami limabay Kumita kai hi rayang Mabaya kami llimabay Hamot sin sumping malay Bangsila makapag-habuok Makapag simun tamus
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NOTES ON Spanish Colonial Philippine Literature r With the coming of the Spaniards to the Philippine came a drastic change in the fortunes of our literature: 1. Ø



Ø Ø



we discarded our native costumes in favor for the more “refined” baro and saya, due to our newfound sense of “modesty” and “decorum” we abandoned our system of writing ultimate schism between the “taga-bayan” and the “taga-bukid”



2. Ø



Ø



killed the native sense of “self” since our culture was tightly woven with an animist sensibility Catholicism demanded that only Spanish-derived culture was sanctified by the One True God—the rest belonged to Satan



r It took years to steer the archipelago into a kind of mental and cultural slavery Spain needed to impose to assume control, but 300+ years is enough to do irreparable damage done to our native culture r Our literature shifted from the predominantly oral to the predominantly written with the introduction of a wonderful machine called the ________________ Ø



the catch: prior to the 19th century, this was monopolized by the ______________—thus, our earliest written literature under the Spanish was predominantly religious in content and purpose: 1. 2. 3. 4. 5.



r Some of the important literatures that came out during the Spanish colonial period: 1. ____________________________________(1593) Ø first book published in the Philippines, printed by the Dominican press Ø See page 12 2. ____________________________________ (Though It is Stormy and Dark) (1605) Ø by Dom. Francisco Blancas de San Jose, from Memorial de la vida Cristiana en la lengua tagala (Guidelines of Christian Life in the Tagalog Language)



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



47 Ø Ø



the first printed literary work in Tagalog an example of the Christianization of pre-colonial oral literature: • ____________________________________ • ____________________________________ • ____________________________________ May bagyo ma’t may rilim, ang ola’y titigisin, ako’y magpipilit din: aking paglalakbayin, tuluyin kong hanapin Diyos na ama namin.



Nagiwa ma’t nabagbag daluyong matataas, ako’y magsusumikad, babaguhin ang lakas: dito rin hahagilap timbulang ikaligtas.



Kung di man magupiling tuksong mabaw-mabawin, ako’y mangangahas din: itong libro’y basahin at dito ko hahanguin aking sasandatahin.



Kung lumpo ma’t kung pilay, anong di ikahakbang; na ito ang aakay, magtuturo ng daan; tungkod ay inilaang sukat pagkatibayan.



Kung dati mang nabulag, ako’y pasasalamat na ito ang liwanag: Diyos ang nagpahayag sa Padreng nagsiwalat nitong mabuting sulat.



3. ________________________________________________________________________ (The Book From Which the Tagalogs May Study the Spanish Language) (1610) Ø by ____________________ who was the printer for the Dominican press from 1610 to 1630 Ø the book contains six auits as exercises to be chanted by students 4. ________________________________________________________________________ (1704) Ø by Gaspar Aquino de Belen Ø the first long work of conscious design and careful composition r Forms of Spanish colonial literature 1. PASYON Ø Ø



replaced the epic poems of the past, and also became a kind of “social epic,” a mirror of the collective unconsciousness, where ordinary people saw an expression of their values, ideals, and hopes for liberation (e.g. Marcelo H. del Pilar’s pasyon Dapat Ipag-alab ng Puso in 1887)



2. SINAKULO Ø 3. AWIT AND CORRIDO Ø Ø



Francisco Baltazar’s Florante at Laura



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



48 4. KOMEDYA 5. PROSE Ø dedicated to colonializing strategy: 1. ___________________________________________ (1805) • by Fr. Miguel Lucio y Bustamante • warns of the dire effects of the natives studying the Spanish language, and other things “unfit” for them 2. ___________________________________________ (1864) • by Fr. Modesto de Castro • a proto-novel in the form of letters • set colonial mores for feminine behavior which still affects attitudes today



Sa K atungkulan sa Ba yan Ka Bay Maynila Feliza: Si Honesto, kung makatapos na nga pag-aaral, matutong bumasa ng sulat, sumulat, cuenta at dumating ang kapanahunang lumagay sa estado, ay di malayo ang siya’y gawing puno sa bayan, kaya minatapat ko sa loob na isulat sa iyo ang kanyang aasalin, kung siya’y magkakatungkulan, at ang sulat na ito’y ingatan mo at nang may pagkaaninawan kung maging kailangan . Ang mga kamahalan sa bayan, ang kahalimbawa’y korona na di ipinagkakaloob kundi sa may karapatan, kaya di dapat pagpilitang kamtan kundi tanggihan, kung di mapapurihan; ang kamahalan at karangalan ang dapat humanap ng ulong puputungan, at di ang ulo ang dapat humanap ng koronang ipuputong. Ang karangalan, sa karaniwan, ay may kalangkap na mabigat na katungkulan, kaya bago pahikayat ang loob ng tao sa pagnanasa ng karangalan, ay ilingap muna ang mata sa katungkulan, at pagtimbang-timbangin kung makakayanang pasanin. Pag-aakalain ang sariling karunungan, kabaitan at lakas, itimbang sa kabigatan ng katungkulan, at kung ang lahat ng ito’y magka-timbang-timbang, saka pahinuhod ang loob sa pagtanggap ng katungkulan, ngunit hindi rin dapat pagnasaan at pagpilitang kamtan, subalit dapat tanggapin, kung pagkakaisahan ng bayan, at maging kalooban ng Diyos. Ang magnasang magkamit ng kamahalan sa bayan, sa karaniwan ay hindi magandang nasa, sapagkat ang pinagkakadahilanan ay di ang magaling na gayak ng loob na siya’y pakinabangan ng tao, kundi ang siya ang makinabang sa kamahalan; hindi ang pagtitiis ng hirap sa pagtupad ng katungkulan, kundi ang siya’y maginhawahan; hindi ang siya’y pagkaginhawahan ng tao, kundi ang siya’y paginhawahin ng taong kanyang pinagpupunuan. Ang masakim sa kamahalan, sa karaniwan ay hindi marunong tumupad ng katungkulan, kundi ang kamahalan ang pinagsasakiman; salat sa bait, sapagkat kung may iningat na bait, na makikilala ang kabigatan, ay hindi pagpipilitan kundi bagkus tatanggihan, kaya marami ang nakikitang pabaya sa bayan, walang hinaharap kundi ang sariling kaginhawahan; ang mayaman ay kinakabig, at ang imbi ay iniiring. Kaya, Felisa, ingatan mo si Honesto, pagdating ng kapanahunan, tapunan mo ng magandang aral, nang huwag pumaris sa iba na walang iniisip kundi ang tingalain sa kaibuturan ng kamahalan, sukuan, igalang at pintuhuin ng tao sa bayan. Huwag limutin si Honesto na ang karangalan sa mundo ay para rin ng mundo, na may katapusan; ang fortuna o kapalaran ng tao, ay tulad sa gulong na pipihit-pihit, ang nasaitaas ngayon, mamaya’y mapapailaliman, ang tinitingala ngayon, bukas ay mayuyurakan, kaya ang hindi dapat tingnan lamang ay ang panahong hinaharap kundi pati ng kaharapin. Itanim mo sa kanyang dibdib, ang pagtupad ng katungkulan, na sakaling tatanggapin niya sapagkat may pagsusulitan, may justicia sa lupa’t may justicia sa langit; ang malisan ng justicia rito ay di makaliligtas sa justicia ng Diyos. Huwag magpalalo, sapagkat ang puno at pinagpupunuan, di man magkasing-uri, ay isa rin ang pinanggagalingan, isa ang pagkakaraanan at isa rin naman ang kauuwian; Diyos ang pinanggalingan, kaya magdaraang lahat sa hukuman ng Diyos at Diyos din naman ang kauuwian.
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49 Huwag magpakita ng kalupitan sa pagnanasang igagalang ng tao, sapagkat hindi ang katampalasanan, kundi ang pagtunton sa matuwid at pagpapakita ng magandang loob, ang iginagalang at minamahal ng tao. Mahal man at kung malupit, ay di namamahal, kundi kinalulupitan, at pagkatalingid ay pinaglililuhan ng kanyang pinaglulupitan. Ang kapurihan ng mahal na tao ay nasa pagmamahal sa asal, at pagpapakita ng loob, pamimiha ng puso ng tao; ngunit ang pagmamalaki at pagmamataas, ay tandang pinagkakakilanlan ng kaiklian ng isip, at pinagkakadahilanan ng pagkapoot ng kanyang kapwa. Kailan ma’y huwag lilimutin ng puno ang kanyang katungkulang lumingap sa lahat, mahal man at hindi, sapagkat kung ang paglingap niya ay laganap sa lahat, ay di lamang siya ang mamahalin ng tao, kundi sampo ng kanyang familia, at sa panahon ng kagipitan, ay di magpapabaya ang kanyang pinagpakitaan ng magaling. Pakatandaan, na ang isang ginoo o mahal ng marunong tumupad ng katungkulan, tapat na loob sa mga kaibigan, mapag-ampon sa mga mabababa, maawain sa mahirap, ang ganitong mahal ay ligaya at kapurihan ng bayan, at hari ng lahat ng puso. Sa katagang wika’y ang tunay na kamahalan, ay nasa pagmamahal sa asal, at paggawa ng magaling. Unti-unti, Feliza, na ipakilala mo kay Honesto ang kahalagahan ng mahal na asal, ng pagtunton sa matuwid at kagandahan ng loob. Itala mo sa kanyang dibdib, na ang baculo, trono, corona ma’t centro ay walang halaga, kung di napapamutihan nitong mahahalagang hiyas. Ipahayag mo kay ama’t ina ang kagalangan ko sa kanila. Adyos, Feliza, hanggang sa isang sulat. Urbana



r Advent of the Literature of Reform Pedro Paterno Ø Sampaguita (1880), a collection of poems Ø Ninay (1885), the first Filipino novel which was a travelogue for the most part, but is about a young woman who dies from heartbreak Jose Rizal Marcelo H. del Pilar Ø The Hail Money Hail Money, filler of banks, the friars are with you, blessed are you and better than all, and blessed is the treasure box that you choose to fill. Holy Money, Mother of Rights, pray for us against those who would shame us and keep us from getting killed. Amen. r Advent of the Literature of the Revolution Andres Bonifacio Ø Read Pag-ibig sa Tinubuang Lupa (see page 18) Apolinario Mabini Emilio Jacinto Ø Read Liwanag at Dilim (see page 19)
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NOTES ON American Colonial Philippine Literature r By the end of the Spanish colonial period, Philippine literature had grown from its community matrix to a literature that had a national (and a nationalist) purpose



COMMUNITY



NATION



This was predominant in the pre-colonial period. Literature was a function of the community. They had no choice, since the concept of a Philippine nation was still alien. Colonization and the s u b s e q u e n t “umbrellafication” of the archipelago would change all that.



The Spanish united the archipelago, and their abuses and that of the Americans’ would fuel in the natives a “want” for a nation. Here, we see the development of the so-called “Filipino people”, as well as the emergence of the first “Filipino literature”



r Several themes/ thrusts/ developments under the American period: 1. ___________________________________________________________________________________ Ø



dramatists, like the following, were constantly arrested for “seditious materials”:



_______________________________________________ THE STORY Ø The hero Tangulan (who is supposed to have died), goes to stop the marriage of his sweetheart Karangalan to the villain Macamcam. The wedding ceremony is in progress when the funeral procession for Tangulan passes by. Tangulan suddenly stands and shouts: “I am not dead!” _______________________________________________ THE STORY Ø This is the love story of Liwanag and K’Ulayaw. Liwanag’s uncle Maimbot insists that she give up K’Ulayaw, but she remains true to her sweetheart, openly defying her uncle’s authority. She takes off the golden chain, Maimbot’s gift, and throws it away. Maimbot, angered, then ties her to a tree. When K’Ulayaw tries to free Liwanag, he is shot by Nagtapon. Liwanag grieves for her dead lover, picks up the golden chain, and throws it against Maimbot. Then she is carried off by Diwa. In the end, both Nagtapon and Maimbot die. _______________________________________________ THE STORY Ø The hero Tagailog is in prison and the traitor Dahumpalay comes to check on him. The hero manages to kill him and burn his face, and pretends he is Dahumpalay and the body is his (Tagailog’s). He then escapes and heads the revolt against Matanglawin, and the rumor begins that Tagailog’s ghost is at the head of the revolution.
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Fernando Ma. Guerrero, Cecilio Apostol, Jesus Balmori, Manuel Bernabe, Claro M. Recto, and Antonio Abad they melded Spanish literary tradition to commentary on Philippine society, and eventually to patriotic sentiments of reform and revolution



Al “Y ank ee” “Yank ankee” Cecilio Apostol



Translated by Nicanor G. Tiongson



Siempre que la codicia Rasga un giron del territorio extraño ........................................... poetas, vengadores de la conciencia universal, acaso podreis guardar silencio, la honrada voz de la protesta ahogando? - Ferrari



As long as greed tears a gash in foreign lands ........................................... poets, avengers of the universal conscience can you be silent, drowning the honorable voice of protest? -Ferrari



¡Jamas! Cuando la fuerza con la traicion y la injusticia pacta, para aplastar los fueros, los sacrosantos fueros de una raza;



Never, when might, joined with treason and injustice to crush the laws and rights the sacred rights of a race,



Cuando los hijos del infame Judas venden la fe jurada; cuando al gemido de los pueblos debiles contestan con brutales carcajadas;



When the sons of the infamous Judas sell the faith that has been sworn, when the whimper of weak peoples they answer with animal laughter;



Cuanto el santo Derecho se trucida en el festín de la ambicion humana; cuando como los yankees, a cañonazos brindan una patria;



When holy right is battered in the banquet of human ambition, as when the Yankees toast a nation to the sound of cannon;



No es posible callar: la Patria opresa protestará indignada, y en el pecho traidor del enemigo esconderá el puñal de su venganza.



Silence is impossible: the oppressed nation shall protest indignantly and bury the dagger of vengeance in the enemy’s breast.



El irredento pueblo sucumbira quizás en la demanda, mas solo a su cadaver se lograra imponer covunda extraña.



This unredeemed people may perhaps succumb in the struggle, but only its corpse can be yoked by alien tyranny.



¡Yankee! Si tu nos vences, con el potente empuje de tus armas, no vivirás dichoso, porque te odia hasta el ambiente mismo de mi Patria.



Yankee! If you defeat us with the powerful weight of weapons, you will not live happily, because you are hated even by the air of my native land.



¡Yankee! Si mis estrofas logran sobrevivirme, sus palabras vibraran en los siglos venideros el odio eterno del eterno patria.



Yankee! If my verses survive me, their words will echo in the centuries to come the eternal hate of the eternal outcast
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introduction of Filipinos to American values and images, as well as aspirations led to the progressive deterioration of resistance to American colonial control made the new intelligensia from UP and Silliman



4. ___________________________________________________________________________________



JOSE GARCIA VILLA



BIENVENIDO SANTOS CARLOS BULOSAN



EDILBERTO K. TIEMPO



EDITH LOPEZ TIEMPO



Ø



NVM GONZALEZ



Bienvenido Santos: the lives and pains of Filipinos in exile, or trapped at home Arturo B. Rotor: stories of doctors and convicts, exploring institutions and the inner city life Carlos Bulosan: stories of Filipino migrant workers NVM Gonzales: stories of rural Romblon, as well as the Filipino intelligensia in America Edith and Edilberto Tiempo: stories of teachers, hacienderos, American expats, etc. Manuel Arguilla: the gentleness of rural life



5. ___________________________________________________________________________________ Ø



newspapers:



Ø



magazines:



Muling Pagsilang (1903, Tagalog) Ang Kaluwasan (1902, Cebuano) Makinaugalingon (1913, Hiligaynon) Nueva Era (1908, Iloko) Liwayway (1922, Tagalog) Bisaya (1930, Cebuano) Hiligaynon (1934, Hiligaynon) Bannawag (1934, Iloko)



6. ___________________________________________________________________________________ Ø



Jose Garcia Villa



7. ___________________________________________________________________________________
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Jose Garcia Villa vs. Salvador Lopez



8. ______________________________________, which came to be replaced by drama in English by foreign authors, and later by Wilfrido Ma. Guerrero, Severino Montano, Albert Florentino, and Nick Joaquin
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NOTES ON Contemporary Philippine Literature r With the end of the American colonial period, Philippine literature continued to grow in diverse ways—cradling its influences, and trying to assert a certain sense of national literature that incorporated all the foreign contributions that came before it, as well as the growing voices of native literatures from the regions FANTASY VS. REALISM r One of the first significant literary developments was the proliferation of novels, cradling the fantastic import of Spanish colonial and pre-colonial literature (in the _________________ tradition) and the realist mode of modern literature (in the _________________ tradition) ___________________________________ Ø Ginto Sa Makiling (1946) is the first work of note that appeared after the WWII. In plot, it hewed close to the mode of romantic fantasy traceable to the awits, koridos, and komedyas of the Balagtas tradition. But it is a symbolical narrative of social, moral, and political import. In this, it resembles not only Balagtas but also Rizal, but in style and plot it is closer to Balagtas in not allowing the realistic mode to restrict the element of fantasy. ___________________________________ Ø Without Seeing the Dawn (1947) ___________________________________ Ø Watch in the Night (1947) § both dealt with wartime experience, hewing closely to the realist tradition ___________________________________ Ø a realist with social and moral ideals. The Rizal influence on his work is profound. Ø Ilaw Sa Hilaga (1948) is the updated novel of his 1932 work Bayaning Nagpatiwakal, where he refashioned its plot and in sum honing his work as a weapon against the policies that tended to perpetuate American economic dominance over the Philippines Ø Sugat Sa Alaala (1950) reflects the horrors of the war experience as well as the human capacity for nobility, endurance and love under the most extreme circumstances Ø Maganda Pa Ang Daigdig (1956) deals with the agrarian issue Ø Daluyong (1962) deals with the corruption bred by the American-style and American-educated pseudo-reformers ___________________________________ Ø a poet, union leader, and social activist, he also wrote novels advocating social change. Ø Luha ng Buwaya (1963) deals with the struggle between the oppressed peasantry and the class of politically powerful landlords Ø Mga Ibong Mandaragit (1969) deals with the domination of Filipinos by American industry r Unfortunately, the Rizalian path taken by Lazaro Francisco and Amado Hernandez with its social-realist world-view had the effect of alienating them from the mode of the highly magical oralepic tradition. Imported social realism was not entirely in touch with the folk sentiment and folk belief, which is why the Tagalog romances (e.g., Ginto Sa Makiling, serialized in the komiks), were far more popular than their work. r It was Philippine Literature in English which tapped the folk element in the Philippine unconscious to impressive, spectacular effect A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



55 Nick Joaquin Ø through his neo-romantic, poetic and histrionic style, is reminiscent of the dramas of Balagtas: his dizzying flashbacks (from an idealized romantic Spanish past to a squalid Americanized materialistic present) are cinematic in effect, ironically quite Hollywood-ish, serving always to beguile and astonish.



Francisco Arcellana Ø a master of minimalist fiction that is as native as anything that could be written in English



Wilfrido Nolledo Ø a fictionist-playwright who, without conscious effort, created a school of his own. His experiments in plot and plotlessness, his creation of magical scenes, and his highly expressive language easily became the rage among young writers who quickly joined (each in his/her own highly original style) the Nolledo trend.



Ø



Among these poetic fictionists of the 1960’s were:



Wilfredo Pasqua Sanchez, Erwin Castillo, Cesar Ruiz Aquino, Resil Mojares, Alfred Yuson, and Ninotchka Rosca Ø their non-realistic (even anti-realistic) style made them perhaps the most original group of writers to emerge in the post-war period. r The Philippine novel has remained social-realist. A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



56 Edgardo Reyes’ Sa Mga Kuko ng Liwanag (1966) is a critique of urban blight, and Edilberto K. Tiempo’s To Be Free is a historical probe of the western idea of freedom in the context of indigenous Philippine culture. Kerima Polotan Tuvera’s The Hand of the Enemy (1972), a penetratingly lucid critique of ruling-class psychology, is entirely realistic. Only a few novelists like Eric Gamalinda, Alfred Yuson, and Antonio Enriquez can claim a measure of success in tapping creative power from folk sources in their venture to join the third world magic-realist mainstream. ADVENT OF NEW CRITICISM r Post-war poetry and fiction was dominated by the writers in English educated and trained in writers’ workshops in the United States or England. Among these were Edilberto and Edith Tiempo, Francisco Arcellana, Ricaredo Demetillo, Amador Daguio, Carlos Angeles, N.V.M. Gonzales, and Bienvenido N. Santos. Most of these writers returned to the Philippines to teach. With their credentials and solid reputations, they influenced the form and direction of the next generation mainly in accordance with the dominant tenets of the formalist New Criticism. r The poets trained in American workshops continue to write in the lyrical-realist mode characteristic of American writing, spawned by imagism and neo-Aristotelianism. Among these writers are the poet-critics Gemino Abad, Ophelia A. Dimalanta, and Emmanuel Torres. Their influence can be felt in the short lyric and the medium-length meditative poem that are still the Filipino poet’s preferred medium. Some contemporary poets in English such as Marjorie Evasco and Merlie Alunan, derive their best effects from their reverence for the ineluctable image. Ricardo de Ungria’s and Luisa Aguilar Cariño’s poems, on the other hand, are a rich confluence of imagism, surrealism and confessionalism. r Even literature in the Tagalog-based national language (now known as Filipino) could not avoid being influenced or even assimilated. College-bred writers in Filipino like Rogelio Sikat and Edgardo Reyes saw the need to hone their artistry according to the dominant school of literature in America of that period, despite the fact that the neo-Aristotelian formalist school went against the grain of their socialist orientation. MARTIAL LAW r The protest tradition of Rizal, Bonifacio, and Amado Hernandez found expression in the works of Tagalog poets from the late 1960’s to the 1980’s, as they confronted Martial Law and repression. Among these liberationist writers were Jose Lacaba, Emmanuel Lacaba, Epifanio San Juan, Rogelio Mangahas, Lamberto Antonio, Lilia Quindoza-Santiago, and Jesus Manuel Santiago.
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I. Invisible the mountain routes to strangers: For rushing toes an inch-wide strip on boulders and for the hand that’s free a twig to grasp, Or else we headlong fall below to rocks And waterfalls of death so instant that Too soon they’re red with skulls of carabaos But patient guides and teachers are the masses: Of forty mountains and a hundred rivers; Of plowing, planting, weeding, and the harvest; And of a dozen dialects that dwarf This foreign tongue we write each other in Who must transcend our bourgeois origins South Cotabato May 1, 1975 II. You want to know, companions of my youth, How much has changed the wild but shy young poet Forever writing last poem after last poem; You hear he’s dark as earth, barefoot, A turban round his head, a bolo at his side, His ballpen blown up to a long-barrelled gun: Deeper still the struggling change inside. Like husks of coconuts he tears away The billion layers of his selfishness. Or learns to cage his longing like the bird Of legend, fire, and song within his chest. Now of consequence is his anemia From Lack of sleep: no longer for Bohemia, The lumpen culturati, but for the people, yes. He mixes metaphors but values more A holographic and geometric memory For mountains: not because they are there But because the masses are there where Routes are jigsaw puzzles he must piece together. Though he has been called a brown Rimbaud, He is no bandit but a people’s warrior. South Cotabato and Davao del Norte November 1975 III. We are tribeless and all tribes are ours. We are homeless and all homes are ours. We are nameless and all names are ours.
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58 To the fascists we are the faceless enemy Who come like thieves in the night, angels of death: the ever moving, shining, secret eye of the storm. The road less traveled by we’ve taken And that has made all the difference: The barefoot army of the wilderness We all should be in time. Awakened, the masses are Messiah. Here among workers and peasants our lost Generation has found its true, its only home Davao del Norte January 1976



The Bells Count in Our Blood Merlie Alunan Every night at 8:00 we shall ring the bells for Father Romano, and we shall continue to do so until he is found. —THE REDEMPTORIST COMMUNITY, Dumaguete City, September 1985 Every night just as we settle To coffee or a mug of cold beer, They ring the bells— A crisp quick flurry first, then Decorous as in a knell, ten counts. Into the darkness newly fallen The cadence calls for a brother lost. At home as we try to wash off With music and a little loving The grime of markets from our souls— The day’s trading of truth for bread, Masks of honor, guises of peace— The clear sounds infusing the air Deny us the salve of forgetting. We know for what they lost him, Why expedient tyrants required His name effaced, his bones hidden. As we bend over the heads of children Fighting sleep, not quite done with play, The bells vibrating remind us how Our fears conspires to seal his doom. We could say to the ringers: Your bells won’t bring him back, But just supposing that it could, What would you have? A body maimed, perhaps, beyond belief— Toes and fingers gone, teeth missing, Tongue cut off, memory hacked witless. The nights in our town Are flavored with the dread The bells salt down measured
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59 From their tall dark tower. It falls upon our raw minds wanting sleep. Shall we stop them? Though we smart We know they keep us from decay. Shared in this keening, A rhythm beating all night long In our veins, truth is truth still Though unworded. The bells Count in our blood the heart of all We must restore. Tomorrow, we vow, Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow.



ometheus Unbound Pr Prometheus Ruben Cuevas I shall never exchange my fettters for slavish servility. ‘ Tis better to be chained to the rock than be bound to the service of Zeus. --AOSCHYLOUS, Prometheus Unbound Mars shall grow tonight, Artemis is out of sight, Rust in the twilight sky Colors a bloodshoot eye, Or shall I say the dust Sunders the sleep of just? Hold fast to the gift of fire! I am rage! I am wrath! I am ire! The vulture sits on my rock, Licks at the chains of that mock Emancipation’s breath, Reeks of death, death, death. Death shall not unclench me. I am earth, wind and sea! Kisses bestow on the brave That defy the damp of the grave And strike the chill hand of Death with the flaming sword of love. Orion stirs. The vulture Retreats from the hard, pure Thrust of the spark that burns, Unbounds, departs, returns To pluck out death’s fist A god who dared to resist.



dwindling audiences.
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The Filipino individual Ø Read Bye Bye Blackbird by Nick Joaquin (See page 22-23)



r



Urban Meditation of Human Life and Society Ø Read Eulogy of Roaches by Bienvenido Lumbera (See pages 23-24)



r



Feminist Themes Ø Read Revolt to Hymen by Angela Manalang Gloria



Revolt to Hymen Angela Manalang Gloria O to be free at last, to sleep at last As infants sleep within the womb of rest! To stir and stirring find no blackness vast With passion weighted down upon the breast, To turn the face this way and that and feel No kisses festering on it like sores, To be alone at last, broken the seal That marks the flesh no better than a whore’s!



r



Social Realism and Social Involvement Jose F. Lacaba (about political corruption) Ø Read Halaw Kay Su Tung-P’O (see page 30) Don Pagusara (about political detention) Ø Read Paghiwagas sa Bilanggoan (see pages 31) Peter La. Julian (about malnutrition in Negros) Ø Read Etiopia Idiay Negros, Ngem Saan a Negros Iti Etiopia (see pages 31-32)
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Miguel Bernad, SJ



Philippine Literature Perpetually Inchoate



T



here exists a considerable body of Philippine literature in several languages. Rizal and other Filipino heroes wrote their works in Spanish, and for a while, it seemed as if Spanish would become the permanent language of Filipino writers. But Philippine literature in Spanish is a thing of the past, and the Concurso Literario Zobel de Ayala finds it more difficult each year to obtain worthy entries for its annual prize of a thousand pesos. In Tagalog the best-known work is the epic poem Florante at Laura by Francisco Balagtas. There is considerable writing being done in this language, mostly for the magazines and the films. The Palanca Memorial Awards for Literature include annual prizes for Tagalog stories and one-act-plays. In Visayan, the amount of writing is much less but some of it is of a scholarly character. This includes the works of two distinguished churchmen, Archbishop Cuenco of Jaro, and Bishop Yap of Bacolod, both of whom write in Cebuano Visayan. There are of course newspapers in Tagalog and Visayan as well as in Ilocano, Pampango, Bicol , and other Philippine languages, in which also there is an inchoate literature, some of it quite ancient. But, the most vigorous, as well as the most promising Philippine literature is in English, although this too is in inchoate state. That Philippine letters have not yet progressed beyond this stage may be ascribed principally to three causes, of which one is economic, the second linguistic, and the third cultural. I Of these the one most deplored by the writers themselves is the economic. Primum est vivere: one must first live; writing is a secondary matter. There are many Filipinos who would become good—perhaps great—writers if only they would dedicate themselves to the difficult task of writing. But in the Philippines, it is difficult to live merely on one’s writing. The result is that many talented men go instead into the professions or into business. Nor can we blame them. The writer must seek other means to make a living—unless, of course, he is wealthy and does not have to work for a living. Unfortunately, those who write are seldom wealthy, and the wealthy seldom write. Which is unfortunate. To write well, one must have leisure: leisure to read, leisure to think, to talk things over, to talk oneself in and out of a position, to compose and rewrite and polish, to travel, to observe, to listen, to let the sounds and voices sink into one’s consciousness until they are ready to come out again, having “suffered a sea-change.” All this requires leisure, and leisure is an expensive commodity. The Greeks had leisure and they have left us a great literature. It is from their word for leisure that we have named our schools. Of course they had leisure because they had wealth, and their wealth was founded on slave-labor. Slaves did the menial work for them, leaving them free to hold their symposia and attend their theatre; or to hold discussions in the stoa or in the academy. It was a costly leisure paid for by human suffering. If today that leisure has been diminished, it is not unmitigated evil. Sometimes leisure is enforced. Dante found it in exile. Boethius and Sir Thomas More and others found it in prison. But the lack of leisure is a drawback that can be overstressed. Not all the great writing in the world has been done by persons of leisure. Some of our great works in literature and the sciences have been written under pressure, by men busy with other work. Shakespeare’s great tragedies were written before he found the leisure of his later years in Stratford. Julius Ceasar was an astute politician involved in intrigues; he was an extraordinary energetic general, forever on the march, besieging cities, deploying troops. He could hardly have been called a leisure. Yet he found time to write, and this extraordinary man who was seldom modest gave his writings a modest title. He called them “jotting”: Commentarii de bello Gallico—Notes on the War in Gaul. Few writers, even with all the leisure in the world, could have produced prose as finely chiseled and as vividly detailed, as economical in phrase, yet as rotund in cadence—as these “jottings” of a busy soldier intent upon becoming the sole master of Rome. Cicero, who did not always like Caesar, liked his prose. He described it in a memorable phrase: clara et inlustris brevitas—lucid, brilliant terseness. Cicero himself was not a man of leisure. He had a busy law practice, and he was a politician who on two ○
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FATHER MIGUEL BERNAD was a Jesuit priest, scholar and mountainee, and a Professor of Literature at the Xavier University (Ateneo de Cagayan de Oro).
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62 occasions held the supreme magistracy of Rome. He complains of how his mind was often weary and his ears often jaded with legal debate and now he sought solace in letters: ut animus ex hoc forensi strepitu reficiatur, et aures convicio defessae conquiescant. Thus, despite his other preoccupations, he found time to write and rewrite and polish, and his writings will be read as long as there are cultivated minds that can appreciate subtlety of argument and the cadence of words. We refer, of course, to his speeches and essays: his verse is happily lost. Lest we be accused of dwelling on the past, we hasten to cite two contemporary writers busy with other work. One is a writer of unforgettable prose: Sir Winston Churchill, the prime minister of a great country at a time of great crisis when he was burdened with problems of astronomical proportions, weighed down with anxiety, distracted with numberless details amid “blood, sweat, and tears.” The other is an excellent poet, T. S. Eliot: by day a businessman, by night engaged in “the intolerable wrestle with words.” Therefore if we in the Philippines complain that writing is not lucrative, or that we cannot find the leisure to write at our ease, we have indeed a case, but it is not our most important drawback. There are more serious problems: on the other hand we need writers of profounder and broader cultural formation; on the other, we need a much wider reading public. That we have difficulty in getting both is partly a linguistic, partly a cultural problem. II The linguistic difficulty is obvious. It is possible to, produce great literature only in a language that has been mastered. By “mastered” is meant more than mere grammatical or idiomatic mastery. It must be the type of mastery which assimilates the thought processes, the verbal nuances, and the characteristic rhythms, peculiar to an idiom. Every language has its peculiar genius: he is the master of the language who has caught that genius. Unfortunately the Philippines has not had a thorough chance to assimilate the genius of any particular language. Those whose education has been in English but whose parents were educated in Spanish will understand what this implies. In their case a wall of separation stands as a barrier between parents and children, between the younger generation and the one that preceded it. It is not that parents cannot understand English or the children Spanish, or that parents and children have no common medium of conversation. It is not a question of conversing; it is a question of thought processes. The thought patterns are different. The Filipinos who denounced Spanish tyranny at the end of the nineteenth century, some of whom paid for their labors with their blood, were themselves champions of Filipino-Hispanic culture. They wrote their works in Spanish, and one of their grievances was the reluctance of the Spanish colonial government to extend throughout the Philippines the benefits of education in the Spanish tongue. Much of their writing was of course of a polemic character and will probably not survive as literature. But some of it was of genuine literary worth. The permanent value of Rizal’s prose is still controversial, but few will deny the literary quality of his verse. It was a genuine poet who, on the eve of execution, could indulge the poetic whimsy that after his death he would sing to his beloved country: Soy yo, querida patria, yo que te canto a ti. Rizal was not alone. Filipino writers in Spanish flourished at the end of the nineteenth century and the first decades of the twentieth. But this flowering of a culture never bore fruit: its roots were soon withered. While Apostol and Guerrero, Bernabe and Balmori, Barcelon and Recto, were writing poems that were admired in Spain, a generation of Filipinos was growing up that could not understand the language in which they were written. This is not to deplore the coming of English to our shores. The coming of English was by no means deplorable: it was a cultural windfall. It does explain, however, why Philippine letters, which had finally flowered (and it is a curious thing that it did not come to its full flowering until after Spanish political domination was over) died out so quickly, even in flower. Philippine letters had to seek other roots in a different cultural soil. That is why even after sixty years of English in the Philippines, Philippine literature in English is still young. But it has much promise: it may eventually attain to full maturity. While Filipino writers in Spanish seemed to take more easily to verse, the Filipino writers in English have taken more kindly to prose, and in particular to the short story. Essays, novels, plays and poems have been written, but the short story is at the moment the most developed literary genre. Arturo Roseburg, in his compilation of Philippine literature in English, has chosen nine writers as the most representative: Jose Garcia Villa, Carlos Bulosan, N.V.M. Gonzalez, Alejandro Roces, Bienvenido Santos, Salvador Lopez, Manuel Arguilla, Nick Joaquin, and Arturo Rotor. Six of the nine are short story writers. There are some, saddened by the passing away of Spanish in our culture, who would reimpose it by legislative or other means. They seek to impose it at the expense of English and other cultural disciplines. Others, saddened by the neglect of Tagalog or other Filipino languages, would prefer to impose Tagalog (or “Pilipino” as the Institute of National Language calls it), again at the expense of English or Spanish and other cultural studies. Others would impose English at the expense of everything else. And still others, impatient of the slow and fluctuating progress that English is making in this country, would impose a diluted form of English upon the schools which is to be called “Filipino English.” These attempts are all well-meant, but their promoters have the defect of youth, though some of them are no longer physically young. Youth is always in a hurry. It is ever looking for short cuts. But there is no short cut in cultural growth. Ars longa, vita brevis. Life is brief, but art remains a lifelong pursuit. There is no short cut to greatness, not even in literature. The solution to our problem is not to impose anything. Our own experience and that of other countries should deter us from trying to impose anything at the expense of other factors. The solution to our problem is not to empty the well of one kind of liquid and try to refill it with another: we could be doing that forever without ever producing permanent results. That would make our literature forever inchoate, forever adolescent. The solution rather is to see our
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63 culture not as a well to be emptied or refilled, but as a seed to be nurtured, to be allowed to grow, to flower, to bear fruit, and for the fruit to ripen on the tree. III That is why the most serious drawback to Philippine letters is not economic nor merely linguistic. It is cultural. The tree cannot grow (as Father Reuter has recently pointed out in reviewing Nick Joaquin’s “Portrait of the Artist as Filipino”) unless it is in contact with the elements. Its roots must be deeply in the soil, and the soil must he enriched by rain; the chlorophyll in the leaf must have the sunlight, and pollination must be brought about by wind and bees. The poet’s phrase has a wide application: no man is an island. If islanded, he retrogresses from the civilized to the savage. We are in danger of cultural isolation in the Philippines, of being islanded culturally as we are islanded in geography. We are in danger of isolation from the thought currents of Europe and America, isolation from the living present, isolation from the past: not only our Indo-Malayan past but also our European past for our roots are in Europe and in America no less than in Asia. We are a part of Christendom as much as Europe is. The Graeco-Roman civilization is not an exclusive heirloom of Europe: it is ours as well. If the Filipino writers in Spanish were influenced by the Spanish romanticists, our writers in English must seek cultural unity with Shakespeare and his cultural heritage. Indeed, we must seek cultural continuity with Greece and with Rome. Homer and Virgil, Dante and Augustine and St. Thomas Aquinas are our ancestors. Cut off from this great tradition, cut off from the great thought and the literature of the world, and cut off from our own native soil, our literature would die of inanition. Properly nurtured, it may grow to something great, or at least something robust. But it must have deep roots: it must draw vitality from the soil, elegance from civilized art, and universality from Christendom.
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NOTES ON Fr. Miguel Bernad’s ‘Philippine Literature: Perpetually Inchoate’ FR. MIGUEL BERNAD begins with a sweeping generalization of the state of Philippine literature: “There exists a considerable body of Philippine literature in several languages….” : 1. That we do have a body of literature we can call our own



2. That our body of literature exists in several languages Ø in this sense, our national literature is unique: unlike most countries, we do not have a singular language by which we have built around a body of literary works • disadvantages: • advantages: Three causes of “inchoateness”: 1.



____________________________ Bernad: “Primum est vivere.” Ø writing is always secondary to the Filipino writer; there is the sense that one cannot get rich from writing in the Philippines, unlike let’s say the Philippines Ø there is said to be no market for literature, even with our 98% literacy rate Ø the reading staple is usually for komiks, romance novels, and Western bestsellers



2. ____________________________ Bernad: “It is possible to produce a great literature only in a language that has been mastered.” Ø mastery comes in three ways: • grammatic • idiomatic • assimilation of the thought processes, the verbal nuances, and the characteristic rhythms peculiar to an idiom 3. ____________________________ Bernad: “A tree cannot grow unless it is in contact with the elements.” Ø Bernad contends that we are in a danger of cultural isolation: • geographically islanded: removed from the Western hemisphere, even mainland Asia • isolation from current European thoughts: despite racial and cultural differences, Western culture is still our own ancestral culture—although this notion is endangered by “rabid nationalists”



ASSIGNMENT | FIND OUT WHAT IS A ‘CANON’? Find out what it means in the original sense, and find out how it is being used as a measure of standard in literature... Ask yourself, “What is right and wrong about canonmaking?”
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In Search of a Tradition: The Literary Genres
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Jose Y. Dalisay Jr.



The Filipino Short Story in English An Update



T



he Filipino short story in English has had—by now—a long, eventful, and glorious history. We have achieved, in this medium, a degree of performance and sophistication that we can rightly be proud of, wherever our aesthetic, philosophical, or ideological preferences may incline. Far from flailing in the throes of death—a fate often prescribed by the unsympathetic critic—the Filipino short story in English has exhibited a renewed and seemingly imperishable vitality, and I suspect that it has done so by becoming less English or American and more Filipino—whatever the Filipino may have become. Such has been the range and depth of our practice in the genre—since our first acknowledged classic, Paz Marquez Benitez’s “Dead Stars,” was published in 1925—that the canon of the medium will necessarily admit of many very different kinds of stories by many very different authors. Critical preferences, of course, may and do change over time, and thankfully so. When the Commonwealth Literary Contest of 1940 was announced, for example, one of its aims was “to encourage creative works that record or interpret the contemporary scene, or that deal with the social and economic problems of the individual and of society over and above those that are merely concerned with fantasy or mysticism or vain speculation.” Today, no such sampling of the finest work in fiction being produced could possibly be complete without stories and novels that deal one way or another in fantasy, mysticism, and generous speculation. In his preface to his second collection of Filipino short stories in English covering the period up to 1955, the scholar and anthologist Leopoldo Y. Yabes adverts to an earlier critic’s observation that “there is no sex in the Filipino love story,” even as he (Yabes) remarks, albeit rather primly, that “in matters of love between the sexes, there is more honesty in the post-war story.” I hardly need relate here how we have since taken care of this glaring omission. But lest we imagine that Filipino writers discovered sex while the Western reader was yawning over D. H. Lawrence and Henry Miller, let me note that Yabes regretted not having been able to include in his anthology Estrella D. Alfon’s “Fairy Tale for the City,” published in April 1955, because of a lawsuit brought against the author and her publisher; they were found guilty and fined for publishing pornography. It serves as a kind of landmark that Alfon would be prosecuted and condemned 40 years ago for writing something that college freshmen routinely do today with much more gusto and much less art. Since then—as peerless as Alfon was on her own ground—we have gained not only in boldness of sensual expression, but also in the variety of its forms and qualities, and of its givers and takers. For proof, the contemporary Filipino reader has only to browse through the stories, poems and essays in a collection of gay writings such as Ladlad (1994), or of the erotica by women in Forbidden Fruit (1994). Let’s catch our breath here and go back a minute to when it seemed enough for lovers to behold the objects of their passion in a “perfervid stare,” as Paz Marquez Benitez put it 70 years ago. The first single-author collection of Filipino short stories in English was Jose Villa Panganiban’s Stealer of Hearts (1927). The second was Jose Garcia Villa’s Footnote to Youth (1933). Between them, Yabes suggests, was a leap across a chasm not only of insight but also of technique. We mastered the form and the language very quickly—so quickly that, given the ambitions of the times, Villa reached the summit of American approbation in being cited by Edward J. O’Brien as one of “the half-dozen short story writers in America who count.” Indeed, Yabes argued that “... The Filipino short story in English, Athena-like, was born full-grown....” He would echo the earlier insistence of Commonwealth writers such as Amador T. Daguio and Arturo Rotor that Filipino fictionists in English had no native tradition to fall back on, and therefore had to reinvent the narrative wheel—or, rather, to borrow it from New York and London. “Naturally enough,” Yabes said of the writer then, “ because he had no local tradition to follow, he drew upon Western patterns.” Whether we can believe in that assumption or not is another matter (the critic Resil B. Mojares offers a convincing rebuttal in his study of the Filipino novel); but the matter of Western influence is undeniably true. In the ‘30s and ○
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67 ‘40s, in such places as The Sunday Tribune Magazine, a locally-written story or poem would be published after or beneath a story or poem by an American or British author, presumably a kind of model to emulate. Yabes listed the major sources of inspiration for prewar Filipino authors as he divined them from the work at hand, grouping them into about six kinds of authors or stories. He mentioned Edgar Allan Poe, Guy de Maupassant, O. Henry (“a single unity of impression”); Sherwood Anderson (“plot development [subordinated] to character delineation”); Ernest Hemingway (“reportorial... staccato... the considerable use of suggestion [and] indirection”); Wilbur Daniel Steele (whose “fifth act” unfolds to reveal a web of incidents in the past); William Saroyan (“a formless structureless exercise of literary composition... a travesty upon the traditional story”); and Dorothy Parker (an “infection” of “the virus of sophistication”). Yabes moved on to observe that “... The great majority of the distinctive stories of the early years were love stories,” a factor he attributed to the youth of the writers themselves. “A considerable number of the early stories had for background the remote past, the pre-Spanish days.... The young writers spun tales of love about legendary persons, thereby hoping to invest their stories with an atmosphere of romance.... Some other writers, however, saw the possibilities of the immediate scene and set out to exploit them.” It was in apprehending this “immediate scene” that Yabes found great virtue in the work of Manuel Arguilla, whom Yabes lionized early on as the best of his generation: “Of all Filipino story tellers his perhaps is the only really authentic voice. He is unashamedly Filipino.” After the war, Yabes would qualify his admiration of Arguilla’s fiction somewhat, noting that other postwar writers had also taken to confronting social issues, and that some seemingly ephemeral productions had surprisingly endured. Overall, Yabes felt that Filipino short story writers in English were getting better. In 1975, re-evaluating his earlier choices, Yabes wrote that “... One could say with pride that the better of the post-war stories are definitely of a quality superior to that of the better of the pre-war stories.” Still later, introducing the sequel to his first anthology, Yabes noted a certain broadening of vision occasioned by the overwhelming realities of the ‘40s and ‘50s: “... War and the Japanese occupation, restoration of the Commonwealth government in Manila, proclamation of independence, birth of the Republic, euphoria and disenchantment.... An interesting feature of this anthology... is the presence of stories set in foreign lands with Filipinos as main characters. This reflects the widening of the horizons of Filipino experience.” Yabes also took the opportunity to emphasize the currency if not the primacy that English had gained over the islands in eight decades of use: “The present collection is more truly national than any similar anthology that could be collected of stories originally written in Pilipino or in any other native language or in Spanish.” There are a few points that, by way of summary, I myself would like to emphasize from this overview of our years of matriculation and early success in the short story in English. First, we not only learned the English language quickly and well; we told many fine and memorable stories in it that have since become an inalienable part of the collective imagination we call our heritage, stories whose level of artistic and technical accomplishment we continue to aspire to. Second, and as the critical literature will bear out vividly, the short story in English became an important site of political engagement between those like Villa who sought to produce a breathlessly transcendent art, and those like Salvador R. Lopez (who wrote poetry but whose fiction, if any, I am unaware of) who sought to infuse literature with a revolutionary mission and passion. (Parenthetically, let’s not forget that the choice and the decision itself to write in English is one fraught with political implications.) The third point—somewhat on the downside of things—I leave to Mojares, who has put it more succinctly than I possibly can, in his study of the development of the Filipino novel: “The rise of English to prominence, with its attendant factors, sharpened the fragmentation of the audience, relegated vernacular fiction to the lower rungs of the cultural ladder, hampered the growth of the vernaculars in artistry, and alienated to a significant extent English writers from the popular culture.” Between the largely school-based masters of the canon as defined by Yabes and the present batch of apprentices in their 20s, we have a motley crew of beatniks, Jesuits, hippies, ninjas, escapees from convent and monastery, communists, feminists, machos, gays, theorists, chess players and cardsharps—among others. After Alfon came Gregorio C. Brillantes, Gilda Cordero-Fernando, and Kerima Polotan, their stories and their prose exhibiting both surface luminosity and material depth, surveying the social landscape with wit, irony, a sense of things passing and things lost. They would be closely followed by a new group of writers set off by a deliberate and sometimes overpowering reverence for the turn of phrase. Thus we meet Erwin E. Castillo, Wilfrido Nolledo, Wilfredo Sanchez, Cesar Ruiz Aquino, Alfred A, Yuson, and Jose Ayala, much of their work seeking virtue in conscious artifice of language and situation. Their stories strike me today as heavily impressionistic meditations, melodramatic in their own way, plaintive, not without charm or humor, but often culturally disembodied, except for Castillo’s Cavite. I should add that this was also about the time that Ninotchka Rosca began writing and building up a head of steam. Some of these stories and their writers were introduced and remain forever green in the PEN Anthology of 1962, edited by Francisco Arcellana, who acknowledged that they were his personal choices. No less interesting is Arcellana’s explanation that PEN undejztook a collection of stories before any other genre because “the consensus is that the Filipino short story in English is the most impressive in achievement.” In 1965, the Ateneo-based Philippine Studies came out with a special issue devoted to new writing in English, a project the journal would repeat in 1985 and in 1995. I was unable to secure copies of the 1965 issue (edited by Gilda Cordero-Fernando) and the 1995 issue (edited by Eric Torres) in time for this paper, but I must confess to being rather familiar with the 1985 issue, having had a story published there. Not surprisingly, the 1985 issue was dominated by political concerns—martial law had technically been lifted,
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68 but Marcos was still in full control of government if not his bladder. The assassination of Ninoy Aquino in 1983 became, for many writers in English, a turning point, a wake-up call. As Alice Guillermo noted in her introduction, the decade covered by that issue was one during which “writers and artists found that they could not long divorce themselves from the historical process.” Let me mention another, and more recent, anthology of Filipino short fiction in English, excluding individual collections. I refer to Catfish Arriving in Little Schools (Pasig: Anvil Publishing, 1996), which includes the work of three writers: Gina Apostol, Jaime An Lim, and Clinton Palanca. I should also mention the first issue of a literary journal called Chimera, which features stories by seven authors, variations all on a theme by Eros. This new generation of Filipino short story writers would be 40 and below; indeed many of them are only in their 20s. They include Eric Garnalinda, Charlson Ong, Gina Apostol, Danton Remoto, Clinton Palanca, Jessica Zafra, Romina Gonzalez, Lakambini Sitoy, Katrina P. Tuvera, Mailin Paterno, Timothy Montes, Connie Jan Maraan, Angelo Lacuesta, Noelle de Jesus, and Luis Katigbak—among many others, I’m sure, some of whom are simply waiting to get their first few stories published and their first book out. The names may ring few bells—not yet, not mostly” —but Philippine literary history will look back to the ‘80s and early ‘90s and recall the emergence of these writers, their explosive talent, and their exhilarating array of subjects and styles. They aren’t the only ones writing, of course—some of the best new recent writing has come from Carlos Aureus, Gémino, Abad, Cristina Pantoja Hidalgo, Alfred A. Yuson and Joy Dayrit, as well as N.VM. Gonzalez and Lina EspinaMoore. But we are clearly in the presence of a new generation whose collective burden may be finding what they are all about. If earlier writers lost faith in God and the State, and then afterwards in Mao who was both godhead and head of state, what is one left to believe and disbelieve? In terms of form, the contemporary Filipino short story writer in English—and I daresay also in Filipino—has had many new models to choose from, beyond Poe, beyond Anderson, beyond Maugham, Chekhov, Faulkner, Hemingway, Saroyan, Flannery O’Connor, Updike, Salinger, and Cheever. Ask these people whom they read, or who their models are, and they will give you names like Jorge Luis Borges, Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Italo Calvino, Milan Kundera, Woody Allen, Nadine Gordimer, Margaret Atwood, Raymond Carver, David Leavitt, Jamaica Kincaid, Bharati Mukherjee, James Hamilton Paterson, Jayne Anne Phillips, Maya Angelou, Salman Rushdie, John Barth, William Gibson, J. M. Coetzee, Ian McEwan, and A. M. Homes. True, their inspirations remain largely Western; but even the Western writers they look up to are dissident voices, or remakers of form. Perhaps more tellingly, many of these young writers seem to know little about, and have little to do with, Southeast Asia and its culture, or—except for the very highly-educated—with the classical and historical past. Let me venture some gross generalizations about these writers, as only a hasty overview like this can allow me to do: Their politics will be bourgeois-liberal; very few will profess an active solidarity with the barefooted, bushwhacking Marxism of old. Their locales and sensibilities are overwhelmingly urban, even crosscontinental. They are generally well-schooled, well-read, and well-traveled, which lends their work a certain consciousness of form, a deliberation of design. Their chosen issues tend to be those of gender and sexuality, the environment, cultural identity, and individual freedom. They have material aplenty, but seemingly no single, defining experience, in the way that the War or the First Quarter Storm was for their predecessors. (It’s arguable, of course, if a generation really needs one.) If they are “lost”-as most generations at some point claim, to be-they do not show it by screaming; their response to aggravation is rarely anger, but irony and wit, perhaps withdrawal. They stand on the brink of strong emotion, suspicious or fearful of what lies beyond. They possess a deftness of language that comes not only from reading, but also from speaking and listening to the language all the time; it is an English inflected with the resonances and accents of ’pop culture, the Internet, the stock market, and yet also of that home in the province that no one ever quite leaves behind. But it is the stories themselves which must finally count, and there are many which do: these past few years, I have been happy to come across the playful postmodernism of Joy Dayrit; Charlson Ong’s ventures into and among the Chinese-Filipino; Cristina Pantoja Hidalgo’s and Mailin Paterno’s troubling tales; Lakambini Sitoy’s skillfully argued feminist tracts; Romina Gonzalezs excursions into backyard fantasies; Clinton Palanca’s pensive explorations into other people’s rooms. For sheer gift of language, Clinton Palanca—the youngest and perhaps most erudite of them all—seems matchless; but his work also demonstrates the tentativeness of the age; with Palanca, the language is often the material; the story is not so much in the spider but the web. At this point, as I did earlier, let me run through some fundamental observations about the contemporary Filipino short story in English: First, in terms of form, it derives its inspirations from a whole new set of writers and ways of writing—still predominantly Western, but no longer so stolidly canonical. Second, in terms of content, the new stories deal largely with the bewildering variety of our unfolding experience—OCWs and the Filipino diaspora, the war in the countryside, the alienation of the middle class, the Chinese and the Others among us, our connections to the supernatural and to the afterlife, the tangled web of our personal relationships, including our sexuality, and Artmaking itself as subject. Third, in terms of treatment or approach, this generation is an eclectic lot; while realism remains a strong and dominant strain, many new stories have assumed the forms and mindsets of magic realism, metafiction, minimalism,
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69 science fiction, parable, comic book, gothic horror, and postmodern parody. Fourth, in terms of language, our young writers today use English unapologetically, refusing to be burdened by colonial guilt; quite a number of them write bilingually. Indeed we are witnessing the continuing de-Americanization of English, its appropriation by Filipino writers for Filipino subjects and purposes. Fifth, in terms of publication and of spreading the faith (or the virus), the Filipino writer today can look forward to being published in quite a number of magazines and journals, to attending a growing circuit of workshops, and to receiving various grants and fellowships. Literary publishing has been undergoing a boomlet of sorts, and a few universities now offer degrees and courses in creative writing. These, for the Filipino writer, are pretty good times. For all that, the Filipino short story in English—the writing and the reading of it—remains an elitist and middle-class enterprise enjoyed by a very few, because very few Filipinos among the middle class whose anxieties make up the stuff of our fiction truly want to read about themselves. Alienation and commercialism will not bed together. And here, as I have noted elsewhere, is ironically where our freedom lies: divested of commercial considerations and restraints, and never having had a real market to satisfy, the Filipino writer in English has been relatively free to boldly and blithely go where almost no one else will bother going. The discoveries, thankfully, are often well worth the loneliness. REFERENCES Apostol, Gina, Jaime An Lim, and Clinton Palanca. Catfish Arriving in Little Schools. Ed. Ricardo M. de Ungria. Pasig: Anvil Publishing, 1996. Arcellana, Francisco. Introduction. PEN Short Stories. Ed. Arcellana. Manila: Philippine Chapter, International Pen, 1962. Chimera 1:1 (1996). Cuyugan, Tina, ed. Forbidden Fruit. Pasig: Anvil Publishing, 1994. Garcia, J. Neil C. and Danton Remoto, eds. Ladlad: An Anthology of Philippine Gay Writing. Pasig: Anvil Publishing, 1994. Guillermo, Alice. “The Temper of the Times: A Critical Introduction.” Philippine Studies 33 (1985): 269-75. Mojares, Resil B. Origins and Rise of the Filipino Novel: A Generic Study of the Novel Until 1940. Quezon City: University of the Philippines Press, 1983. “Rules Governing the Commonwealth Literary Contests.” Philippine Magazine 37:4 (April 1940): 147. Yabes, Leopoldo Y, ed. Philippine Short Stories 1925-1940. Quezon City: University of the Philippines Press, 1975. ————, ed. Philippine Short Stories 1941-1955, Part I (1941-1949). Quezon City: University of the Philippines Press, 1981.
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Dead Stars



I



T



hrough the open window the air-steeped outdoors passed into his room, quietly enveloping him, stealing into his very thought. Esperanza, Julia, the sorry mess he had made of life, the years to come even now beginning to weigh down, to crush—they lost concreteness, diffused into formless melancholy. The tranquil murmur of conversation issued from the brick-tiled azotea where Don Julian and Carmen were puttering among the rose pots. “Papa, and when will the ‘long table’ be set?” “I don’t know yet. Alfredo is not very specific, but I understand Esperanza wants it to be next month.” Carmen sighed impatiently. “Why is he not a bit more decided, I wonder. He is over thirty, is he not? And still a bachelor! Esperanza must be tired of waiting.” “She does not seem to be in much of a hurry either,” Don Julian nasally commented while his rose scissors busily snipped away. “How can a woman be in a hurry when the man does not hurry here?” Carmen returned, pinching off a worm with a careful, somewhat absent-minded air. “Papa, do you remember how much in love he was?” “In love? With whom?” “With Esperanza, of course. He has not had another love affair that I know of,” she said with the good-natured contempt of an attractive woman for a brother who is apathetic to feminine charms. “What I mean is that at the beginning he was enthusiastic—flowers, serenades, notes, and things like that—” Alfredo remembered that period with a wonder not unmixed with shame. That was less than four years ago. He could not understand those months of intensity. All he knew was that he had been possessed of a great hunger that was not of the body nor yet of the mind, a craving that had seized him one quiet night when the moon was abroad, and, under the dappled shadow of the trees on the plaza, man wooed maid. Was he being cheated of life? Love—he seemed to have missed it. Or was the love that others told about a mere fabrication of fervid imagination, an exaggeration of the commonplace, a glorification of insipid monotonies such as made up his love life? Was love a combination of circumstances or sheer native capacity of soul? In those days love was, for him, still the eternal puzzle; for love, as he knew it, was a stranger to love as he divined it might be. Sitting quietly in his room now, he could almost revive the restlessness of those days, the feeling of tumultuous haste, such as he knew so well in his boyhood when something beautiful was going on somewhere and he was trying to get there in time to see. “Hurry, hurry, or you will miss it,” someone had seemed to urge in his ears. So he had avidly seized on the shadow of love and deluded himself for a long while in the way of humanity. In the meantime, he became very much engaged to Esperanza. Why would men so mismanage their lives? Greed, he thought, was what ruined so many. Greed—the desire to crowd into a moment all the enjoyment it would hold, to squeeze from the hour all the emotion it would yield. Men commit themselves when but half meaning to do so, sacrificing possible future fullness of ecstasy to the craving for immediate excitement. Greed—mortgaging the future for the sake of a present interesting reaction. Greed—forcing the hand of Time, or of Fate. “What do you think happened?” asked Carmen, pursuing her thought. “I suppose long-engaged people are like that: warm now, cool tomorrow. I think they are oftener cool than warm. The very fact that an engagement has been allowed to prolong itself argues a certain placidity of temperament— or of affection—on the part of either or both.” Don Julian loved to philosophize. He was talking now with an evident relish for words, his resonant, very nasal voice toned down to monologue pitch. “That phase you were speaking of is natural enough for a beginning. Besides that, as I see it, was Alfredo’s last race with escaping youth—” Carmen laughed aloud at the thought of her brother’s perfect physical repose—almost indolence—disturbed in ○
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PAZ MARQUEZ BENITEZ was among the first generation of Filipinos educated under the Americans. She worked as a professor of English, and became the country’s foremost short story writer in English. She was also among the founders of the first American-style college for women in the country, the Philippine Women’s College. Along with her husband, Francisco Benitez, she started the country’s first professional magazine for teachers, the Philippine Journal of Education. She took over as editor after her husband died in 195 1, until her own death at the age of 89.
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71 the role suggested by her father’s figurative language. “A last spurt of hot blood,” finished the old man. Few certainly would credit Alfredo Salazar with hot blood. Even his friends had amusedly diagnosed his blood as cool and thin, citing incontrovertible evidence. Tall and slender, he moved with an indolent ease that verged on grace. Under straight, recalcitrant hair, a thin face with a satisfying breadth of forehead, slow, dreamer’s eyes; indeed his appearance betokened little of exuberant masculinity; rather a poet with wayward humor, a fastidious artist with a keen, clear brain. He rose and quietly went out of the house. He lingered a moment on the stone steps; then went on down the path shaded by immature acacias, through the little tarred gate which he left swinging back and forth, now opening, now closing on the gravel road bordered along the farther side by a madre de cacao hedge in tardy lavender bloom. Six weeks ago that house meant nothing to him save that it was the Martinez house, rented and occupied by Judge Del Valle and his family. Six weeks ago Julia Salas meant nothing to him; he did not even know her name. One evening he had gone “neighboring” with Don Julian: a rare enough occurrence, since he made it a point to avoid all appearance of currying favor with the Judge. This particular evening, however, he had allowed himself to be persuaded. “A little mental relaxation now and then is beneficial,” the old man had said. “Besides, a judge’s good will, you know”; the rest of the thought—” is worth a rising young lawyer’s trouble—” Don Julian conveyed through a shrug and a smile that derided his own worldly wisdom. A young woman had met them at the door. It was evident from the excitement of the Judge’s children that she was a recent and very welcome arrival. In the characteristic Filipino way formal introductions had been omitted—the Judge limiting himself to a casual, Ah, ya se conocen?—with the consequence that Alfredo called her Miss Del Valle throughout the evening. He was puzzled that she should smile with evident delight every time he addressed her thus. Later Don Julian informed him that she was not the Judge’s sister, as he had supposed, but his sister-in-law, and that her name was Julia Salas. A very dignified, rather austere name, he thought. Still the young Lady should have corrected him. As it was he was greatly embarrassed and felt that he should explain. To his apology, she replied, “That is nothing,. Each time I was about to correct you, but I remembered a similar experience I had once before.” “Oh,” he drawled out, vastly relieved. “A man named Manalang—I kept calling him Manalo. After the tenth time or so, the young man rose from his seat and said suddenly, ‘Pardon me, but my name is Manalang. Manalang.’ You know, I never forgave him.” He laughed with her. “The best thing to do under the circumstances, I have found out,” she pursued, “is to pretend not to hear and to let the other person find out his mistakes without help.” “As you did this time. Still, you looked amused every time I—” “I was thinking of Mr. Manalang.” Don Julian and his uncommunicative friend, the Judge, were absorbed in a game of chess. The young man had tired of playing appreciative spectator and desultory conversationalist, so he and Julia Salas had gone off to chat in the vine-covered porch. The lone piano in the neighborhood alternately tinkled and banged away as the player’s mood altered. He listened and wondered irrelevantly if Miss Salas could sing; she had such a charming speaking voice. He was mildly surprised to note now that from her appearance she was unmistakably a sister of the Judge’s wife, although Dona Adela was of a different type altogether. She was small and plump, with wide brown eyes, clearly defined eyebrows, and delicately modeled lips—a pretty women with the complexion of a baby and the expression of likable cow. Julia was taller, not so obviously pretty. She had the same eyebrows and lips, but she was much darker, of a smooth rich brown with underlying tones of crimson which heightened the impression she gave of abundant vitality. On Sunday morning after mass, father and son would go crunching up the gravel road to the house on the hill. The Judge’s wife invariably offered them beer, which Don Julian enjoyed and Alfredo did not. After a half hour or so, the chessboard would be brought out; then Alfredo and Julia Salas would go out to the porch to chat. She sat in the low hammock and he in a rocking chair, and the hours—warm, quiet March hours—sped by. He enjoyed talking with her and it was evident that she liked his company; yet what feeling there was between them was so undisturbed that it seemed a matter of course. Only when Esperanza chanced to ask him indirectly about those visits did some uneasiness creep into his thoughts of the girl next door. Esperanza had wanted to know if he went straight home after mass. Alfredo realized that for several Sundays now he had not waited for Esperanza to come out of the church as he had been want to do. He had been eager to go “neighboring.” He answered that he went home to work. And, because he was not habitually untruthful, added, “Sometimes I go with Papa to Judge Del Valle’s.” She dropped the topic. Esperanza was not prone to indulge in unprovoked jealousies. She was a believer in the regenerative virtues of institutions, in their power to regulate feeling as well as conduct. If a man were married, why, of course he loved his wife; if he were engaged, he could not possibly love another woman. The half-lie told him what he had not admitted openly to himself; that he was giving Julia Salas something which he was not free to give. He realized that; yet something that would not be denied beckoned imperiously, and he followed on. It was so easy to forget up there, away from the prying eyes of the world, so easy and so poignantly sweet. The beloved woman, he standing close to her, the shadows around, enfolding.
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72 “Up here I find—something—” He and Julia Salas stood looking out into the quiet night. Sen-sing unwonted intensity, she laughed, womanlike, asking, “Amusement?” “No; youth—its spirit—” “Are you so old?” “And heart’s desire.” Was he becoming a poet, or is there a poet lurking in the heart of every man? “Down there,” he had continued, his voice somewhat indistinct, “the road is too broad, too trodden by feet, too barren of mystery.” Down there, beyond the ancient tamarinds, lay the road upturned to the stars. In the darkness the fireflies glimmered while an errant breeze strayed in from somewhere, bringing elusive, faraway sounds as of voices in a dream. “Mystery—” she answered lightly, “that is so brief—” “Not in some, “he added quickly, “Not in you.” “You have known me a few weeks; so the mystery.” “I could study you all my life and still will find it.” “So long?” “I should like to.” Those six weeks were now so swift-seeming in memory, yet had they been so deep in the living, so charged with compelling power and sweetness. Because neither the past nor the future had relevance or meaning, he lived only the present, day by day, lived it intensely, with such a willful shutting out of fact as astounded him in his calmer moments. Just before the Holy Week, Don Julian invited the Judge and his family to spend Sunday afternoon at Tandag, where he had a coconut plantation and a house on the beach. Carmen also came with her four energetic children. She and Dona Adela spent most of the time indoors directing the preparation of the merienda and discussing the likable absurdities of their husbands—how Carmen’s Vicente was so absorbed in his farms that he would not even take time off to accompany her on this visit to her father; how Dona Adela’s Dionisio was the most absent-minded of men, sometimes going out without his collar or with unmatched socks. After the merienda Don Julian sauntered off with the Judge to show him that a thriving young coconut looked like “plenty of leaves, close-set, rich green—” while the children, convoyed by Julia Salas, found unending entertainment in the rippling sand left by the ebbing tide. They were far down, walking at the edge of the water, indistinctly outlined against the gray of outcurving beach. Alfredo left his perch on the bamboo ladder of the house and followed. Here were her footsteps, narrow, arched. He laughed at himself for his black canvas footgear which he removed forthwith and tossed up on dry sand. When he came up, she flushed, then smiled with frank pleasure. “I hope you are enjoying this,” he said with a questioning inflection. “Very much. It looks like home to me except that we do not have such lovely beach.” There was a breeze from the water. It blew the hair away from her forehead and whipped the tucked-up skirt around her straight, slender figure. In the picture was something of eager freedom, as of wings poised in flight. The girl had grace, more compelling because it was an inner quality, an achievement of the spirit. The lure was there, of naturalness, of an alert vitality of mind and body, of a thoughtful, sunny temper, and of piquant perverseness which is sauce to charm. “The afternoon has seemed very short, hasn’t it?” Then: “This, I think, is the last time—we can visit.” “The last? Why?” “Oh, you will be too busy perhaps.” He noted an evasive quality in the answer. “Do I seem especially industrious to you?” “If you are, you never look it.” “How do I look?” “Not perspiring or breathless, as a busy man ought to be.” “But—” “Always unhurried, too unhurried, and calm.” She smiled to herself. She waited. “A man is happier if he is, as you say, calm and placid.” “Like a carabao in a mud pool,” she retorted perversely. “Who? I?” “Oh, no!” “You said I am calm and placid.” “That is what I think.” “I used to think so too. Shows how little we know ourselves.” It was strange to him that he should be wooing thus: with tone and look and covert phrase. “I should like to see your hometown.” “There is nothing to see—little crooked streets, vunut roofs with ferns growing on them, and sometimes squashes.” That was the background: It made her seem less detached, less unrelated, yet with at more distant, as if that background claimed her and excluded him.
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73 “Nothing? There is you.” “Oh, me? But I am here.” “I will not go, of course, until you are there.” “Will you come? You will find it dull. There isn’t even one American there!” “Well—Americans are rather essential to my entertainment.” She laughed. “We live on Calle Luz, a little street with trees.” “Could I find that?” “If you don’t ask for Miss Del Valle,” she smiled teasingly. “I’ll inquire about—” “What?” “The house of the prettiest girl in the town.” “There is where you will lose your way.” Then she turned serious. “Now, that is not quite sincere.” “It is,” he averred slowly but emphatically. “I thought you, at least, would not say such things.” “Pretty—pretty—a foolish word! But there is none other more handy. I did not mean that quite—” “Are you withdrawing the compliment?” “Reinforcing it, maybe. Something is pretty when it pleases the eye—it is more than that when—“ “If it saddens?” She interrupted hastily. “Exactly.” “It must be ugly.” “Always?” Toward the west the sunlight lay on the dimming waters in a broad, glinting streamer of crimsoned gold. “No, of course. You are right.” “Why did you say this is the last time?”” he asked quietly as they turned back. “I am going home.” “When?” after a long silence. “Tomorrow. I received a letter from Father and Mother yesterday. They want me to spend the Holy Week at home.” She seemed to be waiting for him to speak. “That is why I said this is the last time.” “Can’t I come to say goodbye?” “Oh, you don’t need to!” “No; but I want to.” “There is no time.” The golden streamer was withdrawing, shortening, until it was no more than a pool far away at the rim of the world. Stillness, a vibrant quiet that affects the senses as does solemn harmony; a peace that is not contentment but a cessation of tumult when all violence of feeling tones down to the wistful serenity of regret. She turned and looked into his face, in her dark eyes a ghost of sunset sadness. “Home seems so far from here. This is almost like another life.” “I know. This is elsewhere, and yet, strange enough. I cannot get rid of the old things.” “Old things?” “Oh, old things, mistakes, encumbrances, old baggage.” He said it lightly, unwilling to mar the hour. He walked close, his hand sometimes touching hers for one whirling second. Don Julian’s nasal summons came to them on the wind. Alfredo gripped the soft hand so near his own. At his touch, the girl turned her face away, but he heard her voice say very low, “Goodbye.” II Alfredo Salazar turned to the right where, farther on, the road broadened and entered the heart of town—heart of Chinese stores sheltered under low-hung roofs, of indolent drugstores and tailor shops, of dingy shoe-repairing establishments, and a cluttered goldsmith’s cubbyhole where a consumptive bent over a magnifying lens; heart of old brick-roofed houses with quaint hand-and-ball knockers on the door; heart of grass-grown plaza reposeful with trees, of ancient church and convento, now circled by swallows gliding in flight as smooth and soft as the afternoon itself. Into the quickly deepening twilight, the voice of the biggest of the church bells kept ringing its insistent summons. Flocking came the devout with their long wax candles, young women in vivid apparel (for this was Holy Thursday and the Lord was still alive), older women in sober black skirts. Came too the young men in droves, elbowing each other under the talisay tree near the church door. The gaily decked rice-paper lanterns were again on display while from the windows of the older houses hung colored glass globes, heirlooms from a day when grass wicks floating in coconut oil were the chief lighting device.
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74 Soon a double row of lights emerged from the church and uncoiled down the length of the street like a huge jeweled band studded with glittering clusters where the saints’ platforms were. Above the measured music rose the untutored voices of the choir steeped in incense and the acrid fumes of burning wax. The sight of Esperanza and her mother sedately pacing behind Our Lady of Sorrows suddenly destroyed the illusion of continuity and broke up those lines of light into component individuals. Esperanza stiffened self-consciously, tried to look unaware, and could not. The line moved on. Suddenly, Alfredo’s slow blood began to beat violently, irregularly. A girl was coming down the line—a girl that was striking, and vividly alive, the woman that could cause violent commotion in his heart, yet had no place in the completed ordering of his life. Her glance of abstracted devotion fell on him and came to a brief stop. The line kept moving on, wending its circuitous route away from the church and then back again, where, according to the old proverb, all processions end. At last our Lady of Sorrows entered the church, and with her the priest and the choir whose voices now echoed from the arched ceiling. The bells rang the close of the procession. A round orange moon, “huge as a winnowing basket,” rose lazily into a clear sky, whitening the iron roofs and dimming the lanterns at the windows. Along the still densely shadowed streets the young women with their rearguard of males littered and, maybe, took the longest way home. Toward the end of the row of Chinese stores, he caught up with Julia Salas. The crowd had dispersed into the side streets, leaving the Calle Real to those who lived farther out. It was past eight, and Esperanza would be expecting him in a little while; yet the thought did not hurry him as he said “Good evening” and fell into step with the girl. “I had been thinking all this time that you had gone,” he said in a voice that was both excited and troubled. “No; my sister asked me to stay until they are ready to go.” “Oh, is the Judge going?” “Yes.” The provincial docket had been cleared, and Judge Del Valle had been assigned elsewhere. As lawyer—and as lover—Alfredo had found that out long before. “Mr. Salazar,” she broke into the silence. “I wish to congratulate you. Her tone told him that she had learned, at last. That was inevitable. “For what?” “For your approaching wedding.” Some explanation was due her, surely. Yet what could he say that would not offend? “I should have offered congratulations long before, but you know mere visitors are slow about getting the news,” she continued. He listened not so much to what she said as to the nuances in her voice. He heard nothing to enlighten him except that she had reverted to the formal tones of early acquaintance. No revelation there; simply the old voice—cool, almost detached from personality, flexible, and vibrant suggesting potentialities of song. “Are weddings interesting to you?” he finally brought out quietly. “When they are of friends, yes.” “Would you come if I asked you?” “When is it going to be?” “May,” he replied briefly, after a long pause. “May is the month of happiness, they say,” she said, with what seemed to him a shade of irony. “They say,” slowly, indifferently. “Would you come?” “Why not?” “No reason. I am just asking. Then you will?” “If you ask me,” she said with disdain. “Then I ask you.” “Then I will be there.” The gravel road lay before them; at the road’s end, the lighted windows of the house on the hill. There swept over the spirit of Alfredo Salazar a longing so keen that it was pain, a wish that that house were his, that all the bewilderment of the present were not, and that this woman by his side were his long-wedded wife, returning with him to the peace of home. “Julia,” he said in his slow, thoughtful manner, “did you ever have to choose between something you wanted to do and something you had to do?” “No!” “I thought maybe you have had that experience; then you could understand a man who was in such a situation.” “You are fortunate,” he pursued when she did not answer. “Is—is this man sure of what he should do?” “I don’t know, Julia. Perhaps not. But there is a point where a thing escapes us and rushes downwards of its own weight, dragging us along. Then it is foolish to ask whether one will or will not, because it no longer depends on him. “But then why—why—” her muffled voice came. “Oh, what do I know? That is his problem after all.” “Doesn’t it—interest you?”



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



75 “Why must it? I—I have to say goodbye, Mr. Salazar; we are at the house.” Without lifting her eyes she quickly turned and walked away. Had the final word been said? He wondered. It had. Yet a feeble flutter of hope trembled in his mind, though set against that hope were three years of engagement, a very near wedding,perfect understanding between the parents, his own conscience, and Esperanza herself— Esperanza waiting, Esperanza no longer young, Esperanza the efficient, the literal-minded, the intensely acquisitive. He looked attentively at her where she sat on the sofa, appraisingly and with a kind of aversion which he tried to control. She was one of those fortunate women who have the gift of uniformly acceptable appearance.She never surprised one with unexpected homeliness nor with startling reserves of beauty. At home, in church, on the street, she was always herself, a woman past first bloom, light and clear of complexion, spare of arms and of breast, with a slight convexity to thin throat; a woman dressed with self-conscious care, even elegance; a woman distinctly not average. She was pursuing an indignant relation about something or other, something about Calixta, their note-carrier. Alfredo perceived, so he merely half-listened, understanding imperfectly. At a pause he drawled out to fill in the gap, “Well, what of it?” The remark sounded ruder than he had intended. “She is not married to him,” Esperanza insisted in her thin, nervously pitched voice. “Besides, she should have thought of us. Nanay practically brought her up. We never thought she would turn out bad.” What had Calixta done? Homely, middle-aged Calixta? “You are very positive about her badness,” he commented dryly. Esperanza was always positive. “Who would not be! Do you mean to say you approve of what she has done?” “Of what?” “What she did.” “No,” Indifferently. “Well?” He was suddenly impelled by a desire to disturb the unvexed orthodoxy of her mind. “All I say is that it is not necessarily wicked.” “Why shouldn’t it be? You talk like an—immoral man. I did not know that your ideas were like that.” “My ideas?” he retorted, goaded by a deep, accumulated exasperation. “The only test I wish to apply to conduct is the test of fairness. Am I injuring anybody? No? Then I am justified in my conscience. I am right.” “She has injured us. She was ungrateful.” Her voice was tight with resentment. “The trouble with you, Esperanza, is that you are—” he stopped, appalled by the passion in his voice. “Why do you get angry? I do not understand you at all! I think I know why you have been indifferent to me lately. I am not blind, or deaf; I see and hear what perhaps some are trying to keep from me.” The blood surged into his very eyes, and his hearing sharpened to points of acute pain. What could she say next? “Why don’t you speak out frankly before it is too late? You need not think of me and of what people will say.” Her voice trembled. Alfredo was suffering as he could not remember ever having suffered before. What will people say—what will they not say? What do they say when long engagements are broken almost on the eve of the wedding? “Yes,” he said hesitatingly, indifferently, as if merely thinking aloud, “one tries to be fair—according to his lights—but it is hard. One would like to be fair to oneself first. But that is not too easy, one does not dare—” “What do you mean?” she asked with suppressed violence. “Whatever my shortcomings, and no doubt they are many in your eyes, I have never gone out of my way, out of my place, to find a man.” Did she mean by this irrelevant remark that was he who had sought her; or was that a covert attack on Julia Salas? “Esperanza—” a desperate plea lay in his stumbling words, “I—you—suppose I—” Yet how could a mere man word such a plea? “If you mean you want to take back your word, if you are tired of—why don’t you tell me you are tired of me?” she burst out in a storm of weeping that left him completely shamed and unnerved. The last word had been said. III As Alfredo Salazar leaned against the boat rail to watch the evening settling over the lake, he wondered if Esperanza would attribute any significance to this trip of his. He was supposed to be in Santa Cruz whither the case of the People of the Philippine Islands vs. Belina et al. had called him, and there he would have been if Brigida Samuy had not been so important to the defense. He had to find that elusive old woman. That the search was leading him to that particular lake town which was Julia Salas’ home should not disturb him unduly. Yet he was disturbed to a degree utterly out of proportion to the prosaism of his errand. That inner tumult was no surprise to him; in the last eight years he had become used to such occasional storms. He had long realized that he could not forget Julia Salas. Still, he had tried to be content and not to remember too much; for where remembrance is too painful and futile, one would prefer to forget. The climber of mountains who has known the backbreak, the lonesomeness, and the chill finds a certain restfulness in level paths made easy to his feet. He looks up sometimes from the valley where settles the dusk of evening, but he knows he must not heed the radiant beckoning. Maybe in time he would cease even to look up.
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76 He was not unhappy in his marriage. He felt no rebellion, only the calm of capitulation to what he recognized as irresistible forces of circumstance and of character. His life had simply ordered itself; no more struggles, no more stirring up of emotions that got a man nowhere. From his capacity of complete detachment he derived a strange solace. The essential himself, the himself that had its being in the core of his thought, would, he reflected, always be free and alone. When claims encroached too insistently, as sometimes they did, he retreated into the inner fastness, and from that vantage he saw things and people around him as remote and alien, as incidents that did not matter. At such times did Esperanza feel baffled and helpless; he was gentle, even tender, but immeasurably far away, beyond her reach. Lights were springing into life on the shore. That was the town, a little up-tilted town resting in the dark greenness of the groves. A shrub-crested belfry stood beside the ancient church. On the outskirts the evening smudges glowed red through the sinuous mists of smoke that rose and lost themselves in the shadows of the hills. There was a young moon which grew slowly luminous as the coral tints in the sky darkened into the blues of evening. The vessel approached the landing quietly, trailing a wake of long ripples on the dark water. Peculiar hill inflections came to the ears from the crowd assembled to meet the boat—slow, singing cadences characteristic of the Laguna lakeshore speech. From where he stood he could not distinguish faces, so he had no way of knowing whether the presidente was there to meet him or not. Just then a voice shouted. “Is the abogado there? Abogado!” “What abogado?” someone irately asked. “Salazar.” That must be the presidente, he thought, and he went down to the landing. It was a policeman, a tall pock-marked individual. The presidente had left with Brigida Samuy—Tandang Binday—that noon for Santa Cruz. Senor Salazar’s second letter had arrived late, but the wife had read it and said, “Go and meet the abogado and invite him to our house.” Alfredo Salazar courteously declined the invitation. He would sleep on board since the boat would leave at four the next morning anyway. So the presidente had received his first letter? Alfredo did not know because that official had not sent an answer. “Yes.” the policeman replied, “but he could not write because we heard that Tandang Binday was in San Antonio, so we went there to look for her.” San Antonio was up in the hills! Good man, the presidente. He, Alfredo, must do something for him. It was not every day that one met with such willingness to help. Eight o’clock,, lugubriously tolled from the bell tower, found the boat settled into a somnolent quiet. A cot had been brought out and spread for him, but it was too bare to be inviting at that hour. It was too early to sleep; he would walk around the town. His heart beat faster as he picked his way to shore over the rafts made fast to sundry piles driven into the water. How peaceful the town was! Here and there a little tienda was still open, its dim light issuing forlornly through the single window which served as counter. An occasional couple sauntered by, the woman’s chinelas making scraping sounds. From a distance came the shrill voices of children playing games on the street—tubigan perhaps, or hawk-andchicken. The thought of Julia Salas in that quiet place filled him with sadness. How would life seem now if he had married Julia Salas? Had he meant anything to her? That unforgettable redand-gold afternoon in early April haunted him with a sense of incompleteness as restless as other unlaid ghosts. She had not married—why? Faithfulness, he reflected, was not a conscious effort at regretful memory. It was something unvolitional, maybe a recurrent awareness of irreplaceability. Irrelevant trifles—at times move him to an oddly irresistible impulse to listen as to an insistent, unfinished prayer. A few inquiries led him to a certain little tree-ceilinged street where the round moon wove indistinct filigrees of light and shadow. In the gardens the cotton tree threw its angular shadow athwart the low stone wall; and in the cool, still midnight the cock’s first call would rise in tall, soaring jets of sound. Calle Luz. Somehow or other he had known that he would find her house because she would surely be sitting at the window. Where else, before bedtime on a moonlit night? The house was low and the light in the sala behind her threw her head into unmistakable relief. He sensed rather than saw her start in vivid surprise. “Good evening,” he said, raising his hat. “Good evening. Oh! Are you in town?” “On some little business,” he answered with a feeling of painful constraint. “Won’t you come up?” He considered. His vague plans had not included this, but Julia Salas had left the window, calling to her mother as she did so. After a while someone came downstairs with a lighted candle to open the door. At last—he was greeting the old people. He was looking at her, he was shaking her hand. She had not changed much—a little less slender, not so eagerly alive, yet—something had gone. He missed it, sitting opposite her, looking thoughtfully into her fine dark eyes. She asked him about the hometown, about this and that, in a sober, somewhat meditative tone. He conversed with increasing ease, though with growing wonder that he should be there at all. He could not take his eyes from her face. What had she lost? Or was the loss his? He felt an impersonal curiosity creeping into his gaze. The girl must have noticed, for her cheek had darkened in a blush. Gently—was it experimentally?—he pressed her hand at parting; but his own felt as undisturbed and emotionless as a clod. Did she still care? The answer to the question hardly interested him. The young moon had set, and from the uninviting cot he could see one-half of the star-studded sky. So that was all over.
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77 Why, why had he obstinately clung to that dream from the weariness of actuality? And now, mere actuality had robbed him of the dream. So all these years—since when?—he had been seeing the light of dead stars, long extinguished, yet seemingly still in their appointed places in the heavens. An immense sadness as of loss invaded his spirit, a vast homesickness for some immutable refuge of the heart far away where faded gardens bloom again and where live on in unchanging freshness the dear, dead loves of vanished youth.
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NOTES ON Dead Stars ABOUT PAZ MARQUEZ BENITEZ (1894-1983) r r r r r r



Born in Lucena,Tayabas (now Quezon Province) Graduated with a BA degree from UP in 1912 1919-1924: was editor of Woman’s Journal 1923: appointed instructor of English at the UP College of Liberal Arts “Dead Stars” is acknowledged as the first story written in English in the Philippines Other works: “Stepping Stone,” “Half a Life,” “Courtship Child,” and “The Fool”



FORMAL LITERARY TERMS TO CONSIDER IN THIS STORY media res objective correlative flashback metaphor epiphany



ANALYZING THE STORY r the story begins in __________________, which is the common beginning for most modern short stories r the beginning is peculiar for the rapidity of narrative “travel” the reader undergoes (almost like a psychological bullet) “air-steeped outdoors” open windows room “envelope him” “stealing into his very thoughts” r just as we begin stirring deep in the male character’s thoughts, we “pull out,” and slowly we begin to notice, through the man’s eyes, other things going on around him:



What kind of picture do we get here? A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



79 r and then we hear a “tranquil murmur of conversation coming from the brick-tiled azotea”



r from the conversation between Carmen and Don Julian, we get a fuller background of the story 1. that there is a man named Alfredo 2. that there is an impending marriage, but Alfredo is indecisive 3. that Alfredo is 30+ years old (what is the implication of this in 1928?) 4. that Esperanza is “not hurrying either” (due to what?) 5. that Alfredo was once enthusiastic, but now he cannot understand the surging emotions he once had (“a wonder not unmixed with shame”), that the craving for Esperanza was “a hunger not of the body nor of the mind.” r a psychological portrait of Alfredo Salazar (a) what was love for Alfredo?



(b) how does Don Julian see him?



(c) how does Carmen see him?



(d) if Alfredo is our story’s “hero,” what kind of a hero is he?



r after sixteen paragraphs, something “momentous” happens r Alfredo’s “journey”:
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when Alfredo sees the house of Judge del Valle, he gets his first flashback, and we get a glimpse of what has happened before: 1. how do Alfredo and Julia Salas meet? 2. how would you characterize their meeting? 3. what is the significance of talking in the porch? 4. how is Julia Salas compared to Esperanza? 5. how does the Tandag picnic push their liaison further? 6. what happens when Alfrdo and Julia finally “part” at the end of Part 1 and at the beginning of Part 2?



r the theme for the story may be coded in this sentence from Alfredo to Julia Salas: “Julia, did you ever have to choose between something you wanted to do and something you had to do?” [emphasis mine] r what are the given “resolutions” for the story? 1. Alfredo must follow what is expected of him 2. Alfredo must follow his heart Do these two resolutions work? r why “dead stars”?
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Nick Joaquin



May Day Eve



T



he old people had ordered that the dancing should stop at ten o’clock but it was almost midnight before the carriages came filing up the departing guests, while the girls who were staying were promptly herded upstairs to the bedrooms, the young men gathering around to wish them a good night and lamenting their ascent with mock signs and moaning, proclaiming themselves disconsolate but straightway going off to finish the punch and the brandy though they were quite drunk already and simply bursting with wild spirits, merriment, arrogance and audacity, for they were young bucks newly arrived from Europe; the ball had been in their honor; and they had waltzed and polka-ed and bragged and swaggered and flirted all night and where in no mood to sleep yet—no, caramba, not on this moist tropic eve! not on this mystic May eve!—with the night still young and so seductive that it was madness not to go out, not to go forth—and serenade the neighbors! cried one; and swim in the Pasig! cried another; and gather fireflies! cried a third—whereupon there arose a great clamor for coats and capes, for hats and canes, and they were a couple of streetlamps flickered and a last carriage rattled away upon the cobbles while the blind black houses muttered hush-hush, their tile roofs looming like sinister chessboards against a wile sky murky with clouds, save where an evil young moon prowled about in a corner or where a murderous wind whirled, whistling and whining, smelling now of the sea and now of the summer orchards and wafting unbearable childhood fragrances or ripe guavas to the young men trooping so uproariously down the street that the girls who were desiring upstairs in the bedrooms catered screaming to the windows, crowded giggling at the windows, but were soon sighing amorously over those young men bawling below; over those wicked young men and their handsome apparel, their proud flashing eyes, and their elegant mustaches so black and vivid in the moonlight that the girls were quite ravished with love, and began crying to one another how carefree were men but how awful to be a girl and what a horrid, horrid world it was, till old Anastasia plucked them off by the ear or the pigtail and chases them off to bed—while from up the street came the clackety-clack of the watchman’s boots on the cobble and the clang-clang of his lantern against his knee, and the mighty roll of his great voice booming through the night, “Guardia serno-o-o! A las doce han dado-o-o.” And it was May again, said the old Anastasia. It was the first day of May and witches were abroad in the night, she said—for it was a night of divination, and night of lovers, and those who cared might peer into a mirror and would there behold the face of whoever it was they were fated to marry, said the old Anastasia as she hobble about picking up the piled crinolines and folding up shawls and raking slippers in corner while the girls climbing into four great poster-beds that overwhelmed the room began shrieking with terror, scrambling over each other and imploring the old woman not to frighten them. “Enough, enough, Anastasia! We want to sleep!” “Go scare the boys instead, you old witch!” “She is not a witch, she is a maga. She is a maga. She was born of Christmas Eve!” “St. Anastasia, virgin and martyr.” “Huh? Impossible! She has conquered seven husbands! Are you a virgin, Anastasia?” “No, but I am seven times a martyr because of you girls!” “Let her prophesy, let her prophesy! Whom will I marry, old gypsy? Come, tell me.” “You may learn in a mirror if you are not afraid.” “I am not afraid, I will go,” cried the young cousin Agueda, jumping up in bed. “Girls, girls—we are making too much noise! My mother will hear and will come and pinch us all. Agueda, lie down! And you Anastasia, I command you to shut your mouth and go away!” ○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



National Artist NICK JOAQUIN is regarded by many as the most distinguished Filipino writer in English writing so variedly and so well about so many aspects of the Filipino. Nick Joaquin has also enriched the English language with critics coining “Joaquinesque” to describe his baroque Spanish-flavored English or his reinventions of English based on Filipinisms. Aside from his handling of language, Joaquin’s significance in Philippine literature involves his exploration of the Philippine colonial past under Spain and his probing into the psychology of social changes as seen by the young, as exemplified in stories such as “Doña Jeronima,” “Candido’s Apocalypse,” and “The Order of Melchizedek.” Joaquin has written plays, novels, poems, short stories, and essays, including reportage and journalism. Among his voluminous works are The Woman Who Had Two Navels, A Portrait of the Artist as Filipino, Manila, My Manila: A History for the Young, The Ballad of the Five Battles, Rizal in Saga, Almanac for Manileños, and Cave and Shadows.
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82 ”Your mother told me to stay here all night, my grand lady!” “And I will not lie down!” cried the rebellious Agueda, leaping to the floor. “Stay, old woman. Tell me what I have to do.” “Tell her! Tell her!” chimed the other girls. The old woman dropped the clothes she had gathered and approached and fixed her eyes on the girl. “You must take a candle,” she instructed, “and go into a room that is dark and that has a mirror in it and you must be alone in the room. Go up to the mirror and close your eyes and shy: Mirror, mirror, show to me him whose woman I will be. If all goes right, just above your left shoulder will appear the face of the man you will marry.” A silence. Then: “And what if all does not go right?” asked Agueda. “Ah, then the Lord have mercy on you!” “Why.” “Because you may see—the Devil!” The girls screamed and clutched one another, shivering. “But what nonsense!” cried Agueda. “This is the year 1847. There are no devil anymore!” Nevertheless she had turned pale. “But where could I go, huh? Yes, I know! Down to the sala. It has that big mirror and no one is there now.” “No, Agueda, no! It is a mortal sin! You will see the devil!” “I do not care! I am not afraid! I will go!” “Oh, you wicked girl! Oh, you mad girl!” “If you do not come to bed, Agueda, I will call my mother.” “And if you do I will tell her who came to visit you at the convent last March. Come, old woman—give me that candle. I go.” “Oh girls—give me that candle, I go.” But Agueda had already slipped outside; was already tiptoeing across the hall; her feet bare and her dark hair falling down her shoulders and streaming in the wind as she fled down the stairs, the lighted candle sputtering in one hand while with the other she pulled up her white gown from her ankles. She paused breathless in the doorway to the sala and her heart failed her. She tried to imagine the room filled again with lights, laughter, whirling couples, and the jolly jerky music of the fiddlers. But, oh, it was a dark den, a weird cavern for the windows had been closed and the furniture stacked up against the walls. She crossed herself and stepped inside. The mirror hung on the wall before her; a big antique mirror with a gold frame carved into leaves and flowers and mysterious curlicues. She saw herself approaching fearfully in it: a small while ghost that the darkness bodied forth— but not willingly, not completely, for her eyes and hair were so dark that the face approaching in the mirror seemed only a mask that floated forward; a bright mask with two holes gaping in it, blown forward by the white cloud of her gown. But when she stood before the mirror she lifted the candle level with her chin and the dead mask bloomed into her living face. She closed her eyes and whispered the incantation. When she had finished such a terror took hold of her that she felt unable to move, unable to open her eyes and thought she would stand there forever, enchanted. But she heard a step behind her, and a smothered giggle, and instantly opened her eyes. “And what did you see, Mama? Oh, what was it?” But Doña Agueda had forgotten the little girl on her lap: she was staring pass the curly head nestling at her breast and seeing herself in the big mirror hanging in the room. It was the same room and the same mirror out the face she now saw in it was an old face—a hard, bitter, vengeful face, framed in graying hair, and so sadly altered, so sadly different from that other face like a white mask, that fresh young face like a pure mask than she had brought before this mirror one wild May Day midnight years and years ago.... “But what was it Mama? Oh please go on! What did you see?” Doña Agueda looked down at her daughter but her face did not soften though her eyes filled with tears. “I saw the devil,” she said bitterly. The child blanched. “The devil, Mama? Oh... Oh...” “Yes, my love. I opened my eyes and there in the mirror, smiling at me over my left shoulder, was the face of the devil.” “Oh, my poor little Mama! And were you very frightened?” “You can imagine. And that is why good little girls do not look into mirrors except when their mothers tell them. You must stop this naughty habit, darling, of admiring yourself in every mirror you pass—or you may see something frightful some day.” “But the devil, Mama—what did he look like?” “Well, let me see... he has curly hair and a scar on his cheek—”
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83 “Like the scar of Papa?” “Well, yes. But this of the devil was a scar of sin, while that of your Papa is a scar of honor. Or so he says.” “Go on about the devil.” “Well, he had mustaches.” “Like those of Papa?” “Oh, no. Those of your Papa are dirty and graying and smell horribly of tobacco, while these of the devil were very black and elegant—oh, how elegant!” “And did he speak to you, Mama?” “Yes… Yes, he spoke to me,” said Doña Agueda. And bowing her graying head, she wept. “Charms like yours have no need for a candle, fair one,” he had said, smiling at her in the mirror and stepping back to give her a low mocking bow. She had whirled around and glared at him and he had burst into laughter. “But I remember you!” he cried. “You are Agueda, whom I left a mere infant and came home to find a tremendous beauty, and I danced a waltz with you but you would not give me the polka.” “Let me pass,” she muttered fiercely, for he was barring the way. “But I want to dance the polka with you, fair one,” he said. So they stood before the mirror; their panting breath the only sound in the dark room; the candle shining between them and flinging their shadows to the wall. And young Badoy Montiya (who had crept home very drunk to pass out quietly in bed) suddenly found himself cold sober and very much awake and ready for anything. His eyes sparkled and the scar on his face gleamed scarlet. “Let me pass!” she cried again, in a voice of fury, but he grasped her by the wrist. “No,” he smiled. “Not until we have danced.” “Go to the devil!” “What a temper has my serrana!” “I am not your serrana!” “Whose, then? Someone I know? Someone I have offended grievously? Because you treat me, you treat all my friends like your mortal enemies.” “And why not?” she demanded, jerking her wrist away and flashing her teeth in his face. “Oh, how I detest you, you pompous young men! You go to Europe and you come back elegant lords and we poor girls are too tame to please you. We have no grace like the Parisiennes, we have no fire like the Sevillians, and we have no salt, no salt, no salt! Aie, how you weary me, how you bore me, you fastidious men!” “Come, come—how do you know about us?” “I was not admiring myself, sir!” “You were admiring the moon perhaps?” “Oh!” she gasped, and burst into tears. The candle dropped from her hand and she covered her face and sobbed piteously. The candle had gone out and they stood in darkness, and young Badoy was conscience-stricken. “Oh, do not cry, little one! Oh, please forgive me! Please do not cry! But what a brute I am! I was drunk, little one, I was drunk and knew not what I said.” He groped and found her hand and touched it to his lips. She shuddered in her white gown. “Let me go,” she moaned, and tugged feebly. “No. Say you forgive me first. Say you forgive me, Agueda.” But instead she pulled his hand to her mouth and bit it—bit so sharply in the knuckles that he cried with pain and lashed cut with his other hand—lashed out and hit the air, for she was gone, she had fled, and he heard the rustling of her skirts up the stairs as he furiously sucked his bleeding fingers. Cruel thoughts raced through his head: he would go and tell his mother and make her turn the savage girl out of the house—or he would go himself to the girl’s room and drag her out of bed and slap, slap, slap her silly face! But at the same time he was thinking that they were all going to Antipolo in the morning and was already planning how he would maneuver himself into the same boat with her. Oh, he would have his revenge, he would make her pay, that little harlot! She should suffer for this, he thought greedily, licking his bleeding knuckles. But—Judas! He remembered her bare shoulders: gold in her candlelight and delicately furred. He saw the mobile insolence of her neck, and her taut breasts steady in the fluid gown. Son of a Turk, but she was quite enchanting! How could she think she had no fire or grace? And no salt? An arroba she had of it! “... No lack of salt in the chrism At the moment of thy baptism!” He sang aloud in the dark room and suddenly realized that he had fallen madly in love with her. He ached intensely to see her again—at once!—to touch her hands and her hair; to hear her harsh voice. He ran to the window and flung open the casements and the beauty of the night struck him back like a blow. It was May, it was summer, and he was young—young!—and deliriously in love. Such a happiness welled up within him that the tears spurted from his eyes. But he did not forgive her—no! He would still make her pay, he would still have his revenge, he thought viciously, and kissed his wounded fingers. But what a night it had been! “I will never forge this night!” he thought aloud in an awed voice, standing by the window in the dark room, the tears in his eyes and the wind in his hair and his bleeding knuckles pressed to his mouth.
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84 But, alas, the heart forgets; the heart is distracted; and May time passes; summer lends; the storms break over the rot-ripe orchards and the heart grows old; while the hours, the days, the months, and the years pile up and pile up, till the mind becomes too crowded, too confused: dust gathers in it; cobwebs multiply; the walls darken and fall into ruin and decay; the memory perished... and there came a time when Don Badoy Montiya walked home through a May Day midnight without remembering, without even caring to remember, being merely concerned in feeling his way across the street with his cane; his eyes having grown quite dim and his legs uncertain—for he was old; he was over sixty; he was a very stopped and shivered old man with white hair and mustaches coming home from a secret meeting of conspirators; his mind still resounding with the speeches and his patriot heart still exultant as he picked his way up the steps to the front door and inside into the slumbering darkness of the house; wholly unconscious of the May night, till on his way down the hall, chancing to glance into the sala, he shuddered, he stopped, his blood ran cold—for he had seen a face in the mirror there—a ghostly candlelight face with the eyes closed and the lips moving, a face that he suddenly felt he had been there before though it was a full minutes before the lost memory came flowing, came tiding back, so overflooding the actual moment and so swiftly washing away the piled hours and days and months and years that he was left suddenly young again; he was a gay young buck again, lately came from Europe; he had been dancing all night; he was very drunk; he s stepped in the doorway; he saw a face in the dark; he called out...and the lad standing before the mirror (for it was a lad) in the night who jumped with fright and almost dropped his candle, but looking around and seeing the old man, laughed out with relief and came running. “Oh Grandpa, how you frightened me.” Don Badoy had turned very pale. “So it was you, you young bandit! And what is all this, hey? What are you doing down here at this hour?” “Nothing, Grandpa. I was only... I am only...” “Yes, you are the great Señor only and how delighted I am to make your acquaintance, Señor Only! But if I break this cane on your head, your maga wish you were someone else, Sir!” “It was just foolishness, Grandpa. They told me I would see my wife.” “Wife? What wife?” “Mine. The boys at school said I would see her if I looked in a mirror tonight and said: Mirror, mirror show to me her whose lover I will be.” Don Badoy cackled ruefully. He took the boy by the hair, pulled him along into the room, sat down on a chair, and drew the boy between his knees. “Now, put your cane down the floor, son, and let us talk this over. So you want your wife already, hey? You want to see her in advance, hey? But so you know that these are wicked games and that wicked boys who play them are in danger of seeing horrors?” “Well, the boys did warn me I might see a witch instead.” “Exactly! A witch so horrible you may die of fright. And she will bewitch you, she will torture you, she will eat your heart and drink your blood!” “Oh, come now Grandpa. This is 1890. There are no witches anymore.” “Oh—ho, my young Voltaire! And what if I tell you that I myself have seen a witch.” “You? Where?” “Right in this room—and right in that mirror,” said the old man, and his playful voice had turned savage. “When, Grandpa?” “Not so long ago. When I was a bit older than you. Oh, I was a vain fellow and though I was feeling very sick that night and merely wanted to lie down somewhere and die, I could not pass that doorway of course without stopping to see in the mirror what I looked like when dying. But when I poked my head in, what should I see in the mirror but... but...” “The witch?” “Exactly!” “And then she bewitch you, Grandpa?” “She bewitched me and she tortured me. She ate my heart and drank my blood,” said the old man bitterly. “Oh, my poor little Grandpa! Why have you never told me! And she very horrible?” “Horrible? God, no—she was the most beautiful creature I have ever seen! Her eyes were somewhat like yours but her hair was like black waters and her golden shoulders were bare. My God, she was enchanting! But I should have known—I should have known even then—the dark and fatal creature she was!” A silence. Then: “What a horrid mirror this is, Grandpa,” whispered the boy. “What makes you slay that, hey?” “Well, you saw this witch in it. And Mama once told me that Grandma once told her that Grandma once saw the devil in this mirror. Was it of the scare that Grandma died?” Don Badoy started. For a moment he had forgotten that she was dead, that she had perished—the poor Agueda; that they were at peace at last, the two of them, her tired body at rest; her broken body set free at last from the brutal pranks of the earth—from the trap of a May night; from the snare of summer; from the terrible silver nets of the moon.
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85 She had been a mere heap of white hair and bones in the end: a whimpering withered consumptive, lashing out with her cruel tongue; her eye like live coals; her face like ashes... Now, nothing—nothing save a name on a stone; save a stone in a graveyard—nothing! was left of the young girl who had flamed so vividly in a mirror one wild May Day midnight, long, long ago. And remembering how she had sobbed so piteously; remembering how she had bitten his hand and fled and how he had sung aloud in the dark room and surprised his heart in the instant of falling in love: such a grief tore up his throat and eyes that he felt ashamed before the boy; pushed the boy away; stood up and looked out—looked out upon the medieval shadows of the foul street where a couple of street-lamps flickered and a last carriage was rattling away upon the cobbles, while the blind black houses muttered hush-hush, their tiled roofs looming like sinister chessboards against a wild sky murky with clouds, save where an evil old moon prowled about in a corner or where a murderous wind whirled, whistling and whining, smelling now of the sea and now of the summer orchards and wafting unbearable the window; the bowed old man sobbing so bitterly at the window; the tears streaming down his cheeks and the wind in his hair and one hand pressed to his mouth—while from up the street came the clackety-clack of the watchman’s boots on the cobbles, and the clang-clang of his lantern against his knee, and the mighty roll of his voice booming through the night: “Guardia sereno-o-o! A las doce han dado-o-o!”
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NOTES ON May Day Eve ABOUT NICK JOAQUIN (1917- 2004) r a National Artist for Literature r born in Manila r his pen name is Quijano de Manila, which he uses for his journalistic works r has contributed three literary texts considered as true classics of Philippine literature: the short story “The Summer Solstice” (1947), the play Portrait of the Artist as a Filipino (1955), and the novel The Woman Who Had Two Navels (1961). Other famous works include Cave and Shadows (a novel), “Three Generations,” “Dona Jeronima,” “At the Picnic,” and “The Legend of the Dying Wanton.”



CHARACTERISTICS OF A NICK JOAQUIN STORY 1. _____________________________________________________________________________ 2. _____________________________________________________________________________ 3. _____________________________________________________________________________ 4. _____________________________________________________________________________ 5. _____________________________________________________________________________



FORMAL LITERARY TERMS TO CONSIDER IN THIS STORY flashback and flashforward atmosphere point of view



ANALYZING THE STORY 1. Who are the characters in the story? How are they characterized? 2. What happens in the story?



JOAQUIN’S WRITING STYLE IS DESCRIBED AS ‘BAROQUE.’ WHAT IS THAT? Baroque art and architecture, broadly speaking, is the art and architecture of Europe and its Latin American colonies in the 17th and the first half of the 18th centuries. In a more specific sense, the term refers to the most characteristic of the styles created in that period--that is, to the art that arose in Italy and Flanders soon after 1600, dominated Italian art and architecture until the classical revival of the mid-18th century, and produced echoes of varying intensity in all other countries. This style is associated, above all, with Peter Paul Rubens and Giovanni Lorenzo Bernini. In architecture, besides those already mentioned, the primary features are twisted columns and fantastical pediments. A baroque pediment may be varied in many The enormous Baldachino (1624-33), a gilded bronze canopy that stands over the high altar in Saint Peter's Basilica in Rome, was designed by Giovanni Lorenzo Bernini. It combines architecture and sculpture in its twisting columns and rich ornamental decoration.
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87 ways, such as by interrupting it in the center, turning the sloping sides into scrolls, and curving it in its vertical plane. In sculpture, the style is characterized by fluttering draperies, realistic surfaces, and the use of bronze, white and colored marbles, and sometimes other materials in the same work. In painting, the main features are illusionistic ceilings, bold foreshortening, and a new, powerful kind of realism, obtained chiefly through the use of light and shade. The expression of emotion was increasingly emphasized in both painting and sculpture. In larger works, such as tombs and church interiors, two or more arts were often harnessed into one overwhelming effect, producing what has been called the baroque Gesamtkunstwerk ("total art work"). The result was a style of great richness and flexibility that could encompass effects both on the grandest possible scale and on the scale of a small oil sketch or pen drawing. Popular as well as sophisticated, it could be used equally for didactic purposes and for decoration. The Baroque architect Francesco Borromini was a perfectionist, which often aroused antagonism and resentment. He was an anxious and tormented man who expressed his passion in his work. The tiny church and cloister of San Carlo alle Quattro Fontane (1667) in Rome was the first major work for which he was completely responsible, and it shows in his perfection and genius.
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88 A narrative diagram of “May Day Eve”



There is dancing to celebrate May Day Eve in 1847 Manila, which stops at 10 p.m. The girls are shepherded upstairs while the young men go out to celebrate some more. The old nurse maid Anastasia warns Agueda and the girls about looking at themselves in the mirror downstairs in the hall. Young Agueda recklessly disobeys her. In the mirror she sees the Devil.



We are in the past again, and we see the same young Agueda in front of the mirror, this time with young Badoy Montiya. She is angry with him and all the young men in general. When he reaches out to touch her, she bites his hand and runs away. He is both furious and smitten. He vows both revenge and manipulations of courtship...



PRESENT “And what did you see, Mama? Oh, what was it?”



B ... and instantly opened her eyes.



“And did he speak to you, Mama?” “Yes… Yes, he spoke to me,” said Doña Agueda...



PAST



PRESENT “Charms like yours have no need for a candle, fair one,” he had said...



... and there came a time when Don Badoy Montiya walked home through a May Day midnight ...



E



But, alas, the heart forgets; the heart is distracted; and May time passes...



PAST We suddenly see Agueda as an older woman with her daughter sitting on her lap. She is admonishing the daughter about looking at mirrors all the time. She tells her about seeing the Devil in the mirror, whom she described in detail as somebody with an elegant mustache and a scar of honor. The daughter asks her what the Devil said to her.



In a slower flashforward, we graduall see Badoy Montiya growing old with the years. It is already 1890, still in Manila, and we learn that Agueda, whom he married, had died bitter to the end. He encounters his grandson in front of the same mirror, and he tells him the story of once seeing a beguiling Witch in it. The grandson tells him Old Agueda’s story, and Badoy gets a catharsis.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



89



Francisco Arcellana



The Mats



F



or the Angeles family, Mr. Angeles’s homecoming from his periodic inspection trips was always an occasion for celebration. But his homecoming—from a trip to the South—was fated to be more memorable than, say, of the others. He had written from Mariveles: “I have just met a marvelous matweaver—a real artist—and I shall have a surprise for you. I asked him to weave a sleeping-mat for every one of the family. He is using many different colors and for each mat the dominant color is that of our respective birthstones. I am sure that the children will be very pleased. I know you will be. I can hardly wait to show them to you.” Nana Emilia read the letter that morning, and again and again every time she had a chance to leave the kitchen. In the evening when all the children were home from school she asked her oldest son, José, to read the letter at dinner table. The children became very much excited about the mats, and talked about them until late into the night. This she wrote her husband when she labored over a reply to him. For days after that, mats continued to be the chief topic of conversation among the children. Finally, from Lopez, Mr. Angeles wrote again: “I am taking the Bicol Express tomorrow. I have the mats with me, and they are beautiful. God willing, I shall be home to join you at dinner.” The letter was read aloud during the noon meal. Talk about the mats flared up again like wildfire. “I like the feel of mats,” Antonio, the third child, said. “I like the smell of new mats.” “Oh, but these mats are different,” interposed Susanna, the fifth child. “They have our names woven into them, and in our ascribed colors, too.” The children knew what they were talking about: they knew just what a decorative mat was like; it was not anything new or strange in their experience. That was why they were so excited about the matter. They had such a mat in the house, one they seldom used, a mat older than any one of them. This mat had been given to Nana Emilia by her mother when she and Mr. Angeles were married, and it had been with them ever since. It had served on the wedding night, and had not since been used except on special occasions. It was a very beautiful mat, not really meant to be ordinarily used. It had green leaf borders, and a lot of gigantic red roses woven into it. In the middle, running the whole length of the mat, was the lettering: Emilia y Jaime Recuerdo The letters were in gold. Nana Emilia always kept that mat in her trunk. When any one of the family was taken ill, the mat was brought out and the patient slept on it, had it all to himself. Every one of the children had some time in their lives slept on it; not a few had slept on it more than once. Most of the time the mat was kept in Nana Emilia’s trunk, and when it was taken out and spread on the floor the children were always around to watch. At first there had been only Nana Emilia to see the mat spread. Then a child— a girl—watched with them. The number of watchers increased as more children came. The mat did not seem to age. It seemed to Nana Emilia always as new as when it had been laid on the nuptial bed. To the children it seemed as new as the first time it was spread before them. The folds and creases always new and fresh. The smell was always the smell of a new mat. Watching the intricate design was an endless joy. The children’s pleasure at the golden letters even before they could work out the meaning was boundless. Somehow they were always pleasantly shocked by the sight of the mat: so delicate and so consummate the artistry of its weave. Now, taking out that mat to spread had become a kind of ritual. The process had become associated with illness in the family. Illness, even serious illness, had not been infrequent. There had been deaths... ○
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National Artist FRANCISCO ARCELLANA is one of the most important progenitors of the modern Filipino short story in English. He pioneered the development of the short story as a lyrical prose-poetic form. For Arcellana, the pride of fiction is “that it is able to render truth, that is able to present reality.” Arcellana has kept alive the experimental tradition in fiction. A brilliant craftsman, his works are now an indispensable part of a tertiary-level-syllabi all over the country. Arcellana’s published books are Selected Stories (1962) and The Francisco Arcellana Sampler (1990).
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90 In the evening Mr. Angeles was with his family. He had brought the usual things home with him. There was a lot of fruits, as always (his itinerary carried him through the fruit-growing provinces): pineapples, lanzones, chicos, atis, santol, sandia, guyabano, avocado, according to the season. He had also brought home a jar of preserved sweets from Lopez. Putting away the fruit, sampling them, was as usual accomplished with animation and lively talk. Dinner was a long affair. Mr. Angeles was full of stories about his trip but would interrupt his tales with: “I could not sleep nights thinking of the young ones. They should never be allowed to play in the streets. And you older ones should not stay out too late at night.” The stories petered out and dinner was over. Putting away the dishes and wiping the dishes and wiping the table clean did not at all seem tedious. Yet Nana and the children, although they did not show it, were all on edge about the mats. Finally, after a long time over his cigar, Mr. Angeles rose from his seat at the head of the table and crossed the room to the corner where his luggage had been piled. From the heap he disengaged a ponderous bundle. Taking it under one arm, he walked to the middle of the room where the light was brightest. He dropped the bundle and, bending over and balancing himself on his toes, he strained at the cord that bound it. It was strong, it would not break, it would not give way. He tried working at the knots. His fingers were clumsy, they had begun shaking. He raised his head, breathing heavily, to ask for the scissors. Alfonso, his youngest boy, was to one side of him with the scissors ready. Nana Emilia and her eldest girl who had long returned from the kitchen were watching the proceedings quietly. One swift movement with the scissors, snip! and the bundle was loose. Turning to Nana Emilia, Mr. Angeles joyfully cried: “These are the mats, Miling.” Mr. Angeles picked up the topmost mat in the bundle. “This, I believe, is yours, Miling.” Nana Emilia stepped forward to the light, wiping her still moist hands against the folds of her skirt, and with a strange young shyness received the mat. The children watched the spectacle silently and then broke into delighted, though a little self-conscious, laughter. Nana Emilia unfolded the mat without a word. It was a beautiful mat: to her mind, even more beautiful than the one she received from her mother on her wedding. There was a name in the very center of it: EMILIA. The letters were large, done in green. Flowers—cadena-de-amor—were woven in and out among the letters. The border was a long winding twig of cadena-de-amor. The children stood about the spreading mat. The air was punctuated by their breathless exclamations of delight. “It is beautiful, Jaime; it is beautiful!” Nana Emilia’s voice broke, and she could not say any more. “And this, I know, is my own,” said Mr. Angeles of the next mat in the bundle. The mat was rather simply decorated, the design almost austere, and the only colors used were purple and gold. The letters of the name Jaime were in purple. “And this, for your, Marcelina.” Marcelina was the oldest child. She had always thought her name too long; it had been one of her worries with regard to the mat. “How on earth are they going to weave all of the letters of my name into my mat?” she had asked of almost everyone in the family. Now it delighted her to see her whole name spelled out on the mat, even if the letters were a little small. Besides, there was a device above her name which pleased Marcelina very much. It was in the form of a lyre, finely done in three colors. Marcelina was a student of music and was quite a proficient pianist. “And this is for you, José.” José was the second child. He was a medical student already in the third year of medical school. Over his name the symbol of Aesculapius was woven into the mat. “You are not to use this mat until the year of your internship,” Mr. Angeles was saying. “This is yours, Antonia.” “And this is yours, Juan.” “And this is yours, Jesus.” Mat after mat was unfolded. On each of the children’s mats there was somehow an appropriate device. At least all the children had been shown their individual mats. The air was filled with their excited talk, and through it all Mr. Angeles was saying over and over again in his deep voice: “You are not to use these mats until you go to the University.” Then Nana Emilia noticed bewilderingly that there were some more mats remaining to be unfolded. “But Jaime,” Nana Emilia said, wondering, with evident repudiation, “there are some more mats.” Only Mr. Angeles seemed to have heard Nana Emilia’s words. He suddenly stopped talking, as if he had been jerked away from a pleasant fantasy. A puzzled, reminiscent look came into his eyes, superseding the deep and quiet delight that had been briefly there, and when he spoke his voice was different. “Yes, Emilia,” said Mr. Angeles, “There are three more mats to unfold. The others who aren’t here...” Nana Emilia caught her breath; there was a swift constriction in her throat; her face paled and she could not say anything. The self-centered talk of the children also died. There was a silence as Mr. Angeles picked up the first of the remaining mats and began slowly unfolding it. The mat was almost as austere in design as Mr. Angeles’ own, and it had a name. There was no symbol or device above the name; only a blank space, emptiness.
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91 The children knew the name. But somehow the name, the letters spelling the name, seemed strange to them. Then Nana Emilia found her voice. “You know, Jaime, you didn’t have to,” Nana Emilia said, her voice hurt and surely frightened. Mr. Angeles held his tears back; there was something swift and savage in the movement. “Do you think I’d forgotten? Do you think I had forgotten them? Do you think I could forget them? “This is for you, Josefina! “And this is for you, Victoria! “And this is for you, Concepcion.” Mr. Angeles called the names rather than uttered them. “Don’t, Jaime, please don’t,” was all that Nana Emilia managed to say. “Is it fair to forget them? Would it be just to disregard them?” Mr. Angeles demanded rather than asked. His voice had risen shrill, almost hysterical; it was also stern and sad, and somehow vindictive. Mr. Angeles had spoken almost as if he were a stranger. Also, he had spoken as if from a deep, grudgingly-silent, long-bewildered sorrow. The children heard the words exploding in the silence. They wanted to turn away and not see the face of their father. But they could neither move nor look away; his eyes held them, his voice held them where they were. They seemed rooted to the spot. Nana Emilia shivered once or twice, bowed her head, gripped her clasped hands between her thighs. There was a terrible hush. The remaining mats were unfolded in silence. The names which were with infinite slowness revealed, seemed strange and stranger still; the colors not bright but deathly dull; the separate letters, spelling out the names of the dead among them, did not seem to glow or shine with a festive sheen as did the other living names.
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NOTES ON The Mats ABOUT FRANCISCO ARCELLANA (1916-2002) r a National Artist for Literature r born in Manila r his best short stories can be found in four collections: Selected Stories (1962), Fifteen Stories (1973), The Francisco Arcellana Reader (1990), and The Stories of Francisco Arcellana (2003). r he is known for his very short and dense short fiction, but which packs power in a few precise and vivid words



CHARACTERISTICS OF A FRANCISCO ARCELLANA STORY r many of his stories are almost like poems in the sense that they produce a rhythmn of sound and meanings, using the modes of reportorial prose and lyrical dialogues (usually found in the personal musings of his “I” narrators) r he deals with social problems, the search for self, violence, the family and the individual, love, and death, but especially death (his unifying theme) in its varied articulations: 1. _____________________________________________________________________________ 2. _____________________________________________________________________________ 3. _____________________________________________________________________________



FORMAL LITERARY TERMS TO CONSIDER IN THIS STORY theme catharsis



ANALYZING THE STORY 1. Who are the characters in the story? How are they characterized? 2. What happens in the story?



From the beginning of “The Mats”: For the Angeles family, Mr. Angeles’s homecoming from his periodic inspection trips was always an occasion for celebration. But his homecoming—from a trip to the South—was fated to be more memorable than, say, of the others. What do we get here? 1. That there is an Angeles family -- ”angels” -- which prepares the reader to treat the characters in the “hue” of softness, gentleness, kindness -- but also a certain death.



2. That Mr. Angeles’ homecoming is always an occassion for celebration.



3. That his last trip from the South will be very memorable, more than the other trips. A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



93 What is so special about the mats? •



•



•



•



Would you say this story is simple? How?



If so, do you understand the ending? What really happens in the end? Why the sudden breakdown into silence? What is the meaning of the story?



This is the story of a family. How does the unfolding of the last three mats also an unfolding of the family’s story?



How does this story correspond to Arcellana’s grand theme for his fiction?
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DRAW THE MATS! What do they look like? The ‘Recuerdo’ Mat



The ‘Jaime’ Mat



The ‘Emilia’ Mat
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95 The ‘Jose’ Mat



The ‘Marcelina’ Mat



One of the dead children’s mats
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Manuel Arguilla



Midsummer



H



e pulled down his hat until the wide brim touched his shoulders. He crouched lower under the cover of his cart and peered ahead. The road seemed to writhe under the lash of the noon-day heat; it swum from side to side, humped and bent itself like a feeling serpent, and disappeared behind the spur of a low hill on which grew a scrawny thicket of bamboo. There was not a house in sight. Along the left side of the road ran the deep, dry gorge of a stream, the banks sparsely covered by sun-burned cogon grass. In places, the rocky, waterless bed showed aridly. Farther, beyond the shimmer of quivering heat waves rose ancient hills not less blue than the cloud-palisaded sky. On the right stretched a land waste of low rolling dunes. Scattered clumps of hardy ledda relieved the otherwise barren monotony of the landscape. Far away he could discern a thin indigo line that was the sea. The grating of the cartwheels on the pebbles of the road and the almost soundless shuffle of the weary bull but emphasized the stillness. Now and then came the dry rustling of falling earth as lumps from the cracked sides of the gorge fell down to the bottom. He struck at the bull with the slack of the rope. The animal broke into a heavy trot. The dust stirred slumbrously. The bull slowed down, threw up his head, and a glistening thread of saliva spun out into the dry air. The dying rays of the sun were reflected in points of light on the wet, heaving flanks. The man in the cart did not notice the woman until she had rounded the spur of land and stood unmoving beside the road, watching the cart and its occupant come toward her. She was young, surprisingly sweet and fresh amidst her parched surroundings. A gaily stripped kerchief covered her head, the ends tied at the nape of her neck. She wore a homespun bodice of light red cloth with small white checks. Her skirt was also homespun and showed a pattern of white checks with narrow stripes of yellow and red. With both hands she held by the mouth a large, apparently empty, water jug, the cool red of which blended well with her dress. She was barefoot. She stood straight and still beside the road and regarded him with frank curiosity. Suddenly she turned and disappeared into the dry gorge. Coming to where she had stood a few moments before, he pulled up the bull and got out of the cart. He saw where a narrow path had been cut into the bank and stood a while lost in thought, absently wiping the perspiration from his face. Then he unhitched his bull and for a few moments, with strong brown fingers, kneaded the hot neck of the beast. Driving the animal before him, he followed the path. It led up the dry bed of the stream; the sharp fragments of sun-heated rocks were like burning coals under his feet. There was no sign of the young woman. He came upon her beyond a bed in the gorge, where a big mango tree, which had partly fallen from the side of the ravine, cast its cool shade over a well. She had filled her jar and was rolling the kerchief around her hand into a flat coil which she placed on her head. Without glancing at him, where he had stopped some distance off, she sat down of her heels, gathering the fold of her skirt between her wide-spread knees. She tilted the brimful jar to remove part of the water. One hand on the rim, the other supporting the bottom, she began to raise it to her head. She knelt on one knee resting, for a moment, the jar onto her head, getting to her feet at the same time. But she staggered a little and water splashed down on her breast. The single bodice instantly clung to her bosom molding the twin hillocks of her breasts warmly brown through the wet cloth. One arm remained uplifted, holding the jar, while the other shook the clinging cloth free of her drenched flesh. Then not once having raised her eyes, she passed by the young man, who stood mutely gazing beside his bull. The animal had found some grass along the path and was industriously grazing. He turned to watch the graceful figure beneath the jar until it vanished around a bend in the path leading to the road. Then he led the bull to the well, and tethered it to a root of the mango tree. “The under-part of her arm is white and smooth,” he said to his blurred image on the water of the well, as he leaned over before lowering the bucket made of half a petroleum can. “And her hair is thick and black.” The bucket struck with a rattling impact. It filled with one long gurgle. He threw his hat on the grass and pulled the bucket up with both ○
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MANUEL ARGUILLA wrote stories set in San Fernando, Pampanga and its hillsides, the beaches of Carlatan, and Manila, and about workers who migrated to the city from the barrios. His volume How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife and Other Stories won the Commonwealth Prize in 1940. It was his last award. Before his thirty-third birthday, he was executed at Fort McKinley for campaigning against the Japanese Kempeitai.
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97 hands. The twisted bamboo rope bit into his hardened palms, and he thought how... the same rope must hurt her. He placed the dripping bucket on a flat stone, and the bull drank. “Son of lightning!” he said, thumping the side of the bull after it had drunk the third bucketful, “You drink like the great Kulantitao!” A low, rich rumbling rolled through the cavernous body of the beast. He tied it again to the root, and the animal idly rubbed its horns against the wood. The sun had fallen from the perpendicular, and noticing that the bull stood partly exposed to the sun, he pushed it farther into shade. He fanned himself with his hat. He whistled to entice the wind from the sea, but not a breeze stirred. After a while he put on his hat and hurriedly walked the short distance through the gorge up to the road where his cart stood. From inside he took a jute sack which he slung over one shoulder. With the other arm, he gathered part of the hay at the bottom of the cart. He returned to the well, slips of straw falling behind him as he picked his way from one tuft of grass to another, for the broken rocks of the path has grown exceedingly hot. He gave the hay to the bull, Its rump was again in the sun, and he had to push it back. “Fool, do you want to broil yourself alive?” he said good-humoredly, slapping the thick haunches. It switched its long-haired tail and fell to eating. The dry, sweet-smelling hay made harsh gritting sounds in the mouth of the hungry animal. Saliva rolled out from the corners, clung to the stiff hairs that fringed the thick lower lip, fell and gleamed and evaporated in the heated air. He took out of the jute sack a polished coconut shell. The top had been sawed off and holes bored at opposite sides, through which a string tied to the lower part of the shell passed in a loop. The smaller piece could thus be slipped up and down as a cover. The coconut shell contained cooked rice still a little warm. Buried on the top was an egg now boiled hard. He next brought out a bamboo tube of salt, a cake of brown sugar wrapped in banana leaf, and some dried shrimps. Then he spread the sack in what remained of the shade, placed his simple meal thereon, and prepared to eat his dinner. But first he drew a bucketful of water from the well, setting the bucket on a rock. He seated himself on another rock and ate with his fingers. From time to time he drank from the bucket. He was half through with his meal when the girl came down the path once more. She had changed the wetted bodice. He watched her with lowered head as she approached, and felt a difficulty in continuing to eat, but went through the motions of filling his mouth nevertheless. He strained his eyes looking at the girl from beneath his eyebrows. How graceful she was! Her hips tapered smoothly down to round thighs and supple legs, showing against her skirt and moving straight and free. Her shoulders, small but firm, bore her shapely neck and head with shy pride. When she was very near, he ate more hurriedly, so that he almost choked. He did not look at her. She placed the jar between three stones. When she picked up the rope of the bucket, he came to himself. He looked up—straight into her face. He saw her eyes. They were brown and were regarding him gravely, without embarrassment; he forget his own timidity. “Won’t you join me, Ading?” he said simply. He remained seated. Her lips parted in a half smile and a little dimple appeared high upon her right cheek. She shook her head and said: “God reward you, Manong.” “Perhaps the poor food I have is not fit for you?” “No, no. It isn’t that. How can you think of it? I should be ashamed. It is that I have must eaten myself. That is why I came to get water in the middle of the day—we ran out of it. I see you have eggs and shrimps and sugar. Why, be had nothing but rice and salt.” “Salt? Surely you joke.” “I would be ashamed...” “But what is the matter with salt? Salt... salt... Makes baby stout,” he intoned. “My grandmother used to sing that to me when I complained of our food.” They laughed and felt more at ease and regarded each other more openly. He took a long time fingering his rice before raising it to his mouth, the while he gazed up at her and smiled for no reason. She smiled back in turn and gave the rope which she held an absent-minded tug. The bucket came down from its perch of rock in a miniature flood. He leaped to his feet with a surprised yell, and the next instant the jute sack on which he lay his meal was drenched. Only the rice inside the coconut shell and the bamboo of tube of salt were saved from the water. She was distressed, but he only laughed. “It is nothing,” he said. “It was time I stopped eating. I have filled up to my neck.” “Forgive me, Manong,” she insisted. “It was all my fault. Such a clumsy creature I am.” “It was not your fault,” she assured him. “I am to blame for placing the bucket of water where I did.” “I will draw you another bucketful,” he said. “I am stronger than you.” “No, you must let me do it.” But when he caught hold of the bucket and stretched forth a brawny arm for the coil of rope in her hands, she surrendered both to him quickly and drew back a step as though shy of his touch. He lowered the bucket with his back to her, and she had time to take in the tallness of him, the breadth of his shoulders, the sinewy strength of his legs. Down below in the small of his back, two parallel ridges of rope-like muscle stuck out against the wet shirt. As he hauled up the bucket, muscles rippled all over his body. His hair, which was wavy, cut short behind but long in fronts fell in a cluster over his forehead. “Let me hold the bucket while you drink,” she offered. He flashed her a smile over his shoulders as he poured the water into her jar, and again lowered the bucket. “No, no, you must not do that.” She hurried to his side and held one of his arms. “I couldn’t let you, a stranger...”
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98 “Why not?” He smiled down at her, and noticed a slight film of moisture clinging to the down on her upper lip and experienced a sudden desire to wipe it away with his forefinger. He continued to lower the bucket while she had to stand by. “Hadn’t you better move over to the shade?” he suggested, as the bucket struck the water. “What shall I do there?” she asked sharply, as though the idea of seeking protection from the heat were contemptible to her. “You will get roasted standing here in the sun,” he said, and began to haul up the bucket. But she remained beside him, catching the rope as it fell from his hands, coiling it carefully. The jar was filled, with plenty to drink as she tilted the half-filled can until the water lapped the rim. He gulped a mouthful, gargled noisily, spewed it out, then commenced to drink in earnest. He took long, deep droughts of the sweetish water, for he was more thirsty than he had thought. A chuckling sound persisted in forming inside his throat at every swallow. It made him selfconscious. He was breathless when through, and red in the face. “I don’t know why it makes that sound,” he said, fingering his throat and laughing shamefacedly. “Father also makes that sound when he drinks, and mother always laughs at him,” she said. She untied the headkerchief over her hair and started to roll it. Then sun had descended considerably and there was now hardly any shade under the tree. The bull was gathering with its tongue stray slips of straw. He untied the animal to lead it to the other side of the girl who spoke: “Manong, why don’t you come to our house and bring your animal with you? There is shade and you can sleep, though our house is very poor.” She had already placed the jar on her head and stood, half-turned to him, waiting for his answer. “I would be troubling you, Ading.” “No. You come. I have told mother about you.” She turned and went down the path. He sent the bull after her with smart slap on its side. Then he quickly gathered the remains of his meal, put them inside the jute sack which had almost dried, and himself followed. Then seeing that the bull had stopped to nibble the tufts of grass that dotted the bottom of the gorge, he picked up the dragging rope and urged the animal on into a trot. They caught up with the girl near the cart. She stopped to wait. He did not volunteer a word. He walked a step behind, the bull lumbering in front. More than ever he was conscious of her person. She carried the jar on her head without holding it. Her hands swung to her even steps. He drew back his square shoulders, lifted his chin, and sniffed the motionless air. There was a flourish in the way he flicked the rump of the bull with the rope in his hand. He felt strong. He felt very strong. He felt that he could follow the slender, lithe figure to the end of the world.
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NOTES ON Midsummer ABOUT MANUEL E. ARGUILLA (1910-1944) r born in La Union, and died at the hands of the Japanese r Isagani R. Cruz: “probably the best short story writer the Philippines has ever produced” r his short story collection How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife and Other Stories (1940) won 1st Prize in the Commonwealth Literary Prize r wrote short stories mostly set in the country, especially a place called Nagrebcan ANALYZING THE STORY Who are the characters? What is the story? What is it really all about? 1.



2.



3.



4.
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Seek Ye Whore
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oster remembered, exactly, when it was he got it into his head to get married. It was the time he leaned over his cubicle to see Donovan taking a bite out of a dripping, overstuffed roast beef on rye too big, too thick, and too appetizing to have come from the cafeteria. “New restaurant?” he asked, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible. He had a weakness for roast beef on rye. Heck, he had a weakness for food in general, especially when they looked like they had come straight out of Bon Appetit, the bread just the right shade of brown, the beef sliced in equal thinness. “Nope,” Donovan said. “My wife made it.” Donovan took a big, sloppy bite, getting a bit of gravy on his cheek. Foster found himself in the act of wiping his own cheek but catching drool on the back of his hand instead. He wasn’t distracted enough though to remember what Donovan had just said. That was news to him. “Since when have you been married?” Foster asked. “Officially? Two weeks ago,” he said, mouth half full. Foster was surprised. Donovan had always struck him as the perpetual bachelor type. Receding hairline, puppydog eyes, cheeks that were slowly turning into jowls, and the carefree manner of a frat boy, he was forever sending the receptionists into giggling fits over one thing or another. As a cubicle neighbor, he was okay, never bothering Foster except for the occasional paper clip or a little of the small talk that was essential to corporate survival. “Congratulations,” Foster said. He would have shook one of Donovan’s hands, but they were currently busy with the sandwich. “Thanks,” he said. “So what’s it like?” Foster asked, “Being married?” “It’s great! Donovan exclaimed, spewing out pieces of roast beef. “It’s like a vacation. I wake up, the wife’s made breakfast and packed my lunch. I eat, she kisses me off, I go to work. I get home, the house is sparkling, the wife’s made dinner, and has a Bud chilling in the fridge for me. Some nights, we chill and watch TV, but most of the time—” he paused, then said, with eyes closed as if remembering, “We fuck like rabbits. It’s a really sweet deal.” Foster stared at him. “Did you just step out of the 50s?” he asked incredulously. Either he was making it up, or he had found the most perfect, most gullible woman in the world. “Wanna see her picture?” Donovan asked, popping the last of the sandwich in his mouth and licking his fingers. This was the longest conversation Foster had ever had with his neighbor, and now he knew why: the man was a self-centered misogynist. But he had piqued his curiosity, him and his goddamned sandwich. Foster didn’t even realize that lunch hour was almost over, and he hadn’t gone out to eat, focused as he was on Donovan. Donovan wiped his fingers on the napkin (that his wife, no doubt, had packed for him) then, out of habit, on his pants before fishing out his wallet from his back pocket. He flipped it open, and Foster found himself staring at a photograph of Donovan with his arms around the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was either Filipino or Thai, with long black hair, big expressive eyes, milk chocolatey brown skin, and lips you could lose yourself in. She was wearing a satin spaghetti-strapped blouse and no bra, her nipples hard through the fabric. Foster could imagine Donovan’s swarthy hands groping her even as she smiled devotedly at him, and he could tell that it would be very easy indeed to “fuck like rabbits” with her. That she could also cook almost blew his mind. “She’s hot,” he exclaimed before he could stop himself. “Isn’t she?” Donovan agreed. “She’s perfect.” “How did you get her to marry you?” Foster asked. “No offense, Don, but she seems way out of your league.” “Found her on the Internet,” Donovan said. ○
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YVETTE NATALIE U. TAN is a Manila-based horror writer. Waking the Dead, her first book, is out under Anvil Publishing.
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101 “You mean you met her on the Internet.” “No, found. She’s a mail order bride from the Philippines. You know how hot those third-world chicks are to marry white guys. I picked her out, paid for her to come over, married her, and now I live like a king.” His statement didn’t sit well with Foster. How pathetic did you have to be to buy a bride online? Yet as one side condemned the practice as subhuman, another part of him was thinking about what a good deal it was. “What’s the URL?” Foster asked. “Siquijorbrides.com.” “Seek-ye-whore?” Foster repeated. “This isn’t a porn site, is it?” “It’s a province in the Philippines, asshole,” Donovan said. “Go ask Santiago.” Santiago was the Auditing Department’s token Flip. He had initially been brought in to fill the government quota for minority employees but was soon doing better than most at the department. He was up for a promotion next month, just after a year in the company. Foster didn’t want to ask Santiago about something as silly as a bride-supplying province, but he wanted to make sure that Donovan wasn’t pulling his leg, either. He excused himself and found Santiago just returning to the office after lunch. “Hey, Santi,” he said, falling in step with him. “What’s up, Foster?” Santiago asked. “Looking for the files on the Thompson Account?” “Nothing like that,” Foster said, then paused. “It’s not work-related.” “What is it then?” Santiago asked. “You grew up in the Philippines, right?” “No,” Santiago said carefully, “I grew up in Georgia. My parents brought me here when I was two. What’s this about?” “Have you ever heard of a province called Seek-ye-whore?” Santiago thought for a minute, then said, “Yeah, my parents used to scare us with it when we were kids. It’s famous for being bewitched. People believe that everyone who lives there has some nasty occult stuff going on. Why?” “Helping my niece with homework,” Foster said. “Thanks, man.” Santiago shrugged. “Not a problem.” That’s how Foster found himself checking out siquijorbrides.com. And that’s when he decided that he wanted to get married. The name of the website was misleading. That was the first thing Foster realized. The women on the site didn’t look like whores. Beautiful, all of them, with smooth brown skin and big gorgeous eyes framed demurely by a curtain of dark lashes and soft lips that invited you into their long, slender arms. Their headshots, though inexpertly done, looked more like model name cards than ID pictures. Their full body shots had them in tank tops and tiny skirts or hot pants indulging in domestic duties like cooking and cleaning and doing the laundry. It would have been absolutely ridiculous if the girls weren’t so hot. The site was written in substandard but passable English, with the women grouped according to their domestic specialty—cooking, housekeeping, laundry, and so forth. Foster studied their profiles, wondering if he should pick Nora, who loved to clean house, or Vilma, who was first in her high school English class, or Gloria, who “loved to laundry,” if only because the statement made him laugh. He was beginning to call the whole thing off, to chalk it up to a silly disconnect in his brain when he happened on Luli. The perfect girl. He didn’t know what it was that made her stand out, that drew him to her. Maybe it was the mischievous twinkle in her eyes, or the slight upturn of her mouth that made it look like she was neither smiling nor frowning, or her sweet, innocent face that made it look like she needed saving. In her full-body picture, she was bending down against an open oven, caught in the act of bringing out a Thanksgiving turkey. Foster felt his pants tighten. Her shorts were so tiny he could see the lower part of her ass, while her low-cut tank top showed off her ample cleavage, which despite the downward angle seemed to defy gravity. The turkey she held in her hands was plump and perfectly browned. Foster could almost see juices bursting from inside it, its stuffing cooked just right—something to truly give thanks for. Luli listed her talents as cooking and singing, and her interests as “learning new recipes.” Before he knew it, Foster was clicking on the “Marry Me” button under her picture and inputting his credit card number into the processing form. She didn’t come cheap, but overall, he spent less than what he expected, especially on her travel expenses. He was told that his transaction was a success and that he should be expecting his first shipment in three to six weeks, or after the papers were processed, whichever came first. What? Foster did a double take. Did he just get conned into spending three months’ salary for a blow-up doll? Or maybe they were going to ship her stuff first then have her come by plane later. Or did they treat the women so much like stock that they actually referred to them that way? And what did “first shipment” mean? Was there a second? A third? Did she have so much stuff that they couldn’t fit it on a plane? Foster needed to know, but he didn’t want to come off like a fool. In the end, he swallowed his pride and asked Donovan about it. “That’s right,” Donovan said when asked about the packages. “It’s like some miracle of science. That’s why the shipping cost is so low.” Foster pressed further. “I don’t want to spoil it for you,” Donovan grinned. “Only don’t fucking freak out. Oh, and just add water.” Foster spent half of the next three weeks in excitement over Luli’s arrival and the other half in jealousy of Donovan and his daily lunches. One Monday, it was a giant pastrami sandwich with cob salad and a peach. Tuesday, it was
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102 a greasy, heart-stopping Sloppy Joe with home fries and homemade apple sauce. Wednesday, it was a Caesar chicken sub with oversized homemade chocolate chip cookies. By Thursday, Foster had taken to staying longer in the cafeteria so that he wouldn’t have to be tortured by the sight of Donovan munching on his appetizing meals made by his appetizing wife. Week 1 The first package came early, nineteen days after Foster had clicked “Marry Me.” It was long and thin and labeled FRAGILE. At first, he thought that it was from someone else, like his mother maybe, or that it had been sent to him by mistake. But it had his name and address on it, as well as the siquijorbrides.com logo, a stylized head wearing a veil, but no name or address. He opened the package, his hands trembling in anticipation. And then he began to scream. It was a leg. A human leg. A woman’s right leg and foot, her toenails clipped short and painted bright red. Foster held it in his hands, not knowing what to do. And then, it flexed. Still screaming, he threw it across the room where it hit the edge of his coffee table before falling onto the rug. He backed away, thoughts of murder and going to jail running through his head. He noticed a letter that had fallen out when he opened the package. He remembered Donovan’s warning about freaking out, forced himself to stop yelling and to reach, hands really trembling, for the letter. His hands were shaking so much that he almost tore the envelope in two, almost destroyed the letter inside. Somehow, he managed to get it open. It said: Dear Mr. Foster, Congratulations on your almost marriage! We at siquijorbrides.com would like to commend you on your excellent choice of life partner. Luli is a wonderful cook and can easily be taught your favorite American dishes. Unfortunately, due to the high cost of travel, we are forced to send her on an installment basis. We assure you that this will not lessen the quality of her work or her health. We wish you all the best on your marital journey. Yours, Siquijorbrides.com Behind the letter was a set of instructions on the “Handling and Caring for a Transit Body.” The instructions were simple enough. There was a brief introduction about how one should care for the parts as if they were already a whole, and that even though she had come by mail, the bride must be loved, cherished, and so on before going on to the instructions themselves. Submerge body part in a large vessel filed with room-temperature water. This is to be the Transit Body Sanctuary. Whenever a new part arrives, place it inside as well. Do not worry about “proper placing” as our Ultra-Konek technology ensures that the Transit Body will be assembled in the correct way. Make sure the vessel is kept in a cool, dim area where it will not be disturbed. The assembly of the Transit Body will take eight to nine weeks under appropriate conditions. All parts come with a one-year warranty. Log onto siquijorbrides.com/warranty for more details. Foster looked at the leg. It lay where he had thrown it, in the space between the sofa and the coffee table. He walked over and slowly picked it up. It lay unmoving in his hands. He turned it around, examining it. It looked like a mannequin part, the area where it would have connected to the lower torso smooth, just like the rest of it. A bruise had blossomed where it had hit the coffee table. It flexed again. It took all of Foster’s willpower to keep from throwing it away again. He took a deep breath, thought of Donovan and his lunches, thought of Luli. “Don’t freak out,” he breathed, “Just add water.” The leg looked healthy, a realistic replica instead of a dead limb. Foster shrugged. He had paid good money for a wife, and if following strange instructions was the only way to get her, then who was he to judge? If in the end, Luli did turn out to be a sophisticated sex doll, then maybe he could get a good price for her on eBay. He took the leg to the bathroom and placed it in the tub. The leg recoiled when it touched the cold porcelain but otherwise lay still. He turned on the faucet and let the water run. The leg seemed to throb when the liquid touched it, the skin taking on a ruddy, healthier glow, while the water began to take on a reddish hue, not unlike rose champagne. Not knowing what else to do, Foster turned off the lights and closed the bathroom door, leaving his bride to be by herself. Week 2 The second package arrived a week later. Foster was expecting it this time, and the sight of the left leg didn’t faze him one bit. He put it in the tub next to the right one, where the two limbs drew close, rubbing against each other, the water around them turning redder, the color of Sangria. Foster didn’t know whether he should feel aroused or sick. In any case, he left the legs alone and tried to concentrate on work. Concentrating on work was harder than Foster expected. He had taken to looking over at Donovan’s cubicle more often than he would have liked and had began to notice that his neighbor was beginning to look a little worse for wear every day. He didn’t see it at first glance, but over time, he could sense that something was different. It was as if he was slowing down. He would come in a little later than usual, his eyes looking more and more tired even as his lunches got more and more elaborate, the overstuffed sandwiches being replaced by warm meals like rack of lamb with mint jelly and pork steak with gravy as well as a Filipino dish called sisig, what looked like minced animal parts that Donovan raved
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103 about, even though he wasn’t sure what his wife put in it. Envious, Foster had sought out Santiago and asked about what was inside the mysterious dish. “Pig parts you don’t normally eat,” Santi had replied, “You know, like their cheeks and ears. It’s great with beer.” “You’ve got to be shitting me!” “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,” Santi replied. Week 3 The third package arrived right on schedule. The square box with the siquijorbrides.com logo waiting for him on his doorstep made Foster’s heart leap. He quickly opened his door and rushed inside his apartment, box in tow. He ripped open the packaging, his hands flying until they had found the treasure contained inside. Even though Foster had an idea of what it was he would be receiving, the sight of the real thing blew him away. It was the lower half of Luli’s (he had already begun to think of the parts as Luli) torso—her waist small and slim, her pubic hair dark and inviting. Foster caressed her upper mound before slipping his finger into her vagina, which made sucking motions as it welcomed his finger inside. This made him feel dirty, so he pulled his finger out, now wet with her juices, before marching to the bathroom and placing her in the tub. Her legs moved to make way for their new body part, positioning themselves in their proper places. Between them, her pubic hair flowed like seaweed in the ocean. The sight of it cheered Foster. Either he was losing his mind, or this must be some sort of advanced science because they didn’t seem like parts of a sex doll to him. The legs began rubbing against each other again, and this time, with half a torso to put things in perspective, Foster felt his hard-on come fast. He had barely pulled down his trousers and boxers when it was all over, and he was left panting by the tub. He could’ve sworn that Luli, even though it was just part of her that couldn’t even see him, was laughing. “You want this, man?” Donovan asked, handing Foster his tin-foil-wrapped lunch. “Isn’t this your lunch?” Foster asked stupidly, his heart hammering in his chest. Donovan shrugged. “Yeah, but I’m getting sick of it, you know? I was never into that gourmet stuff, and that’s all that she seems to be cooking now.” Foster tore off the foil to reveal medium-rare Wagyu steak paired with seared foie gras and glazed baby pears. He almost wanted to berate Donovan for his ignorance, but decided to count his blessings instead. “Thanks,” he said. “So how’s your wife coming along?” Donovan asked. “I just got the third package,” Foster said. “I’m still trying to get used to the whole thing.” “Ah, the third package,” Donovan smiled. “That’s where the fun beings, you know.” He walked away, leaving Foster to enjoy his lunch. The steak was juicy, it’s rareness just the way Foster liked it, almost raw and not quite cooked, the Wagyu beef melting in his mouth like the foie gras, their fatty flavor almost overwhelming but tempered by the baby pears. Somehow, Donovan’s wife had managed to keep everything warm. Foster finished the whole thing and had to restrain himself from licking the container. He shook his head at the sight of Donovan heading back to his desk with a ham sandwich from the cafeteria. Some guys just don’t know how lucky they are. He thought of Luli, wondered if she could cook like Donovan’s wife. He would be grateful if she had even half the culinary talent of Donovan’s spouse, but somehow, he knew that this was something he didn’t have to worry about. “Luli, I’m home!“ Foster said playfully as he entered his apartment. He set down his briefcase and wandered into the bathroom. The water in the tub had turned into the color of Merlot, making it seem that he was looking at Luli’s lower half through rose-colored glasses. The legs twitched as he entered, turning in the direction of his voice. Foster felt a little bit guilty at eating Donovan’ lunch. Would Luli be jealous of that? It’s not as if she could cook yet, anyway. “You’ll like it here,” he said, slipping his hand inside the cool water. Her legs moved towards him, so he began to stroke them with his fingers. “I’ll give you whatever you want,” he said. “I’ll make you a queen.” She shifted against his hand, rubbing against him. He took his hand out and went to make dinner. That night, Foster, half-asleep, felt something rubbing against his crotch. His penis jumped to life, straining against the cloth of his pyjamas, trying to get at the soft wetness that waited outside. He came anyway, a force that jolted him awake. But when he looked around, the room was empty, save for himself and his messed up bedclothes. His bed was wet though, as was the part of the carpet that led out of his room, down the hall, all the way to the bathroom. Inside, Luli lay in the bath, still and silent, more mannequin than human, legs relaxed, her pussy grinning at him. Afterwards, Foster made sure that the floor that led from bath to bed was always lined with towels. He also started sleeping naked with his bedroom door open. “Enjoying the third week, huh?” Donovan asked him two days later. “I must be a perv,” Foster said, shaking his head. “Hey,” Donovan said, “You don’t question pussy.” Foster winced. He turned to look at his neighbor and was startled by what he saw. “You look like hell, man. Are you okay?” There were dark circles under Donovan’s eyes, and his cheeks were sunken. His face had a grayish pallor, and when he smiled, his gums seemed to drawback, emphasizing his teeth. The effect was eerily skull-like. “Wife kept me up all night,” Donovan said, making the statement sound like a complaint and a boast at the same time. “I think she’s still sore about me giving you my lunch, and this is her way of taking it out on me.
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104 “I’m not complaining,” he grinned. “After all, she did list ‘lovemaking’ as one of her talents.” “Sorry, man,” Foster said. “I didn’t mean to cause trouble.” “It’s cool,” Donovan said dismissively. “She’s back to preparing sandwiches.” Foster decided that he had enough weirdness for one day, so he returned to his paperwork. Week 4 The fourth package came a little late, just as the week was ending. Foster was frantic with worry, pacing the apartment unable to concentrate on work, sending one e-mail after another to the website and getting the same answer each time: wait, wait, wait. The package arrived on Saturday. Foster was home watching TV, trying to get his mind off the package that clearly was not arriving anytime soon when the sound of the doorbell made him literally jump from his La-Z-Boy “Oh, good, you’re in!” the delivery guy said as he handed Foster a clipboard to sign. “What is it now, your fourth week?” Foster eyed him suspiciously. “What do you know about this?” he asked. The delivery guy shrugged. “The company’s been delivering these things for some time now. Eight installments, yeah? Weird that guys would be buying from a wedding company. I thought only chicks digged weddings. Your fiancé must be very lucky.” “Yes, she is,” Foster said weakly. “How many of these do you deliver, anyway?” “We get a couple of orders every month,” the guy said. “Regular enough that you get to notice little things about the guys receiving them.” “Little things?” Foster asked. “You don’t have to deliver to the same guy to see it,” the man said. “I mean, most of the time we just leave the packages on the doorstep as ordered but . . .” he paused, “sometimes you catch them at home, and you can usually tell what week they’re on, even if you didn’t look at the package.” Foster raised an eyebrow. “How did you know this was my fourth week?” he asked. “Biggest package always comes during the fourth week,” the guy said. “What is it you guys are buying anyway, an assemble-it-yourself wedding gown?” “Something like that,” Foster said. “Was it just the size of the package that clued you in?” The man nodded. “You don’t seem like the others,” he said. He looked at his watch. “I have to go,” he said. “Got deliveries to make.” “Wait,” Foster said. “Maybe Ben Franklin and I can convince you to stay a bit.” The delivery guy smiled. “I guess those deliveries can wait,” he said. “The first-timers are always puzzled. I have no idea why, but it always happens. I’ve seen it a couple of times, and the other guys have seen the same thing, too. Second week, they’re all excited, like a kid waiting to open gifts on Christmas morning. Third and fourth week, it’s become like a drug to them. You can almost see them trembling. I figure their fiancé really likes the stuff they’re getting and have been extra, um, kind to them as a result. But the fifth week,” he paused, unsure about going on “Come on!” Foster wailed, “I gave you a hundred bucks!” “It’s not that,” the man said, clearly uncomfortable now. “I just don’t know if I should continue, this being your fourth week and all.” “Just do it,” Foster hissed. “All right,” the delivery guy said, “no need to get nasty. Fifth week’s either one of two things: either they’re happy to get the packages or they’re not, but they accept it anyway. Sixth week, those that aren’t happy are trying to give the packages back. They either wait for us to come by, or they try bringing it to the post office. Both don’t work. We’re under strict instructions not to take any of those things back, and the post office, well, they can’t return a package to a place that has no name or address, right? Seventh week, they’re either trying to hug us or trying to kill us. But the eighth—” the guy shook his head. “It amazes me every time. No two guys are alike, you know what I mean? I had someone try to shoot me with an Uzi once, a fucking Uzi in a high-class suburban neighborhood, can you believe that? But there was this other time when a guy was so happy he gave me a Cuban cigar and a thousand-dollar tip.” He smiled at the memory. “Whatever he bought must be making the girlfriend really happy.” He looked at his watch again. “Listen, man, I really have to go.” He handed Foster the latest package. “Good luck with the girlfriend.” Foster watched him get back into the delivery van and head off before looking inside with the package. He opened it to find Luli’s naked upper torso; her belly was smooth and flat, her breasts full and round, just like in her picture. He gave her a hug and ran his hands over her belly, massaged her breasts—the nipples hardened at his touch. There were only one of two reactions, the delivery guy had said. Foster knew which category he fell under. He pinched a nipple and licked it, delight running through him when he felt it shiver underneath his tongue. He went to place the newest piece of her in the tub. He sat there watching her, watching her body slowly fuse together, watching the water run red, the color of beets. Even though she wasn’t whole yet, he could see that she was perfect. That night, he wasn’t surprised when Luli joined him in bed. Her body was warm against his, rubbing against him before impaling herself on him and riding, riding him in a way that left Foster breathless. Foster kept his eyes closed, pretended to be asleep the whole time. The thought of a half-formed woman making love to him still unnerved him, but not enough so that he didn’t enjoy it. He fell asleep soon after, her name on his lips, his dreams haunted by the culinary
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105 wonders she would make for him. Donovan was absent the next day. He had called in sick but would be back tomorrow. The next time Foster set eyes on Donovan, it was all he could do to hide his shock. It seemed as if the man had aged over the weekend. His hair was streaked with white, and he looked more wornout than ever. He barely even managed a “hello” when Foster greeted him. “You okay, man?” Foster asked, realizing that he was asking Donovan that question more nowadays. Even in his state, Donovan managed to grin. “I’m cool,” he said. “Wife and I got into an argument. Wouldn’t let me sleep until I said she was right, which was never. Not that I’m complaining, mind you.” he wiggled an eyebrow suggestively. “Don’t tell me she . . .” Foster began, aghast. “How’s yours coming along?” Donovan asked. “She should be half-done by now.” His grin got wider. “You be careful, they don’t like it when they don’t get their way. But , oh, is it fun!” “You’re crazy!” Foster said. “You should call in sick and check into a hotel. You need sleep.” “I’m fine,” Donovan said before disappearing into his cubicle. Week 5 “You seen Donovan?” Santi asked, popping his head into Foster’s cubicle. “Hey, Santi,” Foster said, looking up from the game of Solitaire he was playing on his computer. “Since when were we part of Auditing’s jurisdiction?” “Since when did anyone talk to Donovan about work?” He paused, “You okay, man? You look tired.” “I’m fine,” Foster said. “Haven’t seen Donovan today. Funny,” he continued, “don’t think I’ve seen him all week.” “Probably schlepping out on the five hundred bucks he owes me,” Santi said. “It’s not the first time Donovan’s disappeared,” Foster said. “If he weren’t so good at what he does, he probably would have been let go a long time ago.” He tried to sound as nonchalant as he could, but deep inside he was worried. Donovan had a reputation for disappearing, something that didn’t use to bother Foster, but now he found himself affected, as if Siquijor.com had marked them as comrades. “How long has Donovan been gone?” he asked. “You should know,” Santi said, turning away. “You work beside him.” Foster stared at his computer screen. He was tired. Luli had been keeping him up all night now. The first week after she had gotten her lower torso, she would fuck him every night while he slept, so gently that he barely felt it; he only realized it when he woke and saw his sheets stained pink from her bathwater, the pink trail on the towels that led from his bedroom to his bath, and finally, the sight of her lower body smiling—no, laughing—at him from inside her sanctuary. It had been soothing at first, her nightly visits making him wake refreshed, languid, wishing that night would come soon so that he could feel her wet warmth around him once again. But the week her upper torso came, something changed. After that first night, she would wake him, her breasts pressed against his mouth, asking to be licked, sucked. She would rock herself against his face, her pussy insisting he taste of it, not relenting until he had gone down on her once, twice, depending on her mood. It was fun at first, and oh, did she taste good, but having fun with her meant that he was losing sleep, and it was beginning to take its toll at work. But... It was the middle of the fifth week, and he knew what that meant. He wondered what sort of dishes one could prepare with one arm, one hand, and the thought that he would soon be drowning in dishes that rivaled Donovan’s lunches excited him no end. Toast, he counted, and pancakes, if you make them real slow. Maybe a steak. No soufflés yet because you needed two hands to take it out of the oven, at least if you wanted to do it properly. She could probably manage a curry, and a stew shouldn’t be hard to do, if he prepared the meat and chopped the vegetables. Foster laughed at himself. Could Luli even see what she was doing? One arm was the minimum you needed to cook, but didn’t you need eyes as well? But then she always seemed to know where to go. Sure enough, the package was waiting for him when he got home. Her right arm was smooth and lovely, her fingers long and slim, her nails cut short, unpainted, her beautiful hands marred by what looked like a fading burn scar— the mark of a true cook. He squeezed her hand. She squeezed back. Foster was elated. “You took a long time arriving,” he told Luli as he placed her arm inside the bathtub, “But I’m glad you’re finally here.” He watched her arm fuse to her right shoulder, then reached into the water, found her hand, and raised it to his lips. “I’ve stocked the pantry,” he said, kissing the back of her hand, “You will make me something tomorrow, won’t you?” Luli’s hand shivered, which he took to mean that she was giggling. Luli was extra frisky that night. Foster didn’t realize how much the addition of one arm meant. Foster found himself turning the light on and fucking her with his eyes open, the first time ever since she climbed into his bed three weeks ago. It was oddly exhilarating, making love to a half-formed body. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs grazing her nipples. He ran his right hand over the stump of her neck, the smoothness of it strangely exhilarating. She pushed her
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106 body forward when he did this, her hand taking his free one and placing it on her neck, her fingers closing over his until he understood what she wanted of him. Slowly, he moved his right hand so that it mirrored his left, strangling her. She urged him on, thrusting herself on him harder the harder he squeezed, until he was sure that if she had been alive, he would have killed her by now. He found himself coming fast, his fingers letting go of her neck, leaving faint blue-black bruises, his mark on her. Foster didn’t know what time he fell asleep, only that he woke to the Thursday sun streaming into his window and the smell of breakfast waiting for him in the kitchen. She had set the table and brought out what passed for his best flatware and cutlery, the mismatched plates containing delights such as old fashioned pancakes (made from scratch), eggs Benedict, French toast, coffee just the way he liked it (two sugars and some cream), freshly squeezed OJ, hash browns, bacon almost burned, and scrambled eggs so fluffy he almost cried with delight. Foster found himself excited to get to work, his tiredness and lack of sleep more than compensated by what he knew was in his lunch bag: a club sandwich with fresh apple butter, vegetable salad with a light vinaigrette, and a blueberry muffin. “You’re awfully happy today,” Santi said when they passed each other in the hallway. “The wife’s in a cooking mood,” Foster said, surprised that calling Luli his wife was so easy. The words had come unbidden, and it pleased him to realize that in his mind, she had been his wife for quite some time now. “What’s this, an epidemic?” Santi laughed. “What do you mean?” Foster asked. “First Jacobs, then Donovan, and now you.” He shook his head. “It’s like your whole department was weddingcrazy.” “Jacobs, as in Frank Jacobs?” Foster asked incredulously. Jacobs’s cubicle was next to Donovan’s. He was quiet and slightly weird, his half-hearted attempts at flirtation the butt of the receptionists’ jokes. The only time he ever spoke to Foster was on the day he left over three months ago, when he endorsed to Foster all his accounts. The man had seemed tired, but deliriously happy. Foster had chalked the tiredness up to burnout and the giddiness to relief at finally being able to leave the office. Foster went pale. Did that mean Donovan was going to do the same to him as well? “I didn’t even know Jacobs was married,” he said. “Jacobs wouldn’t know what to do with a woman even if she came with instructions.” “You’re one to talk,” Santi snorted. “Jacobs married a Filipina, I hear. That’s why he quit so that he could move to the Philippines with her.” “Donovan’s wife is Filipina, too,” Foster said. “Actually, so is mine.” Santi laughed again. “I think he introduced Donovan to his wife,” he said. “How come you know so much?” Foster asked. Santi smiled, walked away. It wasn’t until Thursday that Foster noticed that Donovan hadn’t been in for at least a week now, and only because he didn’t show up for their monthly Department meeting. Their boss had thrown a fit and had tasked Foster to pick up Donovan’s slack, something that put Foster in such a bad mood that not even his lunch of Chilean sea bass lightly flavored with truffle oil could change. As a result, Foster had to work overtime, something that he foresaw happening for the next few weeks unless Donovan showed up. He came home grumpy, ignored whatever it was Luli had cooked for dinner, and went straight to bed. “I’m not in the mood,” he said when she came to him that night. When she didn’t listen, he pushed her away. “What part of go away didn’t you understand?” he yelled. He felt better afterwards, happy to be able to vent his frustrations on something, someone. Immediately, he felt bad, thought that he should at least apologize, but the next thing he knew his alarm clock was ringing, and it was time to go to work. Lunch that day was shepherd’s pie, one of Foster’s favorite dishes. Foster uncovered the dish’s foil top, breathed in the rich aroma, and dug in, his spoon releasing a heady, meaty scent as it broke through the potato crust. Foster scooped out a big chunk of pie, everything coated with rich, thick gravy. He placed the spoonful in his mouth. A few seconds later, he started to gag. “You’re lucky the piece of glass you bit into was a big one,” the nurse said, “Any smaller and you’d be in real trouble.” “I don’t understand how your wife could have been so careless,” the doctor said. “Better talk to her about keeping her kitchen clean.” He took one last look at Foster’s tongue. “The damage isn’t big, but I’m putting you on a liquid diet for a couple of weeks. Anything other than soups or juices is going to worsen your condition.” Foster groaned. The office had given him the rest of the day off, so he went home, straight to the bathroom, ignoring the soup bowl and the tureen that waited for him on the dining room table. “Bitch,” he hissed at Luli’s body, which was resting quietly in the tub, surrounded by water that was now the color of blood, “What the fuck did you do that for?” The words came out funny, the product of a broken, swollen tongue. Luli’s body shivered. She was laughing at him, Foster realized. The thought only made him angrier. “Shut the fuck up!” he screamed, even though Luli was technically incapable of saying anything. Luli rose up, her one hand grasping the side of the tub, using it to pull the rest of her up and out. Foster was scared but stood his ground. Luli came at him, red water slipping down her skin, leaving pink stains in places, her one hand reaching for his belt, trying to unbuckle it. Foster had enough of her fucking him whenever she wanted. His hands
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107 closed around her throat, pressing down. Luli thrashed about, her hand grabbing hold of Foster’s wrist, her legs trying to keep from slipping on the bathroom floor. Her knees gave way, and she fell, Foster falling with her until she was on her back on the bathroom floor with him over her, one knee on her belly, his hands on her neck, still squeezing. Luli struggled under him, her whole body going slack, then rigid. Foster felt a ripple run through her body, felt her shudder underneath him. She’s coming, he realized. Here I am, trying to kill her, and the bitch is coming. He let go, stood up, sighed. Fuck it, he thought, and went to see what she had made for dinner. Week 6 The sixth package arrived early Monday morning. Foster brought it in, put it on the coffee table, left for work. Donovan still hadn’t shown up, which meant more work for Foster. It actually wasn’t hard to pick up where Donovan had left off—for all the man’s reputation as a goof-off, his reports were meticulous and impeccable. He really was good at what he did. Foster actually found himself admiring the man. But that didn’t mean he could get away with not working. Besides, there was talk of letting Donovan go because of his absences, and Foster was genuinely worried about that. Lunchtime came, and instead of sitting down to his homemade meal (soup), he went over to Donovan’s desk. Nobody paid him any attention as he rifled through drawers and searched the files on Donovan’s computer. If anyone should ask, he would say that he was looking for backup documents for the report he was finishing. It wasn’t hard to find what he was looking for: Donovan had included his personal information in his computer’s address book. Foster took down Donovan’s address and phone numbers, then returned to his desk, his lunch forgotten. When he got home, the kitchen was a mess, but there was pumpkin soup waiting for him, the orange liquid haphazardly ladled into the tureen that held it, the gunk of the breakfast smoothie in his glass still unwashed from breakfast. The floor was littered with cardboard and butcher paper, and when Foster checked inside the bathroom, he was not surprised to see Luli with both arms now attached to her body. “You could have waited,” he said, “We could have done this together.” Luli lay still, the water around her barely rippling. She looked more like a doll now, her limbs slack and her chest still. “I’m sorry,” he said, “I should have known better. It won’t happen again.” He left to have dinner, and when he tasted the soup, he found that she had burned it. He tried texting Donovan the next day. There was no reply. Lunchtime came. Foster opened his thermos to find cold broth, what he suspected was yesterday’s untouched lunch. He threw the liquid down the drain, and for the first time in a while bought himself a cafeteria lunch. After a series of texts over the next two days, all of them unanswered, Foster tried calling Donovan’s cellphone. Someone picked up on the first ring. “Donovan?” Foster said. “He’s on vacation,” a woman’s voice said before hanging up. He tried calling Donovan’s house afterwards. No one answered. By this time, Management had listed Donovan as AWOL and was pretty much operating around his absence. There was talk of hiring someone to replace him. Meanwhile, Foster was stuck with all his work, backlog included. He thought of Donovan over his lunch of carrot soup, wondered why he should be so concerned about the man. Luli had been in a good mood lately, once again preparing dishes (well, soups—his tongue had not quite healed yet) with secret flavors that sent Foster into raptures. She even let him get some rest, her nightly visits once again reduced to what they were on the third week, slow, gentle nudges in his sleep that made him wake refreshed, that made him forget that Luli was ever mad at all. Luli’s attention made Foster want to go home early again, except doing Donovan’s work as well as his own meant leaving the office late everyday. When Friday came with still no word from Donovan and still no replacement from Management, Foster decided to take matters into his own hands. The thought of tracking down Donovan excited him, made him feel that he was a private eye in a noir film. In fact, he was so excited that when he got home, he went straight to the bathroom. Gently, he lifted her out of the tub. Luli wrapped her hands around his neck, pushed her breasts against his chest as he carried her, bride-style, to the bedroom. He kissed her breasts, but her hands gently pushed him downwards, until he was giving her head. She was wet, and not from the bathwater. As he lapped at her, Foster realized that his tongue felt less swollen, had in fact stopped hurting. Before he could collect his thoughts, she was urging him deeper inside her, her hands pulling at his hair, her legs wrapped around him so that she was all around him, and all he could see, smell, feel was her. There was a big breakfast waiting for him the next day—steak and eggs, a Spanish omelet, waffles with whipped butter, fresh baked bread. Foster took a bite of the omelet and realized that his tongue was completely healed. He wasted no time in demolishing the rest of the food, making a mental note to drop by the grocery to pick up more supplies. But first, he had other errands to run. It wasn’t hard to find Donovan’s apartment. Foster rang the doorbell. The door opened after the second ring. “Yes?” a female voice, the one he heard on the phone, said. Behind her, Foster caught a whiff of what he thought was roast chicken. “Is Donovan in?” Foster asked “It’s Foster from work.”
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108 “Come in,” the woman said, opening the door just wide enough for Foster to slip in. A mixture of smells assailed him, the pot roast joined by curry and chocolate chip cookies—and those were just the scents he could decipher. “The cookies just came out of the oven,” she said, “Want some?” The apartment was dim, giving just enough light for Foster to make out the features of Donovan’s wife. She was the woman in Donovan’s photo all right, her long hair tied into a neat bun, her breasts barely hidden underneath the apron she wore over her tank top and denim cutoffs. She was barefoot, her toenails painted a dark color, the same one, he guessed, that adorned Luli’s. “What’s your name?” he asked as she led him to the sofa, put a plate of fresh-baked cookies and a glass of milk in front of him, lingering long enough for him to catch sight of the top of her breasts. “Nida,” she said. “I’m making pot roast for dinner; you must stay.” Her English was impeccable, though heavily accented. Foster found himself wondering what Luli would sound like. “Will Donovan be long?” Foster asked, one hand automatically reaching for a cookie, the other for the milk. “He’s resting,” was the reply. “You must stay for dinner. I’ve made so much food.” She wandered into the kitchen, where he could hear her preparing dinner. Foster finished the cookies—sweet and warm and chewy—and downed the milk. Still no Donovan. “Nida?” he called, but there was no answer. He was about to get up and investigate when Nida came out of the kitchen. She had let her hair down and had changed into a short, tight black dress with a plunging neckline that showed off her ample cleavage, and heeled sandals that pushed her butt upwards and accentuated her shapely calves. The smell of fresh-baked cookies lingered around her, making Foster salivate. “I just slipped into something more fitting for company,” she said, “Dinner’s ready, Donovan will be out in a bit.” She led Foster to the dining room, where he found a feast waiting for him. It was a mishmash of cuisines; there was pot roast, steamed crab, ratatouille, bouillabaisse, mushroom risotto, kani salad, and assorted cakes and pastries. Foster’s nose flinched. Underneath the mingling of the scents of the feast in front of him was a stench, not of rot, but of something soured, like bile rising in one’s throat just before a vomit. Nida had laid out Donovan’s best china—real ones that matched and cutlery that felt as if it was real silver. “Is Donovan going to be long?” Foster asked as Nida ladled the bouillabaisse into three bowls. “I’m sorry,” Nida said, “He’s taking a while, isn’t he? Let me get him.” Foster heard a creaking on the hallway. The stench grew stronger, assailing his nostrils, overpowering the smell of the food. “Donovan?” he asked, “Nida?” “Forgive me,” Nida said, pushing a wheelchair into the dining room, “I still forget my manners sometimes.” Foster stared at the person in the wheelchair. Donovan smiled back at him. Or at least one side of his face did. The other side sagged, drool pooling at the side of is mouth. He had gained an enormous amount of weight over the weeks so that his once fit frame was now bloated, his flesh sagging over the wire that kept him in place, parts of it cutting deep grooves into the fat. He was dressed in boxer shorts, a wifebeater, and socks. He had wet himself recently, the stain on his crotch still wet, the stink still new. His skin was covered in sores, some of them ripe, some of them oozing a thick, greenish liquid. His limbs were thin from lack of use. His left leg looked gangrenous, as if it was being eaten alive from the inside. And yet Donovan’s smile, despite being half paralyzed, was genuine and sane. “Hey, Foster,” Donovan said, except it came out in a slur. “Fuck!” Foster said, instinctively pushing his chair back from the table, “What did you do to Donovan?” “I’ve made him very happy,” Nida said, “Please sit down, Foster. Your dinner will get cold.” Donovan smiled at him. “Nida is an excellent cook,” he said. His eyes turned up to look lovingly at his wife. “Not to mention a great fuck.” “You’re crazy!” Foster said, standing up and heading towards the door. No one made any move to follow him. “It’s like a vacation,” he heard Donovan say after him. Foster ran out of the apartment, got into his car, and didn’t stop driving till he got home, trying not to think about what had just happened. What kind of crazy bitch had Donovan married? What the fuck had she done to him? His mind flashed to the dark house, the strange feast on the table, the smell of good food that masked Donovan’s stench. His mind kept wandering back to Donovan’s smile. It was, Foster realized, the happiest he had ever seen him. He took a deep breath and got out of the car. When he got to his door, there was a package waiting for him. Luli’s last installment had come early. Foster picked it up, tore the packaging, and lifted the lid of the cardboard box. Luli’s face stared up at him, dark eyes framed by long lashes, lips as red as blood. Her long black hair had been arranged so that her head rested on it, making her look more vulnerable somehow. He smiled at her. She smiled back. He bent his head so that his lips touched hers and gave her a kiss. She responded immediately, her tongue invading his mouth, her lips soft and velvety. She tasted sweet. From experience, he knew her cooking would taste even better. Smiling, Foster took his wife, opened the door, and carried her over the threshold of his apartment.
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Hope Sabanpan Yu



Si Soledad ug Anastasia



Unsaon Pagsugat sa Bag-ong Tuig, Paghaylos Lalaki, ug Uban Pa Si Anastasia Ngadto Kang Soledad—Siyudad sa Sugbu Anastasia: kong suod nga higala! Salamat sa imong sulat. Ania na sab ang bag-ong tuig. Ug, sa kanunay, mao kini ang panahon nga ihimo og mga panaad magbag-o. Kung wala ka bisan tinagidyot lang sa pagpamursiging magbag-o, aniay mga panaad nga bisag kinsa pa, makahimo. Mga panaad nga seguradong makatabang kanimo mahimong malipayon nga babaye sa lawas, hunahuna og espirito niining tibuok 2002. Una, ayaw pagtuo nga ang pagdiyeta ug eksersays ra ang paagis pagpadaut. Kinsa ba goy naay traynta minutos kada adlaw aron maka-eksersays? Ang tubag, kanang mga tambal pangpadaut. Naay ginareseta ug naa say mapalit mo lang sa botika. Sus, dali ra gyud kang modaut. Tanang gikaon mos Pasko, mawala gyud, hilabihan pag kaduhaon nimog inom ang gireseta. Kon matagak ang imong buhok, dili kana permanente. Una ra kana sa dili magmadugayon nga epekto sa pag-inom sa tambal. Ikaduha, paghimog bag-ong sugod sa kinabuhi pinaagi sa pagpasaylo sa mga daang kaligotgot. Tawagi ang mga tawong nakasala kanimo niaging tuig, hilabihan pa kadtong wala nakasayod nga nakasilo sila kanimo. Suginli silag unsa kasakit ang ilang gibuhat ug unsa ka kalagot. Hilak ug sultihi giunsa mo paghunahuna nga ang imong kinabuhi nadaot apan karon nakaamgo ka nga angay mo silang pasayloon aron makaabante kas kinabuhi. Sa higayon nga masuko na gani sila o mohilak ba kaha, pagpasalamat sa ilang pagpaminaw ug dayon ibutang ang telepono. Katawa og kusog. Ikatulo, maghimo kag listahan sa mga tinguha mo karong tuiga. Mahimo mo kining tanan kung gustohon mo, apan angay kining buhaton nga tagsa-tagsaon lang. Paghunahuna og usa ka dakong kausaban sa imong kinabuhi kada semana sulod sa tuig. Aduna kay 52 ka tinguha. Sugdan mo dayon kini. Kintahay, usa ka semana, gusto kang kuhaan ang imong timbang og 10 ka kilo, o sunod semana ba kaha, ang pagpanindot sa imong hardin. Sa lain nga semana, moundang kas panigarilyo ug sunod semana niana, motu-on kag ilis og plat nga ligid. Matag semana daghan kag mahimong buhaton aron mausab ang tibuok mong kinabuhi. Ang bag-ong tuig gakupot sa tanang saad sa pagbag-o ug sa saad pod sa bag-ong ikaw. Hala, larga! Dili na ko matingala sa imong gisugilon kanako. Kasagaran, ang mga tawo bisag haing katilingban, anaa gyuy bahin dapigan. Anaa gyud nang “Ug dili kini... kadto.” Ug dili ka utokan, guwapa ka. Ug wala kay oyab, tomboy ka. Ug dili ka magtigom og salapi alang sa panigulangon, angay hutdon ang tanan mong sapi sa pagpaplastik surgery aron makakubit og dato nga balo. Naunsa man kining istoryaha? Kon ako ang imong pangutan-on, ang kinabuhi dili ingon niini. Gikinahanglan nga masunod gyud ang akong gusto. Ngano magbuot man ang ubang tawo? Apan, mao lagi, daghan dayog istorya diri, istorya didto, istoryang dili mao. Mao nga nakahukom ko nga ang nag-inusarang paagi nga masunod ang akong gusto, agi sa pagpangilad. Nasayod ka, Ling, unsa ka dakong kabilinggan ang maayo og utok. Pun-an pa nga hitsuraan kitag nindot pa gyud og lawas. Ang mga lalaki nga mogbu og pagtan-aw sa ilang kaugalingon, dili motugot niining babaye nga walay apan. Maong mas maayo nga magpakatanga na lang kita. Ling, dili sayon ang magpakatanga. Gikinahanglan nig maayong utok aron makumbinsir ang lalaki nga tanga kita. Ang katanga, ubanan na ganig nindot nga lawas, dinamita ang gawas. Gukdunon. Ang una mong buhaton ang pagkat-on nga maghunahuna bag-o motubag. Ikaw ra ba, motubag ka dayon. Paghilom usa. Dayon, maglingi-lingi ka. Pasugata ang imong mga kilay sa tunga. Mora kunohay kag wala kasabot. Mangutana ka niya. Ipahinayhinay og patin-aw kadtong butanga. Dayon, bantayi unsaon pagdako sa iyang dughan gumikan sa garbo nga naka-esplikar siya kanimo. Daghan siyag nahibaloan. Ikaduha, kung masipyat kag yawit kay nadala kas imong gibati, bawi-a dayon kini pinaagig binogo nga sumpay.
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110 Kintahay nakaingon kag “Nagkagrabe na man ang kahimtang sa Afghanistan ug naapektohan ta niini kay ningsaka og maayo ang presyo sa gasolina. Gisuportahan god sa mga Arabo si Bin Laden.” Sumpayi dayog “Nilansar ba god si Bin Laden pagka-presidente?” O kon dili ba, moingon nga, “Tag-iya diay og gasolinahan nis Bin Laden?” Ikatulo, pagkat-on moistorya og hagawhaw ang tingog. Tuyok-tuyoka ang tumoy sa imong buhok. Mamilok og kadaghan. Kadto bang samas atong silingan kaniadto, si Gemma. Oy Ling, bag-o ko makalimot, nagkita mis Gemma. Di ba, niwang man kaayo to siya sa una? Dili ka motuo Ling, pagkadakong balyena na siya karon. Wa god ko katuo! Minghoy ang babaye kay sigeg handom tong kaniadtong niwang pa siya. Gitambagan ko lagi nga dili maayong magdala-dala siya nianang sobrang mantika. Mokalit unyag undang ang iyang kasingkasing. Imbis cheese balls ang i-snack, mga bola na lang sa gapas. Bitaw, naguol pa gyud siya kay ‘tong una, hinumdom ka nga daghan man siyag laki. Morag gog box office hit kay halos maglinya ang mamisita. Karon kuno, bisag siya pay mo-una, wala nay mosukol. Sala man pod nis TV og sine, unsaon mag i-endorse ba nang mga lawas nilang Callista Flockhart ug Wilma Doesnt. “Day Gem,” ingon ko kaniya, “dawata na lang nga dili ka gyud ka mahimong Miss Cebu ug dili na sab ka makasul-ob og mga piting nga pangkaligo. Kon mahimo mo kini, naglakaw ka na sa tukmang dalan paingon sa kalipay.” Unsaon kuno. Akong gitambagan niadtong mga tambal pangpadaut. (Kahibalo kos hunahuna mo, naa tingali koy komisyon. Day Ling, wala gyud bisag usa ka dako! Nitabang lang kong Aida. Kato ang negosyante!) Ingon ko magpa-laypo siya. Wala man mamilok nianing duha ka pamaagi. Di, giingnan ko nga molarga ngadtos Mexico kay ang mga laki didto ganahan mag unoron nga mga babaye. (Morag gustos Gemma niani kay namilok man.) O mongadto bas Alaska kay wala man kaayoy mga babaye ngadto, di, halinon kaayo siya. Ang gustos mga laki didto kanang kamao moluto, molimpyo, ug mobughag kahoy. O kon dili ba, ngadtos Afghanistan. Didto, magburkang mga kababayhan, magtabon gikan sa ulo ngadtos tiil. Dili na makamatikod ang lalaking nangitag pangasaw-onon nga nagbagood siya nianang sobrang gibug-aton hangtod sa gabii sa ilang kaminyoon. Ikaw, anaa ka bay ikatambag? O, unsaon na ni, mag-adyos adorada usa ko kanimo. Ako pang limpiyohan ang sakyanan. Naa koy dayt ugma. Dili hinuon seryos. Lingaw-lingaw ra god. Kahibalo kas daga. Magpahimulos gyud ta. Iregards kos atong mga kaigsoonan diha, sa imong my lab nga si Nonoy ug sa tibuok baryo na pod. Pagpabiling magmalipayon.



Tas Unsaon Pagbulag sa Trato Si Soledad Ngadto Kang Anastasia—Isla sa Bantayan Soledad: Nahimuot kos imong sulat. Lingaw kaayo. Masulayan ko tingali kadtong tanan way labot sa pagtuyok-tuyok sa tumoy sa buhok kay mobu naman kaayo akong buhok. Segurado man kaha ka nga mo-ubra gyud tong paghaylos laki. Anaa ra ba mi bag-ong silingan. Hitsuraan pod. Scholar man kuno. Gusto kos mga resolusyon alang nianing tuiga. Wala man ko kahunahuna apan husto ka. Daghan man tang mabuhat sulod sa tuig. Magtuon kog pamukot, magtuon kog panginhas, mamu-pu og lubi, paghimog bulad isda, mosalom bag perlas... nindot hunahuna-on, no? Apan ang dako kong problema karon mao si Nonoy. Dili makigbulag bisag kapila pa balik-balika og ingon. Gipul-an na ko. Ambot, bright man unta apan dili gyud kasabot! Bida ning mga laki usahay. Tas, gusto ko nga siya gyuy mobiya kanako kay ang tanan nga gihatag niya, dili ko na angay i-uli kaniya. Makaingon ko nga dili na siya magdahom nga ibalik pa nako ang singsing. Ug, wat is, ang tanang simpatiya sa among mga higala, ari gyud nako. Naghinayhinay bitaw kog lista kon unsaon pagtulod kang Nonoy pagbulag kanako. Kung mahisulod gani ka nianing sitwasyona, timan-i ang akong tips: Magpatambok. Kanang tambok nga tambok gyud. Mohunong sa pag-ibot o pag-shayb sa mga balhibos ilok. Mo-undang na sab sa pagkaligo. Kay batan-on pa man kita, maglinosyang. Kanunay mag-kurlers ug magdaster. Dili na mobuhat og buluhatonon sa panimalay. Magbuhi na lag usa ka dosenang baboy. Dad-on siyag simba. Unya mosimbag kapila sulod sa usa ka adlaw. Magyawyaw bahin sa mga butang nga dili tinuod. Kintahay, moingon kang “Wala ka mopalit og sambag,” nga wala man gyud ka magpapalit niya. “Ingon ka magdala kag bukayo,” nga wala man siyay hisgot og bukayo. Manabako og lomboy. Mag-mama. Kon anaay kay isulti, i-agig kanta. Sama ba nianang paagi sa pari inig misa. (Sus, makasab-an gyud ta aning Fr. Mac.) Gregorian chant ang abot. Ma-inspired sad ang mga silingan nga mag-voice lesson. Ug magkalisod ka, itaghoy na
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111 lang. Nasayod kong daghan pa diha ang mapuno mo ning listaha. Nangadgi lagi kog molayas na og dayon si Nonoy sa akong kinabuhi. Ambot kinsang santosa ang motubag ning hangyo-a. Maayo man tos Gemma kay nakapahimulos na man siyas iyang panahon. Maayo man nang nakahigugma na tag daghan. Mosimpatiya ko sa babaye kay ako, dili magsilbi nga mao ra gihapong uyaba sulod sa duha ka tuig. Puol na, Tas. Si Evelyn bitaw, hambog kaayo nga napulo ka tuig silang Peter bag-o nagbulag. Wa siya maghunahuna nga maglingawlingaw. Dugay sab kaayo nang napulo ka tuig, oy. Unya, wala pa gyud siya kapahimulos. Tan-awa ko, naa koy singsing koleksyon. Bata pa ko, nagsugod na kog pangolektag singsing. Kaniadto, mga pakapin ra tos kendi. Hasta gani tong imohang pakapin, imong ihatag nako. Sa paglabay sa panahon, anaa na koy ubay-ubay nga natigom, kanang mga bililhon. Para kanako, ang pagkuhas laki dili sama ka importante sa paghukas singsing. Ang kaminyoon dili sama ka alegre sa uyab pa. Wala pa gyud ko kadungog og ning-ingon nga lingaw magminyo. Kasagaran, moingon nga dili na sila kabintaha inig maminyo na. Kon tan-awon gyud nato, buhaton man sa lalaki tanang gusto nato inig nanguyab pa sila apan inig ka minyo na gani, wa na. Mas maayo gyud nga duha ka tuig lang, dayon, mangita tag dakong away aron makigbulag siya nato, ug sa ingon aning higayona, angayan lang nga dili na ibalik ang singsing. Sulod sa panahong uyab pa, maghunahuna nag unsang klasehang bato ang imong gusto. Nindot ang diamante, apan adunay daghang kapilian. Ang gibuhat ko, moduyog kos panahon, unsay gusto kong bolok. Sama ra nas sinina. Mopili sa batong moangay kanato. Ang akong paborito, kanang lunhaw. Unya, ang sunod mong hunahuna-on, kung pila ka karats. Kung diamante, bastante na nang usa ka karat. Apan kung lain nga bato, kanang duha ka karats. Maka-afford gyud nang laki nimo, labi pag gihunahuna mong minyoan. Dayon, unsa mang klaseha ang setting? Gusto ba kag dalagon nga oro, puti nga oro o kana bang uso karon nga platinum. Okey sad ang platinum. Kung dili gani mo magdayon ug maablihan mo ang butanganan sa alahas pila ka tuig gikan karon, makahinumdom ka niining panahon sa milenyum. Pero kon unsaon pagmaneho nga palitan kag singsing, lahi na kanang istoryaha. Sulayi nga papangabubho-on mo siya. Gusto sa mga laki bansagan nga ilaha kita aron mahibalo ang tibuok baryo, unya wala nay mosulay pag-ilog kanato gikan kanila. Ang himoon mo, pag-imbento og higalang lalaki, si Victor kunohay, nga ginapakigkitaan nimo panagsa, nga mangimbitar nimog kaon sa gawas (labi nag mangimbitar sad imong uyab nimo), kanang mamisita sa inyo. Sultihi ang imong uyab nga wala ra gyud nis Victor kanimo. Amigos pamilya nimo ug kababata. Si Victor gentleman kaayo ug dili mo-tayk advantage. Mga unom ka bulan, magsul-ob sul-ob dayon kag singsing sa imong tuong kamot. Makapalit man kag US fancy nga nindot. Kung mangotana imong uyab, tubaga nga “Ni-insistir si Victor nga ihatag kanako ang singsing sa iyang apohan nga namatay niaging semana. Di ba, sweet kaayos Victor, no? Wala man ka malain, darling no?” O, di karon nagkalugotlugot na ang imong uyab sa pangabubho. Patuyangi siyag gusto niyang ilisdan ang singsing ni Victor og engagement ring. Tutokig dugay ang singsing ni Victor dayon moingon nga “Nindot ning singsinga apan gusto kog emerald nga gituyokag gagmay nga titos unya platinum ang band. Pareho adtong nakit-an nako sa Lhullier.” Salig kanako, Tas, makasabot ra siyas imong gipasabot. Sa sulod sa usa ngadtos tulo ka bulan wala pa gani, pangita nag lain. Ang buhat ko, samas nakaplagan ko rong bag-o—ang among silingan, ning-attend kog kasal ni Maria Montemayor. Wala baya ko imbitaha apan niadto lang ko. Nagdahom mang mga tawo nga kaila mi. Nindot man god akong sinina. Wat is, naka-gown ko, siyempre. (Gikinahanglan gyud nga tukma sab ang atong isul-ob sa higayon.) Ningpit-in ra man sab ko. Nagpa-“as if.” Kahibalo na bitaw ka. Chika-chika sad ginagmay. Morag korek. O karon, anaa koy bag-ong kaplag. Aduna pay laing mga higayon nga makaila kitag mga bag-ong lalaki. Mongadto ba tag mga ribbon cutting, kanang mga higayon sa pag-fundraising ba kaha. Hinuon, morag kaduha, katulo ra ni sila dinhis isla apan diha sa Sugbu, basa lang daan sa mantalaan ug timan-i hain ang imong gustong atenan. O hain kadtong adto-an sa imong giganahan. Moeksena ka. Ang uso karon kon unsa ka ka-dering. Matud pa bitaw ni Nay Linda, patay nas Maria Clara. Palihog unya diay kog order ni Maida og bra. Duha ka Triumph nga size 80 cup B. Itom ang akong gusto. Ipadala lang nako ang bayad sa barko. Salamat daan ug pag-ayo-ayo dihas Sugbu. Ipangamusta kong Hannah baby ug ni Lee. Pasulata sila kanako.
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The Black Monkey



T



wo weeks already she had stayed in the hut on the precipice, alone except for the visits of her husband. Carlos came regularly once a day and stayed two or three hours, but his visits seemed to her too short and far between. Sometimes, after he had left and she thought she would be alone again, one or the other of the neighbors came up unexpectedly, and right away those days became different, or she became different, in a subtle, but definite way. For the neighbors caused a disturbed balance which was relieving and necessary. Sometimes it was one of the women coming up with ripe fruits, papayas, perhaps, or wild ink berries, or guavas. Sometimes the children, to grind her week’s supply of corn meat in the cubby hole downstairs. Their chirps and meaningless giggles broke the steady turn of the stone grinder, and scraped to a slow agitation the thoughts that had settled and almost hardened in the bottom of her mind. She would have liked it better if these visits were longer, but they could not be; for the folks came to see her, yet she couldn’t come to them and she, a sick woman, wasn’t really with them as they sat there with her. The women were uneasy in the hut and she could say nothing to the children, and it seemed it was only when the men came up to see her when there was the presence of real people. Real people and she real with them. As when old Emilio and Sergio left their carabaos standing to one side of the clearing and crossed the river at low tide to climb up the path on the precipice, their faces showing brown and leathery in the filtered sunlight of the forest as they approached her door. Coming in and sitting on the floor of the eight-by-ten but where she lay, looking at her and chewing tobacco, clayey legs crossed easily, they brought about them the strange electric feeling of living together, of shouting one to another across the clearing, each driving his beast, of riding the bullcart into the timber to load dead trunks for firewood, of listening in a screaming silence inside their huts at night to the sound of real or imagined shots or explosions, and mostly of another kind of silence, the kind that bogged down between the furrows when the sun was hot and the soil stony and the breath for words lay tight and furry upon their tongues. They were slow of words even when at rest, rousing themselves to talk mumblingly and vaguely after long periods of chewing. Thinking to interest her, their talk would be of the women’s doings, soap-making and the salt project, and who made the most coconut oil that week, whose dog was caught sucking eggs from whose poultry shed, how many lizards and monkeys they had trapped and killed in the cornfields and yards around the four houses. Listening to them was hearing a remote story heard once before and strange enough now to be interesting again, But it was also annoyingly like the more actual discomfort of the last three weeks-located in her body, it was true, but not so much a real pain as a deadness and heaviness everywhere, at once inside of her as well as outside. When the far nasal bellowing of their carabaos came up across the river, the two men rose to go and clumsy with sympathy they stood at the doorstep spitting out quick casual streaks of tobacco and betel nut as they stretched their leave with last remarks. Marina wished for her mind to go on following them down the cliff to the river and across to the clearing, to the group of four huts on the knoll where smoke spiraled blue glints and grey from the charcoal pits, and the children chased scampering monkeys back into the forested slopes only a few feet away. But when the men turned around the path and disappeared, they were really gone, and she was really alone again. From the pallet where she lay a few inches from the door, all she could see were the tops of ipil-ipil trees arching over the damp humus soil of the forest, and a very small section of the path leading from her hut downward along the edge of the precipice to the river where it was a steep short drop of twenty or thirty feet to the water. They used a ladder on the bushy side of the cliff to climb up and down the path, let down and drawn up again, and no one from outside the ○
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113 area could know of the secret hut built so close to guerrilla headquarters. When the tide was low and the water drained toward the sea, the river was shallow in some parts and the ladder could be reached, wading on a pebbly stretch to the base of the cliff. At high tide an outrigger boat had to be rowed across. They were fortunate to have the hiding place, very useful to them every time the guerrillas reported a Japanese patrol prowling around the hills and they all had to run from their huts on the knoll below. Three weeks ago in the night they had all fled up to the forest thinking a patrol had finally penetrated. That night she had twisted her kneecap. Marina remembered how she and Flavia and Flavia’s daughter had groped their way up the precipice behind their faster neighbors, how the whole of that night the three of them had cowered in this dark hut while all around the monkeys gibbered in the leaves, and pieces of voices from a group of guerrillas on the river pierced into the forest like thin splintered glass. And all the time the whispered talk of their neighbors who were crouched in the crevices of the high rocks above them floated down like echoes of the whispers in her own mind. Finally there was no pain, only numbness when the whole leg swelled up. Nobody knew the reason for the alarm sounded by headquarters until the next morning when Carlos and two other guerrillas paddled around the river from camp and told everyone to come down from the precipice; it was not enemy troops but the boys chasing after the Japanese prisoner who had escaped. Following the information of Carlos, old Emilio and the others returned to the huts on the knoll. Only she had stayed, through three weeks now. The doctor had come in and set the knee-she did not want to think about that. Paralysed on one side, she chose to stay here. Up in this hut she was a liability to no one in case of danger. And she had to stay until the Japanese prisoner was caught. This was guerrilla area; if he had been able to slip across the channel to Cebu, they could expect a Japanese invasion. No one need worry about her even then, for she would be safe in this hideout. Listening closely for several nights, she had learned to distinguish the noises made by the monkey in the tree nearest her door. She was sure the tree had only one tenant, a big one, because the sounds it made were so heavy and definite. She would hear a precise rustle, just as if it shifted once in its sleep and was quiet again, or when the rustling was continuous for a while, she knew it was looking for a better perch and perhaps muttering a little at its discomfort. Sometimes there were precipitate rubbing sounds and a thud and she concluded it had accidentally slipped and landed on the ground. She always heard it arrive late at night, long after the forest had settled down... Even now as she lay quietly, she knew the invisible group of monkeys had begun to come; she knew from the soughing that started from far up the slope, a sound like wind on the water, gradually coming downward. She must have been asleep about four hours when she awoke uneasily. She was aware of movements under the hut. It was about a couple of hours before dawn. Blackness had pushed into the room heavily and moistly, sticky damp around her eyes, under her chin and down the back of her neck, where it prickled like fine hair creeping on end. Her light had burned out. Something was fumbling at the door of the compartment below the floor, where the supply of rice and corn was stored in tall bins. The door was pushed and rattled cautiously, slow thuds of steps moved around the house. Whatever it was, it circled the hut once, twice, and stopped again to jerk at the door. It sounded like a monkey, perhaps the monkey in the tree trying to break in the door for the corn and rice. it seemed to her it took care not to pass the stairs, retracing its steps around the side of the hut each time so she could not see it through her open door. Hearing the sounds and seeing nothing, she felt it imperative to look at the intruder. She set her face to the long slit at the base of the wall, and the quick chilly wind came at her like a whisper suddenly flung into her face. Trees defined her line of vision, merged blots that seemed to possess life and feeling running through them like thin humming wires. The footsteps had come from that unknown boundary and must have resolved back into it because she could not hear them anymore. She was deciding the creature had gone away when she saw a stooping shape creep along the wall and turn back, slipping by so quickly she could deceive herself into believing she imagined it. A short, stooping creature. Its footsteps were heavy and regular and then unexpectedly running together as if the feet were tired or sore. She had suspected the monkey but didn’t feel sure, even seeing the quick shape she didn’t feel sure, until she heard the heavy steps turn toward the tree. Then she could distinguish clearly the rubbing sounds as it hitched itself up. She strained to hear more sounds but not even the small insects clinging oil the under part of the leaves were stirring. Slowly and piece by piece she relaxed. For somebody-anybody! If Flavia’s daughter didn’t have tile malaria-She told herself she was more irritated than afraid; for the monkey knew she was there, she was sure it knew and its keen primeval instincts must have also sensed her helplessness. Tile thought was repugnant. She lay on her side that didn’t have the numbness and stared out of tile door into tile trees. Tile lightening shadows moved like long talons scooping out grey caves and hollows in tile leaves. She couldn’t go back to sleep. She had a great wish to be back below with the others. Now and then the wind blew momentary gaps through the leaves and she saw fog from the river, fog white and stringy floating over the four huts on the knoll. Along about ten in the morning the whole area below would be under the direct heat of the sun. Tile knoll was a sort of islet made by the river bending into a horseshoe shape; on this formation of the two inner banks the families had made their clearings and built their huts. On one outer bank tile guerrilla camp hid in a thick grove of madre-de-cacao and undergrowth, and the other outer bank, which was the other arm of the horseshoe, abruptly rose to the steep precipice where the secret hut stood. The hut buried in the trees, where she was safe because almost totally isolated. The families asleep on the knoll were themselves isolated, she thought; they were as on an island cut off by tile water and mountain ranges surrounding them; shut in with their fear of the enemy’s penetration they played a game with it, each one tossing his thought to the others, no one keeping it privately, no one really taking a deliberate look at it in the secrecy of his own mind. In tile hut it seemed she must play it out by herself, toss it back and forth, back and forth. Threads of mist tangled under the trees. Light pricked through like suspended raindrops; the wind carried up the sound of paddling from the river. In a little while she heard a voice calling down the path. Carlos. When he was near
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114 the hut, she heard him distinctly. Neena! Neena! Her name seemed to explode through the air, it came like a shock after the hours of stealthy noises. He took the three rungs of the steps in one stride and was beside her on the floor. Always lie came in a flood of size and motion and she couldn’t see all of him at once. A smell of stale sun and hard walking clung to his clothes and stung into her; it was the smell of many people and many places and the room felt even smaller with him in it. In a quick gesture that had become a habit he touched the back of his hand on her forehead. “Good.” He announced, “no fever.” With Carlos’ presence the room bulged with the sense of people activity, pointing tip with unbearable sharpness her isolation, her fears, her helplessness. “I can’t stay up here,” she told him, not caring anymore whether he despised her cowardice. “I must go down. There is something here. You don’t know what’s happening. You don’t know, or you won’t make me stay.” He looked at her and then around the room as though her fear squatted there listening to them. “It’s the monkey again.” “Man or monkey or devil—I can’t stay up here anymore.” “Something must be done,” he said; “this can’t go on.” “I’ll go down and be with the others.” He raised his head, saying wearily, “I wish that were the best thing. God knows I wish it were. You decided this yourself, and very wisely, Neena. You must go down only when you’re ready. These are critical days for all of us in this area. If something breaks—the Jap, you know—think what will happen to you down there, with me at headquarters. You’ve known of reprisals.” He looked at her and his sooty black eyes were like the bottom of a deep drained well. “I wish I could be here at night. What I am saying is this: it’s a job you must do by yourself, since nobody is allowed out of headquarters after dark. That monkey must be shot or you’re not safe here anymore.” “You know I can’t shoot.” “We are continuing your lessons. You still remember, don’t you?” “It was long ago and it was not really in earnest.” He inspected the chambers of the rifle. “You didn’t need it then.” He put his rifle into her hands. She lifted it and as its weight yielded coldly to her hands, she said suddenly, “I’m glad we’re doing this.” “You remember how to use the sight?” “Yes,” and she could not help smiling a little. “All the o’clocks you, taught me.” “Aim it and shoot.” She aimed at a scar on the trunk of the tree near the door, the monkey’s tree. She pressed on the trigger. Nothing happened. She pressed it again. “It isn’t loaded.” “It is.” “The trigger won’t. move. Something’s wrong.” He took it from her. It’s locked; you forgot it as usual.” He put it aside. “Enough now, you’ll do. But you unlock first. Remember, nothing can ever come out of a locked gun.” He left early in the afternoon, about two o’clock. Just before sundown, the monkey came. It swung along the trees on the edge of the precipice and leaped down on the path and wandered around near the hut. It must be very, very hungry, she thought, with a little wonder which she could not help. It must be very hungry or it would not be so bold. It sidled forward, all the time eyeing her intently, inching toward the grain room below the stairs. As it suddenly rushed toward her, all the anger and frustration of the last two years of war seemed to unite into one necessity and she snatched up the gun, shouting and screaming, “Get out! Thief! Thief!” The monkey wavered. It did not understand the pointed gun she brandished. It came forward softly, slowly, its feet hardly making any sound on the ground. She aimed, and as it slipped past the stairs and was rounding the corner to the grain room, she fired again and once again, straight into its back. The loud explosions resounded through the trees. The birds in the forest flew in confusion and their high excited chatter floated down through the leaves. But she didn’t hear them—that only was real, the twisting, grunting shape near the stairs, and after a minute it was quiet. She couldn’t help laughing a little, couldn’t help her strange exhilaration. The black monkey was dead, it was dead, she had killed it. Strangely, too, she was thinking of the escaped prisoner somewhere in the range, and it was part of the strangeness that she feared him but was curious about him. And then she knew: now she could think of him openly to herself. She could even talk about him now. She could talk of him to Carlos and to anybody and not hide the sneaking figure of him with the other black terrors in her mind. She was still holding the gun. This time, she thought, she had unlocked it. And with rueful certainty she knew she could do it again, tonight, tomorrow, whenever it was necessary. The chatter of some monkeys came from far up in the forest. From that distance it was a vague, a lost sound; hearing it jarred across her little triumph and she wished, like someone lamenting a lost innocence, that she had never seen a gun nor fired one.
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Gregorio Brillantes



Faith, Love, Time, and Dr. Lazaro



F



rom the upstairs veranda, Dr. Lazaro had a view of stars, the country darkness, the lights on the distant highway at the edge of town. The phonograph in the sala played Chopin—like a vast sorrow controlled, made familiar, he had been wont to think. But as he sat there, his lean frame in the habitual slack repose he took after supper, and stared at the plains of night that had evoked gentle images and even a kind of peace (in the end, sweet invincible oblivion), Dr. Lazaro remembered nothing, his mind lay untouched by any conscious thought, he was scarcely aware of the April heat; the pattern of music fell around him and dissolved swiftly, uncomprehended. It was as though indifference were an infection that had entered his blood; it was everywhere in his body. In the scattered light from the sala his angular face had a dusty, wasted quality; only his eyes contained life. He could have remained there all evening, unmoving, and buried, as it were, in a strange half-sleep, had his wife not come to tell him he was wanted on the phone. Gradually his mind stirred, focused; as he rose from the chair he recognized the somber passage in the sonata that, curiously, made him think of ancient monuments, faded stone walls, a greyness. The brain filed away an image, an arrangement of sounds released it... He switched off the phonograph, suppressed an impatient quiver in his throat as he reached for the phone: everyone had a claim on his time. He thought: why not the younger ones for a change? He had spent a long day at the provincial hospital. The man was calling from a service station outside the town—the station after the agricultural high school, and before the San Miguel bridge, the man added rather needlessly, in a voice at once frantic yet oddly subdued and courteous. Dr. Lazaro had heard it countless times, in the corridors of the hospital, in waiting rooms; the perpetual awkward misery. He was Pedro Esteban, the brother of the doctor’s tenant in Nambalan, said the voice, trying to make itself less sudden and remote. But the connection was faulty, there was a humming in the wire, as if the darkness had added to the distance between the house in the town and the station beyond the summer fields. Dr. Lazaro could barely catch the severed phrases. The man’s week-old child had a high fever, a bluish skin; its mouth would not open to suckle. They could not take the baby to the poblacion, they would not dare move it; its body turned rigid when touched. If the doctor would consent to come at so late an hour Esteban would wait for him at the station. If the doctor would be so kind.... Tetanus of the new-born; that was elementary, and most likely it was also hopeless, a waste of time. Dr. Lazaro said yes, he would be there; he had committed himself to that answer, long ago; duty had taken the place of an exhausted compassion. The carelessness of the poor, the infected blankets, the toxin moving toward the heart: they were casual scribbled items of a clinical report. But outside the grilled windows, the night suddenly seemed alive and waiting. He had no choice left now but action: but it was the only certitude—he sometimes reminded himself—even if it should prove futile, before the descent into nothingness. His wife looked up from her needles and twine, under the shaded lamp of the bedroom; she had finished the pullover for the grandchild in Baguio and had begun work, he noted, on another of those altar vestments for the parish church. Religion and her grandchild certainly kept her busy... She looked at him, not so much to inquire as to be spoken to: a large and placid woman. “Shouldn’t have let the driver go home so early,” Dr. Lazaro said. “They had to wait till now to call... Child’s probably dead...” “Ben can drive for you.” “Hardly see that boy around the house. Seems to be taking his vacation both from home and school.” “He’s downstairs,” his wife said. Dr. Lazaro put on a fresh shirt, buttoned it with tense abrupt motions. “I thought he’d gone out again... Who’s that girl he’s been seeing? It’s not just warm, it’s hot. You should’ve stayed on in Baguio... There’s disease, suffering, because Adam ate the apple. They must have an answer to everything...” He paused at the door, as though for the echo of his words. ○
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116 Mrs. Lazaro had resumed her knitting; in the circle of yellow light, her head bowed, she seemed absorbed in some contemplative prayer. But her silences had ceased to disturb him, like the plaster saints she kept in the room, in their cases of glass, or that air she wore of conspiracy, when she left with Ben for Mass in the mornings. Dr. Lazaro would ramble about miracle drugs, politics, music, the common sense of his unbelief, unrelated things strung together in a monologue;’ he posed questions, supplied his own answers; and she would merely nod, with an occasional “Yes?” and “Is that so?” and something like a shadow of anxiety in her gaze. He hurried down the curving stairs, under the votive lamps of the Sacred Heart. Ben lay sprawled on the sofa, in the front parlor, engrossed in a book, one leg propped against the back cushions. “Come along, we’re going somewhere,” Dr. Lazaro said, and went into the clinic for his medical bag. He added a vial of penstrep, an ampule of caffeine to the satchel’s contents; rechecked the bag before closing it: the catgut would last just one more patient. One can only cure, and know nothing beyond one’s work... There had been the man, today, in the hospital: the cancer pain no longer helped by the doses of morphine; the patient’s eyes flickering their despair in the eroded face. Dr. Lazaro brushed aside the stray vision as he strode out of the whitewashed room; he was back in his element, among syringes, steel instruments, quick decisions, and it gave him a sort of blunt energy. “I’ll drive, Pa?” Ben followed him through the kitchen, where the maids were ironing the week’s wash, gossiping, and out to the yard, the dimness of the single bulb under the eaves. The boy pushed back the folding doors of the garage and slid behind the wheel. “Somebody’s waiting at the gas station near San Miguel. You know the place? “Sure,” Ben said. The engine sputtered briefly and stopped. “Battery’s weak,” Dr. Lazaro said. “Try it without the lights,” and he smelled the gasoline overflow as the old Pontiac finally lurched around the house and through the trellised gate, its front beams sweeping over the dry dusty street. But he’s all right, Dr. Lazaro thought as they swung smoothly into the main avenue of the town, past the church and the plaza, the kiosko bare for once in a season of fiestas, the lamp posts shining on the quiet square. They did not speak; he could sense his son’s concentration on the road, and he noted, with a tentative amusement, the intense way the boy sat behind the wheel, his eagerness to be of help. They passed the drab frame-houses behind the market place, and the capitol building on its landscaped hill, the gears shifting easily as they went over the rail tracks that crossed the last asphalted section of the main street. Then the road was pebbled and uneven, the car bucking slightly; and they were speeding between open fields, a succession of narrow wooden bridges breaking the crunching drive of the wheels. Dr. Lazaro gazed at the wide darkness around them, the shapes of trees and bushes hurling toward them and sliding away, and he saw the stars, nearer now, they seemed, moving with the car. He thought of light years, black space, infinite distances; in the unmeasured universe, man’s life flared briefly and was gone, traceless in the void. He turned away from the emptiness. He said: “You seem, to have had a lot of practice, Ben.” “A lot of what, Pa?” “The way you drive. Very professional.” In the glow of the dashboard lights, the boy’s face relaxed, smiled. “Tio Cesar let me use his car in Manila. Special occasions.” “No reckless driving now,” Dr. Lazaro said. “Some fellows think it’s smart. Gives them a thrill. Don’t be like that.” “No, I won’t, Pa. I just like to drive and go places, that’s all.” Dr. Lazaro watched the young face intent on the road, a cowlick over the forehead, the small curve of the nose, his own face before he left to study in another country, a young student full of illusions, a lifetime ago long before the loss of faith, God turning abstract, unknowable, and everywhere, it seemed to him, those senseless accidents of pain. He felt a need to define unspoken things, to come closer somehow to the last of his sons; one of these days, before the boy’s vacation was over, they might go on a picnic together, a trip to the farm; a special day for the two of them—father and son, as well as friends. In the two years Ben had been away in college, they had written a few brief, almost formal letters to each other: your money is on the way, study hard, these are the best years.... Time was moving toward them, was swirling around and rushing away, and it seemed Dr. Lazaro could almost hear its hollow receding roar; and discovering his son’s profile against the flowing darkness, he had a thirst to speak. He could not find what it was he meant to say. The agricultural school buildings came up in the headlights and glided back into blurred shapes behind a fence. “What was the book you were reading, Ben?” “Biography,” the boy said. “It’s about a guy who became a monk,” “That your summer reading?” Dr. Lazaro asked with a small laugh, half mockery, half affection. “You’re getting to be a regular saint like your mother.” “It’s an interesting book,” Ben said. “I can imagine...” He dropped the bantering tone. “I suppose you’ll go on to medicine after your A.B.?” “I don’t know yet, Pa.” Tiny moths like blown bits of paper flew toward the windshield and funneled away above them. “You don’t have to be a country doctor like me Ben. You could build up a good practice in the city. Specialize in cancer, maybe, or neuro-surgery and join a good hospital.” It was like trying to recall some rare happiness, in the car, in the shifting
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117 darkness. “I’ve been thinking about it,” Ben said. “It’s a vocation, a great one. Being able to really help people, I mean.” “You’ve done well in math, haven’t you?” “Well enough, I guess,” Ben said. “Engineering is a fine course, too,” Dr. Lazaro said. “There’ll be lots of room for engineers. Far too many lawyers and salesmen. Now if your brother—” He closed his eyes, erasing the slashed wrists, part of the future dead in a boarding house room, the landlady whimpering, “He was such a nice boy, doctor, your son...” Sorrow lay in ambush among the years. “I have all summer to think about it,” Ben said. “There’s no hurry,” Dr. Lazaro said. What was it he had wanted to say? Something about knowing each other, about sharing; no, it was not that at all... The station appeared as they coasted down the incline of a low hill, its fluorescent lights the only brightness of the plain before them, on the road that led farther into deeper darkness. A freight truck was taking on a load of gasoline as they drove up the concrete apron and stopped beside the station shed. A short barefoot man in a patchwork shirt shuffled forward to meet them. “I am Esteban, doctor,” the man said, his voice faint and hoarse, almost inaudible, and he bowed slightly with a careful politeness. He stood blinking, looking up at the doctor, who had taken his bag and flashlight from the car. In the windless space, Dr. Lazaro could hear Esteban’s labored breathing, the clank of the metal nozzle as the attendant replaced it in the pump; the men in the truck stared at them curiously. Esteban said, pointing at the darkness beyond the road: “We will have to go through those fields, doctor, then cross the river.” The apology for yet one more imposition was a wounded look in his eyes. He added, in his subdued voice: “It’s not very far...” Ben had spoken to the attendants and was locking the car. The truck rumbled and moved ponderously onto the road, its throb strong and then fading into the warm night stillness. “Lead the way,” Dr. Lazaro said, handing Esteban the flashlight. They crossed the road, to a cleft in the embankment that bordered the fields. Dr. Lazaro was sweating now in the dry heat; following the swinging ball of the flashlight beam, surrounded by the stifling night, he felt he was being dragged, helplessly, toward some vast and complicated error, a meaningless ceremony. Somewhere to his left rose a flapping of wings, a bird cried among unseen leaves; they walked swiftly, and there was only the sound of the silence, the constant whir of cricket and the whisper of their feet on the path between the stubble fields. With the boy close behind him, Dr. Lazaro followed Esteban down a clay slope to the slap and ripple of water in the darkness. The flashlight showed a banca drawn up at the river’s edge; Esteban waded waist-deep into the water, holding the boat steady as Dr. Lazaro and Ben stepped on board. In the darkness, with the opposite bank like the far rise of an island, Dr. Lazaro had a moment’s tremor of fear as the boat slid out the black waters; below prowled the deadly currents; to drown here in the depths of night... But it took less than a minute to cross the river; “We’re here, doctor,” Esteban said, and they padded up a stretch of sand to a clump of trees; a dog started to bark, the shadows of a kerosene lamp wavered at a window. Unsteady on the steep ladder, Dr. Lazaro entered the cave of Esteban’s hut. The single room contained the odors he often encountered but had remained alien to, stirring an impersonal disgust: the sourish decay, the smells of the unaired sick. An old man greeted him, lisping incoherently. A woman, the grandmother, sat crouched in a corner, beneath a framed print of the Mother of Perpetual Help; a boy, about ten, slept on, sprawled on a mat. Esteban’s wife, pale and thin, lay on the floor with the sick child beside her. Motionless, its tiny blue tinged face drawn away from its chest in a fixed wrinkled grimace, the infant seemed to be straining to express some terrible ancient wisdom. Dr. Lazaro made a cursory check—skin dry, turning cold; breathing shallow; heartbeat fast and irregular. And in that moment, only the child existed before him; only the child and his own mind probing now like a hard gleaming instrument; how strange that it should still live, his mind said, as it considered the spark that persisted within the rigid and tortured body. He was alone with the child, his whole being focused on it, in those intense minutes shaped into a habit now by so many similar instances: his physician’s knowledge trying to keep the heart beating, life rising again. Dr. Lazaro removed the blankets that bundled the child and injected a whole ampule to check the tonic spasms, the needle piercing neatly into the sparse flesh; he broke another ampule, with deft precise movements, and emptied the syringes, while the infant lay stiff as wood beneath his hands. He wiped off the sweat running into his eyes, then holding the rigid body with one hand, he tried to draw air into the faltering lungs, pressing and releasing the chest; but even as he worked to rescue the child, the bluish color of its face began to turn gray. Dr. Lazaro rose from his crouch on the floor, a cramped ache in his shoulders, his mouth dry. The lamplight glistened on his pale hollow face as he confronted the room again, the stale heat, the poverty. Esteban met his gaze; all their eyes were upon him, Ben at the door, the old man, the woman in the corner, and Esteban’s wife, in the trembling shadows. Esteban said: “Doctor....” He shook his head, and replaced the syringe case in his bag, slowly and deliberately, and fastened the clasp. There was a murmuring behind him, a rustle across the bamboo floor, and when he turned, Ben was kneeling beside the child. As he watched, with a tired detached surprise, the boy poured a trickle of water from a coconut shell on the infant’s brow. He caught the words half whispered in the quietness: “... in the name of the Father… Son... the Holy Ghost....” The shadows flapped on the walls, the lamplight quivering before it settled into a slender flame. By the river
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118 dogs were barking. Dr. Lazaro glanced at his watch; it was close to midnight. Ben stood over Faith, the child, the coconut shell in his hand, as though wondering what next to do with it, until he saw his father nod for them to go. “Doctor, tell us—,” Esteban clutched at his arm. “I did everything,” Dr. Lazaro said. “It’s too late—” He gestured vaguely, with a dull resentment; by some implicit relationship he was also responsible, for the misery in the room, the hopelessness. There’s nothing more I can do, Esteban,” he said. He thought with a flick of anger: Soon the child will be out of it, you ought to be grateful. Esteban’s wife began to cry, a weak smothered gasping, and the old woman was comforting her—“It is the will of God, my daughter...” In the yard, Esteban pressed carefully folded bills into the doctor’s hand; the limp, tattered feel of the money was part of the futile journey. “I know this is not enough, doctor,” Esteban said. “As you can see we are very poor... I shall bring you fruit, chicken, someday...” A late moon had risen, edging over the tops of the trees, and in the faint wash of its light, Esteban guided them back to the boat. A glimmering whiteness rippled on the surface of the water as they paddled across; the white moonlight spread in the sky, and a sudden wind sprang rainlike and was lost in the trees massed on the river bank. “I cannot thank you enough, doctor,” Esteban said. “You have been very kind to come this far, at this hour.” They stood on the clay bank, in the moon-shadows beside the gleaming water. Dr. Lazaro said: “You better go back now, Esteban. We can find the way back to the road. The trail is just over there, isn’t it?” He wanted to be rid of the man, to be away from the shy humble voice, the prolonged wretchedness. “I shall be grateful always, doctor,” Esteban said. “And to your son, too. God go with you.” He was a faceless voice withdrawing in the shadows, a cipher in the shabby crowds that came to town on market days. “Let’s go Ben,” Dr. Lazaro said. They took the path back across the field; around them the moonlight had transformed the landscape, revealing a gentle, more familiar dimension. A luminous haze was upon the trees stirring with a growing wind; and the heat of the night had passed, a coolness was falling from the deep sky. Unhurried, his pace no more than a casual stroll, Dr. Lazaro felt the oppression of the night begin to lift from him; an emotionless calm returned to his mind. The sparrow does not fall without the Father’s leave, he mused at the sky, but it falls just the same. But to what end are the sufferings of a child? The crickets chirped peacefully in the moon-pale darkness beneath the trees. “You baptized the child, didn’t you, Ben?” “Yes, Pa.” The boy kept in step beside him. He used to believe in it, too, the power of the Holy Spirit washing away original sin, the purified soul made heir of heaven. He could still remember fragments of his boyhood faith, as one might remember an improbable and longdiscarded dream. “Lay baptism, isn’t that the name for it?” “Yes,” Ben said. “I asked the father. The baby hadn’t been baptized.” He added as they came to the embankment that separated the field from the wood: “They were waiting for it to get well.” A fine gesture; it proved the boy had presence of mind, convictions, but what else? The world will teach him his greatest lessons. The station had closed, with only the canopy light and the globed neon light left burning. A steady wind was blowing now across the fields, the moonlit plains. He saw Ben stifle a yawn. “I’ll do the driving,” Dr. Lazaro said. His eyes were not what they used to be, and he drove leaning forward, his hands tight on the wheel. He began to sweat again, and the empty road and the lateness and the memory of Esteban and of the child before morning in the cramped lamplit room fused into a tired melancholy. He started to think of his other son, the one whom he had lost. He said, seeking conversation, “If other people carried on like you, Ben, the priests would run out of business.” The boy sat beside him, his face averted, not answering. “Now, you’ll have an angel praying for you in heaven,” Dr. Lazaro said, teasing, trying to create an easy mood between them. “What if you hadn’t baptized the baby and it died? What would happen to it then?” “It won’t see God,” Ben said. “But isn’t that unfair?” It was like a riddle, trivial but diverting “Just because—” “Maybe God has another remedy,” Ben said. “I don’t know. But church says—” He could sense the boy groping for the tremendous answers. “The the Church teaches; the church says...” God: the communion of saints: Dr. Lazaro found himself wondering again at the world of novenas and candles, where bread and wine became the flesh and blood of the Lord, and a woman bathed in light appeared before children, and moral men spoke of eternal life, the vision of God, the body’s resurrection at the end of time. It was like a country from which he was barred; no matter—the customs, the geography didn’t appeal to him. But in the car suddenly driving through the night, he was aware of an obscure disappointment, a subtle pressure around his heart, as though the had been deprived of certain joy.... A bus roared around a hill toward them, its lights blinding him, and he pulled to the side of the road, braking involuntarily as a billow of dust swept over the car. He had not closed the window of his side, and the flung dust poured in, the thick brittle powder almost choking him, making him cough, his eyes smarting, before he could shield his face with his hands. In the headlights the dust sifted down and when the air was clear again, Dr. Lazaro, swallowing a taste of earth, of darkness, maneuvered the car back onto the road, his arm numb and exhausted. He drove the last half mile to town in silence, his mind registering nothing but the grit of dust in his mouth and the empty road unwinding swiftly
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119 before him. They reached the sleeping town, the desolate streets, the plaza empty in the moonlight, and the huddled shapes of houses, the old houses that Dr. Lazaro had always known. How many nights had he driven home like this through the quiet town, with a man’s life ended behind him, or a child crying newly risen from the womb; and a sense of constant motion, of change, of the days moving swiftly toward an immense revelation touched him once more, briefly, and still he could not find the words. He turned the last corner, then steered the car down the graveled driveway to the garage, while Ben closed the gate. Dr. Lazaro sat there a moment, in the stillness, resting his eyes, conscious of the measured beating of his heart, and breathing a scent of dust that lingered on his clothes, his skin, before he finally went around the tower of the water-tank of the front yard where Ben stood waiting. With unaccustomed tenderness he placed a hand on Ben’s shoulder as they turned the cement-walled house. They had gone on a trip; they had come home safely together. He felt closer to the boy than he had ever been in years. “Sorry for keeping you up this late,” Dr. Lazaro said. “It’s all right, Pa.” “Some night, huh, Ben? What you did back in the barrio—,” there was just the slightest patronage in his tone— “your mother will love to hear about it.” He shook the boy beside him gently. “Revered Father Ben Lazaro….” The impulse of uncertain humor—it was part of the comradeship. He cackled drowsily: “Father Lazaro, what must I do to gain eternal life?” As he slid the door open on the vault of darkness, the familiar depths of the house, it came to Dr. Lazaro faintly in the late night that for certain things, like love, there was only so much time. But the glimmer was lost instantly, buried in the mist of indifference and sleep rising now in his brain.
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Ibrahim Jubaira



Blue Blood of the Big Astana



A



lthough the heart may care no more, the mind can always recall. The mind can always recall, for there are always things to remember: languid days of depressed boyhood; shared happy days under the glare of the sun; concealed love and mocking fate; etc. So I suppose you remember me too. Remember? A little over a year after I was orphaned, my aunt decided to turn me over to your father, the Datu. In those days Datus were supposed to take charge of the poor and the helpless. Therefore, my aunt only did right in placing me under the wing of your father. Furthermore, she was so poor, that by doing that, she not only relieved herself of the burden of poverty but also safeguarded my well-being. But I could not bear the thought of even a moment’s separation from my aunt. She had been like a mother to me, and would always be. “Please, Babo,” I pleaded. “Try to feed me a little more. Let me grow big with you, and I will build you a house. I will repay you some day. Let me do something to help, but please, Babo, don’t send me away....” I really cried. Babo placed a soothing hand on my shoulder. Just like the hand of Mother. I felt a bit comforted, but presently I cried some more. The effect of her hand was so stirring. “Listen to me. Stop crying—oh, now, do stop. You see, we can’t go on like this,” Babo said. “My mat-weaving can’t clothe and feed both you and me. It’s really hard, son, it’s really hard. You have to go. But I will be seeing you every week. You can have everything you want in the Datu’s house.” I tried to look at Babo through my tears. But soon, the thought of having everything I wanted took hold of my child’s mind. I ceased crying. “Say you will go,” Babo coaxed me. I assented finally, I was only five then—very tractable. Babo bathed me in the afternoon. I did not flinch and shiver, for the sea was comfortably warm, and exhilarating. She cleaned my fingernails meticulously. Then she cupped a handful of sand, spread it over my back, and rubbed my grimy body, particularly the back of my ears. She poured fresh water over me afterwards. How clean I became! But my clothes were frayed.... Babo instructed me before we left for your big house: I must not forget to kiss your father’s feet, and to withdraw when and as ordered without turning my back; I must not look at your father full in the eyes; I must not talk too much; I must always talk in the third person; I must not... Ah, Babo, those were too many to remember. Babo tried to be patient with me. She tested me over and over again on those royal, traditional ways. And one thing more: I had to say “Pateyk” for yes, and “Teyk” for what, or for answering a call. “Oh, Babo, why do I have to say all those things? Why really do I have...” “Come along, son; come along.” We started that same afternoon. The breeze was cool as it blew against my face. We did not get tired because we talked on the way. She told me so many things. She said you of the big house had blue blood. “Not red like ours, Babo?” Babo said no, not red like ours. “And the Datu has a daughter my age, Babo?” Babo said yes—you. And I might be allowed to play with you, the Datu’s daughter, if I worked hard and behaved well. I asked Babo, too, if I might be allowed to prick your skin to see if you had the blue blood, in truth. But Babo did not answer me anymore. She just told me to keep quiet. There, I became so talkative again. Was that really your house? My, it was so big! Babo chided me. “We don’t call it a house,” she said. “We call it astana, the house of the Datu.” So I just said oh, and kept quiet. Why did Babo not tell me that before? Babo suddenly stopped in her tracks. Was I really very clean? Oh, oh, look at my harelip. She cleaned my harelip, wiping away with her tapis the sticky mucus of the faintest conceivable green flowing from my nose. Poi! Now it was ○
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121 better. Although I could not feel any sort of improvement in my deformity itself. I merely felt cleaner. Was I truly the boy about whom Babo was talking? You were laughing, young pretty Blue Blood. Happy perhaps that I was. Or was it the amusement brought about by my harelip that had made you laugh. I dared not ask you. I feared that should you come to dislike me, you’d subject me to unpleasant treatment. Hence, I laughed with you, and you were pleased. Babo told me to kiss your right hand. Why not your feet? Oh, you were a child yet. I could wait until you had grown up. But you withdrew your hand at once. I think my harelip gave it a ticklish sensation. However, I was so intoxicated by the momentary sweetness the action brought me that I decided inwardly to kiss your hand everyday. No, no, it was not love. It was only an impish sort of liking. Imagine the pride that was mine to be thus in close heady contact with one of the blue blood.... “Welcome, little orphan!” Was it for me? Really for me? I looked at Babo. Of course it was for me! We were generously bidden in. Thanks to your father’s kindness. And thanks to your laughing at me, too. I kissed the feet of your Appah, your old, honorable, resting-the-whole-day father. He was not tickled by my harelip as you were. He did not laugh at me. In fact, he evinced compassion towards me. And so did your Amboh, your kind mother. “Sit down, sit down; don’t be ashamed.” But there you were, plying Babo with your heartless questions: Why was I like that? What had happened to me? To satisfy you, pretty Blue Blood, little inquisitive One, Babo had to explain: Well, Mother had slid in the vinta in her sixth month with the child that was me. Result: my harelip. “Poor Jaafar,” your Appah said. I was about to cry, but seeing you looking at me, I felt so ashamed that I held back the tears. I could not help being sentimental, you see. I think my being bereft of parents in youth had much to do with it all. “Do you think you will be happy to stay with us? Will you not yearn any more for your Babo?” “Pateyk, I will be happy,” I said. Then the thought of my not yearning any more for Babo made me wince. But Babo nodded at me reassuringly. “Pateyk, I will not yearn any more for... for Babo.” And Babo went before the interview was through. She had to cover five miles before evening came. Still I did not cry, as you may have expected I would, for—have I not said it?—I was ashamed to weep in your presence. That was how I came to stay with you, remember? Babo came to see me every week as she had promised. And you—all of you—had a lot of things to tell her. That I was a good worker—oh, beyond question, your Appah and Amboh told Babo. And you, out-spoken little Blue Blood, joined the flattering chorus. But my place of sleep always reeked of urine, you added, laughing. That drew a rallying admonition from Babo, and a downright promise from me not to wet my mat again. Yes, Babo came to see me, to advise me every week, for two consecutive years—that is, until death took her away, leaving no one in the world but a nephew with a harelip. Remember? I was your favorite and you wanted to play with me always. I learned why after a time, it delighted you to gaze at my harelip. Sometimes, when we went out wading to the sea, you would pause and look at me. I would look at you, too, wondering. Finally, you would be seized by a fit of laughter. I would chime in, not realizing I was making fun of myself. Then you would pinch me painfully to make me cry. Oh, you wanted to experiment with me. You could not tell, you said, whether I cried or laughed: the working of lips was just the same in either to your gleaming eyes. And I did not flush with shame even if you said so. For after all, had not my mother slid in the vinta? That was your way. And I wanted to pay you back in my own way. I wanted to prick your skin and see if you really had blue blood. But there was something about you that warned me against a deformed orphan’s intrusion. All I could do, then, was to feel foolishly proud, cry and laugh with you—for you—just to gratify the teasing, imperious blue blood in you. Yes, I had my way, too. Remember? I was apparently so willing to do anything for you. I would climb for young coconuts for you. You would be amazed by the ease and agility with which I made my way up the coconut tree, yet fear that I would fall. You would implore me to come down at once, quick. “No.” You would throw pebbles at me if I thus refused to come down. No, I still would not. Your pebbles could not reach me—you were not strong enough. You would then threaten to report me to your Appah. “Go ahead.” How I liked being at the top! And sing there as I looked at you who were below. You were so helpless. In a spasm of anger, you would curse me, wishing my death. Well, let me die. I would climb the coconut trees in heaven. And my ghost would return to deliver... to deliver young celestial coconuts to you. Then you would come back. You see? A servant, an orphan, could also command the fair and proud Blue Blood to come or go. Then we would pick up little shells, and search for sea-cucumbers; or dive for sea-urchins. Or run along the long stretch of white, glaring sand, I behind you—admiring your soft, nimble feet and your flying hair. Then we would stop, panting, laughing. After resting for a while, we would run again to the sea and wage war against the crashing waves. I would rub your silky back after we had finished bathing in the sea. I would get fresh water in a clean coconut shell, and rinse your soft, ebony hair. Your hair flowed down smoothly, gleaming in the afternoon sun. Oh, it was beautiful. Then I would trim your fingernails carefully. Sometimes you would jerk with pain. Whereupon I would beg you to whip me. Just so you could differentiate between my crying and my laughing. And even the pain you gave me partook of sweetness. That was my way. My only way to show how grateful I was for the things I had tasted before: your companionship; shelter and food in your big astana. So your parents said I would make a good servant, indeed. And you, too, thought I would.
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122 Your parents sent you to a Mohammedan school when you were seven. I was not sent to study with you, but it made no difference to me. For after all, was not my work carrying your red Koran on top of my head four times a day? And you were happy, because I could entertain you. Because someone could be a water-carrier for you. One of the requirements then was to carry water every time you showed up in your Mohammedan class. “Oh, why? Excuse the stammering of my harelip, but I really wished to know.” Your Goro, your Mohammedan teacher, looked deep into me as if to search my whole system. Stupid. Did I not know our hearts could easily grasp the subject matter, like the soft, incessant flow of water? Hearts, hearts. Not brains. But I just kept silent. After all, I was not there to ask impertinent questions. Shame, shame on my harelip asking such a question, I chided myself silently. That was how I played the part of an Epang-Epang, of a servant-escort to you. And I became more spirited every day, trudging behind you. I was like a faithful, loving dog following its mistress with light steps and a singing heart. Because you, ahead of me, were something of an inspiration I could trail indefatigably, even to the ends of the world.... The dreary monotone of your Koran-chanting lasted three years. You were so slow, your Goro said. At times, she wanted to whip you. But did she not know you were the Datu’s daughter? Why, she would be flogged herself. But whipping an orphaned servant and clipping his split lips with two pieces of wood were evidently permissible. So, your Goro found me a convenient substitute for you. How I groaned in pain under her lashings! But how your Goro laughed; the wooden clips failed to keep my harelip closed. They always slipped. And the class, too, roared with laughter—you leading. But back there in your spacious astana, you were already being tutored for maidenhood. I was older than you by one Ramadan. I often wondered why you grew so fast, while I remained a lunatic dwarf. Maybe the poor care I received in early boyhood had much to do with my hampered growth. However, I was happy, in a way, that did not catch up with you. For I had a hunch you would not continue to avail yourself my help in certain intimate tasks—such as scrubbing your back when you took your bath—had I grown as fast as you. There I was in my bed at night, alone, intoxicated with passions and emotions closely resembling those of a fullgrown man’s. I thought of you secretly, unashamedly, lustfully: a full-grown Dayang-Dayang reclining in her bed at the farthest end of her inner apartment; breasts heaving softly like breeze-kissed waters; cheeks of the faintest red, brushing against a soft-pillow; eyes gazing dreamily into immensity—warm, searching, expressive; supple buttocks and pliant arms; soft ebony hair that rippled.... Dayang-Dayang, could you have forgiven a deformed orphan-servant had he gone mad, and lost respect and dread towards your Appah? Could you have pardoned his rabid temerity had he leapt out of his bed, rushed into your room, seized you in his arms, and tickled your face with his harelip? I should like to confess that for at least a moment, yearning, starved, athirst... no, no, I cannot say it. We were of such contrasting patterns. Even the lovely way you looked—the big astana where you lived—the blood you had... Not even the fingers of Allah perhaps could weave our fabrics into equality. I had to content myself with the privilege of gazing frequently at your peerless loveliness. An ugly servant must not go beyond his little border. But things did not remain as they were. A young Datu from Bonbon came back to ask for your hand. Your Appah was only too glad to welcome him. There was nothing better, he said, than marriage between two people of the same blue blood. Besides, he was growing old. He had no son to take his place some day. Well, the young Datu was certainly fit to take in due time the royal torch your Appah had been carrying for years. But I—I felt differently, of course. I wanted... No, I could not have a hand in your marital arrangements. What was I, after all? Certainly your Appah was right. The young Datu was handsome. And rich, too. He had a large tract of land planted with fruit trees, coconut trees, and abaca plants. And you were glad, too. Not because he was rich—for you were rich yourself. I thought I knew why: the young Datu could rub your soft back better than I whenever you took your bath. His hands were not as callused as mine... However, I did not talk to you about it. Of course. Your Appah ordered his subjects to build two additional wings to your astana. Your astana was already big, but it had to be enlarged as hundreds of people would be coming to witness your royal wedding. The people sweated profusely. There was a great deal of hammering, cutting, and lifting as they set up posts. Plenty of eating and jabbering. And chewing of betel nuts and native seasoned tobacco. And emitting of red saliva afterwards. In just one day, the additional wings were finished. Then came your big wedding. People had crowded your astana early in the day to help in the religious slaughtering of cows and goats. To aid, too, in the voracious consumption of your wedding feast. Some more people came as evening drew near. Those who could not be accommodated upstairs had to stay below. Torches fashioned out of dried coconut leaves blazed in the night. Half-clad natives kindled them over the cooking fire. Some pounded rice for cakes. And their brown glossy bodies sweated profusely. Out in the astana yard, the young Datu’s subjects danced in great circles. Village swains danced with grace, now swaying sensuously their shapely hips, now twisting their pliant arms. Their feet moved deftly and almost imperceptibly. Male dancers would crouch low, with a wooden spear, a kris, or a barong in one hand, and a wooden shield in the other. They stimulated bloody warfare by dashing through the circle of other dancers and clashing against each other. Native flutes, drums, gabangs, agongs, and kulintangs contributed much to the musical gaiety of the night. Dance. Sing in delight. Music. Noise. Laughter. Music swelled out into the world like a heart full of blood, vibrant, palpitating. But it was my heart that swelled with pain. The people would cheer: “Long live the Dayang-Dayang and the Datu, MURAMURAAN!” at every intermission. And I would cheer, too—mechanically, before I knew. I would be missing you so....
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123 People rushed and elbowed their way up into your astana as the young Datu was led to you. Being small, I succeeded in squeezing in near enough to catch a full view of you. You, Dayang-Dayang. Your moon-shaped face was meticulously powdered with pulverized rice. Your hair was skewered up toweringly at the center of your head, and studded with glittering gold hair-pins. Your tight, gleaming black dress was covered with a flimsy mantle of the faintest conceivable pink. Gold buttons embellished your wedding garments. You sat rigidly on a mattress, with native, embroidered pillows piled carefully at the back. Candlelight mellowed your face so beautifully you were like a goddess perceived in dreams. You looked steadily down. The moment arrived. The turbaned pandita, talking in a voice of silk, led the young Datu to you, while maidens kept chanting songs from behind. The pandita grasped the Datu’s forefinger, and made it touch thrice the space between your eyebrows. And every time that was done, my breast heaved and my lips worked. Remember? You were about to cry, Dayang-Dayang. For, as the people said, you would soon be separated from your parents. Your husband would soon take you to Bonbon, and you would live there like a countrywoman. But as you unexpectedly caught a glimpse of me, you smiled once, a little. And I knew why: my harelip amused you again. I smiled back at you, and withdrew at once. I withdrew at once because I could not bear further seeing you sitting beside the young Datu, and knowing fully well that I who had sweated, labored, and served you like a dog... No, no, shame on me to think of all that at all. For was it not but a servant’s duty? But I escaped that night, pretty Blue Blood. Where to? Anywhere. That was exactly seven years ago. And those years did wonderful things for me. I am no longer a lunatic dwarf, although my harelip remains as it has always been. Too, I had amassed a little fortune after years of sweating. I could have taken two or three wives, but I had not yet found anyone resembling you, lovely Blue Blood. So, single I remained. And Allah’s Wheel of Time kept on turning, kept on turning. And lo, one day your husband was transported to San Ramon Penal Farm, Zamboanga. He had raised his hand against the Christian government. He has wished to establish his own government. He wanted to show his petty power by refusing to pay land taxes, on the ground that the lands he had were by legitimate inheritance his own absolutely. He did not understand that the little amount he should have given in the form of taxes would be utilized to protect him and his people from swindlers. He did not discern that he was in fact a part of the Christian government himself. Consequently, his subjects lost their lives fighting for a wrong cause. Your Appah, too, was drawn into the mess and perished with the others. His possessions were confiscated. And you Amboh died of a broken heart. Your husband, to save his life, had to surrender. His lands, too, were confiscated. Only a little portion was left for you to cultivate and live on. And remember? I went one day to Bonbon on business. And I saw you on your bit of land with your children. At first, I could not believe it was you. Then you looked long and deep into me. Soon the familiar eyes of Blue Blood of years ago arrested the faculties of the erstwhile servant. And you could not believe your eyes either. You could not recognize me at once. But when you saw my harelip smiling at you, rather hesitantly, you knew me at least. And I was so glad you did. “Oh, Jafaar,” you gasped, dropping your janap, your primitive trowel, instinctively. And you thought I was no longer living, you said. Curse, curse. It was still your frank, outspoken way. It was like you were able to jest even when sorrow was on the verge of removing the last vestiges of your loveliness. You could somehow conceal your pain and grief beneath banter and laughter. And I was glad of that, too. Well, I was about to tell you that the Jafaar you saw now was a very different—a much-improved—Jafaar. Indeed. But instead: “Oh, Dayang-Dayang,” I mumbled, distressed to have seen you working. You who had been reared in ease and luxury. However, I tried very much not to show traces of understanding your deplorable situation. One of your sons came running and asked who I was. Well, I was, I was.... “Your old servant,” I said promptly. Your son said oh, and kept quiet, returning at last to resume his work. Work, work, Eting. Work, son. Bundle the firewood and take it to the kitchen. Don’t mind your old servant. He won’t turn young again. Poor little Datu, working so hard. Poor pretty Blue Blood, also working hard. We kept strangely silent for a long time. And then: By the way, where was I living now? In Kanagi. My business here in Bonbon today? To see Panglima Hussin about the cows he intended to sell, Dayang-Dayang. Cows? Was I a landsman already? Well, if the pretty Blue Blood could live like a countrywoman, why not a man like your old servant? You see, luck was against me in sea-roving activities, so I had to turn to buying and selling cattle. Oh, you said. And then you laughed. And I laughed with you. My laughter was dry. Or was it yours? However, you asked what was the matter. Oh, nothing. Really, nothing serious. But you see... And you seemed to understand as I stood there in front of you, leaning against a mango tree, doing nothing but stare and stare at you. I observed that your present self was only the ragged reminder, the mere ghost, of the Blue Blood of the big astana. Your resources of vitality and loveliness and strength seemed to have drained out of your old arresting self, poured into the little farm you were working in. Of course I did not expect you to be as lovely as you had been. But you should have retained at least a fair portion of it—of the old days. Not blurred eyes encircled by dark rings; not dull, dry hair; not a sunburned complexion; not wrinkled, callous hands; not.... You seemed to understand more and more. Why was I looking at you like that? Was it because I had not seen you for so long? Or was it something else? Oh, Dayang-Dayang, was not the terrible change in you the old servant’s concern? You suddenly turned your eyes away from me. You picked up your janap and began troubling the soft earth. It seemed you could not utter another word without breaking into tears. You turned your back toward me because you hated having me see you in tears. And I tried to make out why: seeing me now revived old memories. Seeing me, talking with me, poking fun at
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124 me, was seeing, talking, and joking as in the old days at the vivacious astana. And you sobbed as I was thinking thus. I knew you sobbed, because your shoulders shook. But I tried to appear as though I was not aware of your controlled weeping. I hated myself for coming to you and making you cry.... “May I go now, Dayang-Dayang?” I said softly, trying hard to hold back my own tears. You did not say yes. And you did not say no, either. But the nodding of your head was enough to make me understand and go. Go where? Was there a place to go? Of course. There were many places to go to. Only seldom was there a place to which one would like to return. But something transfixed me in my tracks after walking a mile or so. There was something of an impulse that strove to drive me back to you, making me forget Panglima Hussin’s cattle. Every instinct told me it was right for me to go back to you and do something—perhaps beg you to remember your old Jafaar’s harelip, just so you could smile and be happy again. I wanted to rush back and wipe away the tears from your eyes with my headdress. I wanted to get fresh water and rinse your dry, ruffled hair, that it might be restored to flowing smoothness and glorious luster. I wanted to trim your fingernails, stroke your callused hand. I yearned to tell you that the land and the cattle I owned were all yours. And above all, I burned to whirl back to you and beg you and your children to come home with me. Although the simple house I lived in was not as big as your astana at Patikul, it would at least be a happy, temporary haven while you waited for your husband’s release. That urge to go back to you, Dayang-Dayang, was strong. But I did not go back for a sudden qualm seized: I had no blue blood. I had only a harelip. Not even the fingers of Allah perhaps could weave us, even now, into equality.
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Bienvenido N. Santos



The Day the Dancers Came



A



s soon as Fil woke up, he noticed a whiteness outside, quite unusual for the November mornings they had been having. That fall, Chicago was sandman’s town, sleepy valley, drowsy gray, slumberous mistiness from sunup till noon when the clouds drifted away in cauliflower clusters and suddenly it was evening. The lights shone on the avenues like soiled lamps centuries old and the skyscrapers became monsters with a thousand sore eyes. Now there was a brightness in the air land Fil knew what it was and he shouted, “Snow! It’s snowing!” Tony, who slept in the adjoining room, was awakened. “What’s that?” he asked. “It’s snowing,” Fil said, smiling to himself as if he had ordered this and was satisfied with the prompt delivery. “Oh, they’ll love this, they’ll love this.” “Who’ll love that?” Tony asked, his voice raised in annoyance. “The dancers, of course,” Fil answered. “They’re arriving today. Maybe they’ve already arrived. They’ll walk in the snow and love it. Their first snow, I’m sure.” “How do you know it wasn’t snowing in New York while they were there?” Tony asked. “Snow in New York in early November?” Fil said. “Are you crazy?” “Who’s crazy?” Tony replied. “Ever since you heard of those dancers from the Philippines, you’ve been acting nuts. Loco. As if they’re coming here just for you. Tony chuckled. Hearing him, Fil blushed, realizing that he had, indeed, been acting too eager, but Tony had said it. It felt that way—as if the dancers were coming here only for him. Filemon Acayan, Filipino, was fifty, a U.S., citizen. He was a corporal in the U.S. Army, training at San Luis Obispo, on the day he was discharged honorably, in 1945. A few months later, he got his citizenship papers. Thousands of them, smart and small in their uniforms, stood at attention in drill formation, in the scalding sun, and pledged allegiance to the flat and the republic for which it stands. Soon after he got back to work. To a new citizen, work meant many places and many ways: factories and hotels, waiter and cook. A timeless drifting: once he tended a rose garden and took care of a hundred year old veteran of a border war. As a menial in a hospital in Cook Country, all day he handled filth and gore. He came home smelling of surgical soap and disinfectant. In the hospital, he took charge of row of bottles on a shelf, each bottle containing a stage of the human embryo in preservatives, from the lizard-like fetus of a few days, through the newly born infant, with its position unchanged, cold and cowering and afraid. He had nightmares through the years of himself inside a bottle. l That was long ago. Now he had a more pleasant job as special policemen in the post office. He was a few years younger than Tony-Antonio Bataller, a retired pullman porter but he looked older in spite of the fact that Tony had been bedridden most of the time for the last two years, suffering from a kind of wasting disease that had frustrated doctors. All over Tony’s body, a gradual peeling was taking place. l At first, he thought it was merely tinia flava, a skin disease common among adolescent in the Philippines. It had started around the neck and had spread to his extremities. His face looked as if it was healing from sever burns. Nevertheless, it was a young face much younger than Fil’s, which had never looked young. “I’m becoming a white man,” Tony had said once, chuckling softly. It was the same chuckle Fil seemed to have heard now, only this time it sounded derisive, insulting. Fil said, “I know who’s nuts. It’s the sick guy with the sick thoughts. You don’t care for nothing but your pain, your imaginary pain.” “You’re the imagining fellow. I got the real thing,” Tony shouted from the room. He believed he had something worse than the whiteness spreading on his skin. There was a pain in his insides, like dull scissors scraping his intestines. Angrily he added, “What for I got retired?” “You’re old, man, old, that’s what, and sick, yes, but not cancer,” Fil said turning towards the snow-filled sky. ○
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126 He pressed his faced against the glass window. There’s about an inch now on the ground, he thought, maybe more. Tony came out of his room looking as if he had not slept all night. “I know what I got,” he said, as if it were an honor and a privilege to die of cancer and Fill was trying to deprive him of it. “Never a pain like this. One day, I’m just gonna die.” “Naturally. Who says you won’t?” Fil argued, thinking how wonderful it would be if he could join the company of dancers from the Philippines, show them around walk with them in the snow, watch their eyes as they stared about them, answer their questions, tell them everything they wanted to know about the changing seasons in this strange land. They would pick up fistfuls of snow, crunch it in their fingers or shove it into their mouths. He had done just that the first time, long, long ago, and it had reminded him of the grated ice the Chinese sold near the town plaza where he had played tatching with an older brother who later drowned in a squall. How his mother had grieved over that death, she who has not cried too much when his father died, a broken man. Now they were all gone, quick death after a storm, or lingeringly, in a season of drought, all, all of them he had loved. He continued, “All of us will die. One day. A medium bomb marked Chicago and this whole dump is tapus, finished. Who’ll escape then?” “Maybe your dancers will,” Fil answered, now watching the snow himself. “Of course, they will,” Fil retorted, his voice sounding like a big assurance that all the dancers would be safe in his care. “The bombs won’t be falling on this night. And when the dancers are back in the Philippines...” He paused, as if he was no longer sure of what he was going to say. “But maybe, even in the Philippines the bombs gonna fall, no?” he said, gazing sadly at the falling snow. “What’s that to you?” Tony replied. “You got no more folks over ‘der right? I know it’s nothing to me. I’ll be dead before that.” “Let’s talk about something nice,” Fil said, the sadness spreading on his face as he tried to smile. “Tell me, how will I talk, how am I gonna introduce myself?” He would go ahead with his plans, introduce himself to the dancers and volunteer to take them sight-seeing. His car was clean and ready for his guests. He had soaped the ashtrays, dusted off the floor boards and thrown away the old mats, replacing them with new plastic throw rugs. He had got himself soaking wet while spraying the car, humming, as he worked, faintly-remembered tunes from the old country. Fill shook his head as he waited for Tony to say something. “Gosh, I wish I had your looks, even with those white spots, then I could face everyone of them,” he said, “but this mug.” “That’s the important thing, you mug. It’s your calling card. It says, Filipino. Countrymen,” Tony said. “You’re not fooling me, friend,” Fil said. “This mug says, Ugly Filipino. It says, old-timer, muchacho. It says Pinoy, bejo.” For Fil, time was the villain. In the beginning, the words he often heard were: too young, too young; but all of a sudden, too young became too old, too late. What happened in between, a mist covering all things. You don’t have to look at your face in a mirror to know that you are old, suddenly old, grown useless for a lot of things land too late for all the dreams you had wrapped up w ell against a day of need. “It also says sucker,” Fil answered, “but who wants a palace when they can have the most delicious adobo here ands the best stuffed chicken... yum... yum...” Tony was angry, “Yum, yum, you’re nuts,” he said, “plain and simple loco. What for you want to spend? You’ve been living on loose change all your life and now on dancing kids who don’t know you and won’t even send you a card afterwards.” “Never mind the cards,” Fil answered. “Who wants cards? But don’t you see, they’ll be happy; and then, you know what? I’m going to keep their voices, their words and their singing and their laughter in my magic sound mirror.” He had a portable tape recorder and a stack of recordings, patiently labeled, songs and speeches. The songs were in English, but most of the speeches were in the dialect, debates between him and Tony. It was evident Tony was the better speaker of the two in English, but in the dialect, Fil showed greater mastery. His style, however, was florid, sentimental, poetic. Without telling Tony, he had experimented on recording sounds, like the way a bed creaked, doors opening and closing, rain or sleet tapping on the window panes, footsteps through the corridor. He was beginning to think that they did. He was learning to identify each of the sounds with a particular mood or fact. Sometimes, like today, he wished that there was a way of keeping a record of silence because it was to him the richest sound, like snow falling. He wondered as he watched the snow blowing in the wind, what took care of that moment if memory didn’t. Like time, memory was often a villain, a betrayer. “Fall, snow, fall,” he murmured and, turning to Tony, said, “As soon as they accept my invitation, I’ll call you up. No, you don’t have to do anything, but I’d want to be here to meet them.” “I’m going out myself,” Tony said. “And I don’t know what time I’ll be back.” Then he added: “You’re not working today. Are you on leave?” “For two days. While the dancers are here.” Fil said. “It still don’t make sense to me,” Tony said. “But good luck, any way.” “Aren’t you going to see them tonight? Our reserved seats are right out in front, you know.” “I know. But I’m not sure I can come.” “What? You’re not sure?” Fil could not believe it. Tony was indifferent. Something must be wrong with him. He looked at him closely,
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127 saying nothing. “I want to, but I’m sick Fil. I tell you, I’m not feeling so good. My doctor will know today. He’ll tell me.” Tony said. “What will he tell you?” “How do I know?” “I mean, what’s he trying to find out?” “If it’s cancer,” Tony said. l Without saying another word, he went straight back to is room. Fil remembered those times, at night, when Tony kept him awake with his moaning. When he called out to him, asking, “Tony, what’s the matter?” his sighs ceased for a while, but afterwards, Tony screamed, deadening his cries with a pillow against his mouth. When Fill rushed to his side, Tony dove him about the previous night, he would reply, “I was dying,” but it sounded more like disgust overt a nameless annoyance. Fil has misgivings, too, about the whiteness spreading on Tony’s skin. He had heard of leprosy. Every time he thought of that dreaded disease, he felt tears in his eyes. In all the years he had been in America, he had not has a friend until he meet Tony whom he liked immediately and, in a way, worshipped, for all the things the man had which Fil knew he himself lacked. They had shared a lot together. They made merry on Christmas, sometimes got drunk and became loud. Fil recited poems in the dialect and praised himself. Tony fell to giggling and cursed all the railroad companies of America. But last Christmas, they hadn’t gotten drunk. They hadn’t even talked to each other on Christmas day. Soon, it would be Christmas again. The snow was still falling. “Well, I’ll be seeing you,” Fil said, getting ready to leave. “Try to be home on time. I shall invite the dancers for luncheon or dinner maybe, tomorrow. But tonight, let’s go to the theater together, ha?” “I’ll try,” Tony answered. He didn’t need boots. He loved to walk in the snow. The air outside felt good. Fil lifted his face to the sky and closed his eyes as the snow and a wet wind drench his face. He stood that way for some time, crying, more, more to himself, drunk with snow and coolness. His car was parked a block away. As he walked towards it, he plowed into the snow with one foot and studied the scar he made, a hideous shape among perfect footmarks. He felt strong as his lungs filled with the cold air, as if just now it did not matter too much that he was the way he looked and his English way the way it was. But perhaps, he could talk to the dancers in his dialect. Why not? A heavy frosting of snow covered his car and as he wiped it off with his bare hands, he felt light and young, like a child at play, and once again, he raised his face to the sky and licked the flakes, cold and tasteless on his tongue. When Fil arrived at the Hamilton, it seemed to him the Philippine dancers had taken over the hotel. They were all over the lobby on the mezzanine, talking in groups animatedly, their teeth sparkling as they laughed, their eyes disappearing in mere slits of light. Some of the girls wore their black hair long. For a moment, the sight seemed too much for him who had but all forgotten how beautiful Philippine girls were. He wanted to look away, but their loveliness held him. He must do something, close his eyes perhaps. As he did so, their laughter came to him like a breeze murmurous with sounds native to his land. Later, he tried to relax, to appear inconspicuous. True, they were all very young, but there were a few elderly men and women who must have been their chaperons or well-wishers like him. He would smile at everyone who happened to look his way. Most of them smiled back, or rather, seemed to smile, but it was quick, without recognition, and might not have been for him but for someone else near or behind him. His lips formed the words he was trying to phrase in his mind: Ilocano ka? Bicol? Ano na, paisano? Comusta? Or should he introduce himself—How? For what he wanted to say, the words didn’t come too easily, they were unfamiliar, they stumbled and broke on his lips into a jumble of incoherence. Suddenly, he felt as if he was in the center of a group where he was not welcome. All the things he had been trying to hide now showed: the age in his face, his horny hands. He knew it the instant he wanted to shake hands with the first boy who had drawn close to him, smiling and friendly. Fil put his hands in his pocket. Now he wished Tony had been with him. Tony would know what to do. He would harm these young people with his smile and his learned words. Fil wanted to leave, but he seemed caught up in the tangle of moving bodies that merged and broke in a fluid strangle hold. Everybody was talking, mostly in English. Once in a while he heard exclamations in the dialect right out of the past, conjuring up playtime, long shadows of evening on the plaza, barrio fiestas, misa de gallo. Time was passing and he had yet to talk to someone. Suppose he stood on a chair and addressed them in the manner ofhis flamboyant speeches recorded in his magic sound mirror? “Beloved countrymen, lovely children of the Pearl of the Orient Seas, listen to me. I’m Fil Acayan. I’ve come to volunteer my services. I’m yours to command. Your servant. Tell me where you wish to go, what you want to see in Chicago. I know every foot of the lakeshore drive, all the gardens and the parks, the museums, the huge department stores, the planetarium. Let me be your guide. That’s what I’m offering you, a free tour of Chicago, and finally, dinner at my apartment on West Sheridan Road—pork adobo and chicken relleno, name your dish. How about it, paisanos?” No. That would be a foolish thing to do. They would laugh at him. He felt a dryness in his throat. He was sweating. As he wiped his face with a handkerchief, he bumped against a slim, short girl who quite gracefully, stepped aside, and for a moment he thought he would swoon in the perfume that enveloped him. It was fragrance, essence of
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128 camia, of ilang-ilang, and dama de noche. Two boys with sleek, pomaded hair were sitting near an empty chair. He sat down and said in the dialect, “May I invite you to my apartment?” The boys stood up, saying, “Excuse us, please,” and walked away. He mopped his brow, but instead of getting discouraged, he grew bolder as though he hand moved one step beyond shame. Approaching another group, he repeated his invitation, and a girl with a mole on her upper lip, said, “Thank you, but we have no time.” As he turned towards another group, he felt their eyes on his back. Another boy drifted towards him, but as soon as he began to speak, the boy said, “Pardon, please,” and moved away. They were always moving away. As if by common consent, they had decided to avoid him, ignore his presence. Perhaps it was not their fault. They must have been instructed to do so. Or was it his looks that kept them away? The though was a sharpness inside him. After a while, as he wandered about the mezzanine, among the dancers, but alone, he noticed that they had begun to leave. Some had crowded noisily into the two elevators. He followed the others going down the stairs. Through the glass doors, he saw them getting into a bus parked beside the subway entrance on Dearborn. The snow had stopped falling; it was melting fast in the sun and turning into slush. As he moved about aimlessly, he felt someone touch him on the sleeve. It was one of the dancers, a mere boy, tall and thin, who was saying, “Excuse, please.” Fil realized he was in the way between another boy with a camera and a group posing in front of the hotel. “Sorry,” Fil said, jumping away awkwardly. The crowd burst out laughing. Then everything became a blur in his eyes, a moving picture out of focus, but gradually, the figure cleared, there was mud on the pavement on which the dancers stood posing, and the sun throw shadows at their feet. Let them have fun, he said to himself, they’re young and away from home. I have no business up their schedule, forcing my company on them. He watched the dancers till the last of them was on the bus. The voices came to him, above the traffic sounds. They waved their hands and smiled towards him as the bus started. Fil raised his hand to wave back, but stopped quickly, aborting the gesture. He turned to look behind him at whomever the dancers were waving their hands to. There was no one there except his own reflection in the glass door, a double exposure of himself and a giant plant with its thorny branches around him like arms in a loving embrace. Even before he opened the door to their apartment, Fil knew that Tony had not yet arrived. There were no boots outside on the landing. Somehow he felt relieved, for until then he did not know how he was going to explain his failure. From the hotel, he had driven around, cruised by the lakeshore drive, hoping he could see the dancers somewhere, in a park perhaps, taking pictures of the mist over the lake and the last gold on the trees now wet with melted snow, or on some picnic grounds, near a bubbling fountain. Still taking pictures of themselves against a background of Chicago’s gray and dirty skyscrapers. He slowed down every time he saw a crowd, but the dancers were nowhere along his way. Perhaps they had gone to the theater to rehearse. He turned back before reaching Evanston. He felt weak, not hungry. Just the same, he ate, warming up some left-over food. The rice was cold, but the soup was hot and tasty. While he ate, he listened for footfalls. Afterwards, he lay down on the sofa and a weariness came over him, but he tried hard not to sleep. As he stared at the ceiling, he felt like floating away, but he kept his eyes open, willing himself hard to remain awake. He wanted to explain everything to Tony when he arrived. But soon his eyes closed against a weary will too tired and weak to fight back sleep—and then there were voices. Tony was in the room, eager to tell his own bit of news. “I’ve discovered a new way of keeping afloat,” he was saying. “Who wants to keep afloat?” Fil asked. “Just in case. In a shipwreck, for example,” Tony said. “Never mind shipwrecks. I must tell you about the dancers,” Fil said. “But this is important,” Tony insisted. “This way, you can keep floating indefinitely.” “What for indefinitely?” Fil asked. “Say in a ship... I mean, in an emergency, you’re stranded without help in the middle of the Pacific or the Atlantic, you must keep floating till help comes...” Tony explained. “More better,” Fil said, “find a way to reach shore before the sharks smells you. You discover that.” “I will,” Tony said, without eagerness, as though certain that there was no such way, that, after all, his discovery was worthless. “Now you listen to me,” Fil said, sitting up abruptly. As he talked in the dialect, Tony listened with increasing apathy. “There they were,” Fil began, his tone taking on the orator’s pitch, “Who could have been my children if I had not left home— or yours, Tony. They gazed around them with wonder, smiling at me, answering my questions, but grudgingly, edging away as if to be near me were wrong, a violation in their rule book. But it could be that every time I opened my mouth, I gave myself away. I talked in the dialect, Ilocano, Tagalog, Bicol, but no one listened. They avoided me. They had been briefed too well: Do not talk to strangers. Ignore their invitations. Be extra careful in the big cities like New York and Chicago, beware of the old-timers, the Pinoys. Most of them are bums. Keep away ;from them. Be on the safe side—stick together, entertain only those who have been introduced to you properly. “I’m sure they had such instructions, safety measures, they must have called them. What then could I have done,
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129 scream out my good intentions, prove my harmlessness and my love for them by beating my breast? Oh, but I loved them. You see, I was like them once. I, too, was nimble with my feet, graceful with my hands; and I had the tongue of a poet. Ask the village girls and the envious boys from the city—but first you have to find them. After these many years, it won’t be easy. You’ll have to search every suffering pace in the village gloom for a hint of youth and beauty or go where the grave-yards are and the tombs under the lime trees. One such face...oh, God, what am I saying... “All I wanted was to talk to them, guide them around Chicago, spend money on them so that they would have something special to remember about us here when they return to our country. They would tell their folks: We melt a kind, old man, who took us to his apartment. It was not much of a place. It was old-like him. When we sat on the sofa in the living room, the bottom sank heavily, the broken springs touching the floor. But what a cook that man was! And how kind! We never thought that rice and adobo could be that delicious. And the chicken relleno! When someone asked what the stuffing was—we had never tasted anything like it, he smiled saying, ‘From heaven’s supermarket’ touching his head and pressing his heart like a clown as if heaven were there. He had his tape recorder which he called a magic sound mirror, and he had all of us record our voices. Say anything in the dialect, sing, if you please, our kundiman, please, he said, his eyes pleading, too. Oh, we had fun listening to the playback. When you’re gone, the old man said, I shall listen to your voices with my eyes closed and you’ll be here again and I won’t ever be alone, no, not anymore, after this. We wanted to cry, but he looked very funny, so we laughed and he laughed with us. “But, Tony, they would not come. They thanked me, but they said they had no time. Others said nothing. They looked through me. I didn’t exist. Or worse, I was unclean. Basura. Garbage. They were ashamed me. How could I be Filipino?” The memory, distinctly recalled, was a rock on his breast. He grasped for breath. “Now, let me teach you how to keep afloat,” Tony said, but it was not Tony’s voice. Fil was alone and gasping for air. His eyes opened slowly till he began to breathe more easily. The sky outside was gray. He looked at his watch—a quarter past five. The show would begin at eight. There was time. Perhaps Tony would be home soon. The apartment was warming up. The radiators sounded full of scampering rats. He had a recording of that in his sound mirror. Fil smiled. He had an idea. He would take the sound mirror to the theater, take his seat close to the stage, and make tape recordings of the singing and the dances. Now he was wide-awake and somehow pleased with himself. The more he thought of the idea, the better he felt. If Tony showed up now... He sat up, listening. The radiators were quiet. There were no footfalls, no sound of a key turning. Late that night, back from the theater, Fill knew at once that Tony was back. The boots were outside the door. He, too, must be tired, and should not be disturb. He was careful not to make any noise. As he turned on the floor lamp, he thought that perhaps Tony was awake and waiting for him. They would listen together to a playback of the dances and songs Tony had missed. Then he would tell Tony what happened that day, repeating part of the dream. From Tony’s bedroom came the regular breathing of a man sound asleep. To be sure, he looked into the room and in the half-darkness, Tony’s head showed darkly, deep in a pillow, on its side, his knees bent, almost touching the clasped hands under his chin, an oversized fetus in the last bottle. Fill shut the door between them and went over to the portable. Now. He turned it on to low. At first nothing but static and odd sounds came through, but soon after there was the patter of feet to the rhythm of a familiar melody. All the beautiful boys and girls were in the room now, dancing and singing. A boy and a girl sat on the floor holding two bamboo poles by their ends flat on floor, clapping them together, then apart, and pounding them on the boards, while dancers swayed and balanced their lithe forms, dipping their bare brown legs in and out of the clapping bamboos, the pace gradually increasing into a fury of wood on wood in a counterpoint of panic among the dancers and in a harmonious flurry of toes and ankles escaping certain pain—crushed bones, and bruised flesh, and humiliation. Other dances followed, accompanied by songs and live with the sounds of life and death in the old country; I go rot natives in G-strings walking down a mountainside; peasants climbing up a hill on a rainy day; neighbors moving a house, their sturdy legs showing under a moving roof; a distant gong sounding off a summons either to a feast for a wake. And finally, prolonged ovation, thunderous, wave upon wave... “Turn that thing off!” Tony’s voice was sharp above the echoes of the gongs and the applause settling into silence. Fil switched off the dial and in the sudden stillness, the voices turned into faces, familiar and near, like gesture and touch that stayed on even as the memory withdrew, bowing out, as it were, in a graceful exit, saying, thank you, thank you, before a ghostly audience that clapped hands in silence and stomped their feet in a such emptiness. He wanted to join the finale, such as it was, pretend that the curtain call included him, and attempt a shamefaced imitation of a graceful adieu, but he was stiff and old, incapable of grace; but he said, thank you, thank you, his voice sincere and contrite, grateful for the other voices and the sound of singing and the memory. “Oh, my God...” the man in the other room cried, followed by a moan of such anguish that Fil fell on his knees, covering the sound mirror with his hands to muffle the sounds that had started again, it seemed to him, even after he had turned it off. Then he remembered.
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130 “Tony, what did the doctor say? What did he say?” he shouted and listened, holding his breath, no longer able to tell at the moment who had truly waited all day for the final sentence. There was no answer. Meanwhile, under his hands, there was Tony saying? That was his voice, no? Fil wanted to hear, he must know. He switched dials on and off, again and again, pressing buttons. Suddenly, he didn’t know what to do. The spool were live, they kept turning. His arms went around the machine, his chest pressing down on the spools. In the quick silence, Tony’s voice came clear. “So they didn’t come after all?” “Tony, what did the doctor say?” Fil asked, straining hard to hear. “I knew they wouldn’t come. But that’s okay. The apartment is old anyhow. And it smells of death.” “How you talk. In this country, there’s a cure for everything.” “I guess we can’t complain. We had it good here all the time. Most of the time, anyway.” “I wish, though, they had come. I could...” “Yes, they could have. They didn’t have to see me, but I could have seen them. I have seen their pictures, but what do they really look like?” “Tony, they’re beautiful, all of them, but especially the girls. Their complexion, their grace, their eyes, they were what we call talking eyes, they say, things to you. And the scent of them!” There was a sigh from the room soft, hardly like a sigh. A louder, grating sound, almost under his hands that had relaxed their hold, called his attention. The sound mirror had kept going, the tape was fast unraveling. “Oh, no! he screamed, noticing that somehow, he had pushed the eraser. Frantically, he tried to rewind and play back the sounds and the music, but there was nothing now but the full creaking of the tape on the spool and meaningless sounds that somehow had not been erased, the thud of dancing feet, a quick clapping of hands, alien voices and words: in this country... everything... all of them... talking eyes... and the scent... a fading away into nothingness, till about the end when there was a screaming, senseless kind of finale detached from the body of a song in the background, drums and sticks and the tolling of a bell. “Tony! Tony!” Fil cried, looking towards the sick man’s room, “I’ve lost them all.” Biting his lips, Fil turned towards the window, startled by the first light of the dawn. He hadn’t realized till then the long night was over.
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Vicente Garcia Groyon III



Boys Who Like Boys



T



he man sitting beside you smells like McDonald’s french fries, you think, and you shift impatiently in your seat. He just had to sit beside you in a theater that is virtually empty. You are young and innocent and think nothing of it. The movie you are watching is not particularly riveting, but you had nothing better to do at home. Nothing good is playing on TV tonight, and your homework does not catch your fancy. It’s another one of those nights that you specialize in—lazy postsummer nights spent staring into space in a dead stupor. Quickly you assessed the situation, and decided that on the whole it is better to stare into a movie screen in a dead stupor than it is to stare into space. So you pulled on a pair of shoes and a jacket and headed off to the nearest theater. In your neighborhood the nearest theater is a gray, musty art-deco monstrosity that reeks of spilt Coca-Cola and urine, but at least it’s a change of scenery. The movie is American, and the local distributors have craftily changed the title to go with the new love song that is number one-ing on all the radio stations. In your deepest artistic and political convictions, you don’t approve of this sort of thing, but you know that you are not likely to meet anyone who will recognize you tonight. So you buy a ticket and duck inside. You load up on junk food before entering, and feel lucky that the concession stand hasn’t locked up yet. Clutching your goodies to your chest, you feel even luckier that it’s intermission and the lights are on. The music is loud and hurts your ears, but at least you can safely choose a seat that isn’t broken or stickly with some unknown substance. You now that your bare legs could not possibly bear such abuse. You sit near down front and start digging into our supply. If you’re really lucky, you’ll feel so full by the middle of the movie that you’ll fall asleep until it ends. You curse silently when a man’s voice announces the Philippine National Anthem, and try to balance your rations on nearby armrests so you can stand up. Shortly after the lights are dimmed, the french fries man sits beside you. You hardly notice him, since you are studiously trying to pick up the thread of the narrative. You start to feel really blessed as you throw your empty plastic cup down. Your mind is starting to relax, and so are your eyelids. You let out a discrete burp and slide down into your seat. You don’t know how long you’ve been asleep, but you’re awake now. Something terrible has happened onscreen and everyone is emoting their faces off, but you’re not interested. Something is tickling your knee. You glance down and realize that it’s the french fries man’s pinky finger running up and down the side of your patella. It is not right, you think, but it looks casual enough. His arm is on the armrest, and his hand is dangling over the end, near your knee. You wonder if it is possible that he is just swinging his hand and doesn’t realize that he is swinging it against your kneecap. When his finger starts to twirl your leg hair, you know it is definitely not right anymore. You straighten up in your seat, but you don’t move away too much. You don’t want to know that you’ve caught on. You think maybe this can be handled politely. However, you are breaking into a cold sweat and thinking about what you are going to do about this. Suddenly you feel all defensive and resolve not to budge from your seat. You have paid for this movie, and you are not going to be deprived of the enjoyment by this man who smells like french fries. You lock your head in the forward position and stare at the screen and continue to have cold sweats and wonder what he is going to do next. Seconds later, you find out and freeze. The finger is back, and it feels more insistent now. He is starting to put a little pressure on your knee. You cannot move. You continue to stare at the screen, and you want very badly to do something, but you don’t. You try not to make any involuntary movement. You try not to make any movement, for that matter. You have no idea what you are going to do. You wonder if anyone can see this happening. You wonder if the movie is going to end soon. You wonder if this man will just get tired and go away if you don’t respond. The pinky finger has been replaced by a hand, and it is moving up your thigh, past the soft curls of your leg hair, up to where the hem of your too-short-for-comfort shorts is. Abruptly you decide enough is enough, and get up to leave. You cast a quick, furtive glance at the man, but it’s ○
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132 too dark and too fast to actually see anything. You catch a glimpse of a wild printed shirt, but it could have been just shadows. You walk out into the mezzanine, and see that the steel gate has been pulled down halfway. There is no one else in sight—no box-office person, no ticket person, no security guard. You start walking down the escalator, which has already been shut off. From behind you hear someone say, “Excuse me.” Without thinking you turn to look and see that you were right about the printed shirt. The man looks middle-aged. He is balding, and has a sizable belly, but he is dressed neatly in black double-knit slacks and very shiny black leather shoes. And the printed shirt, of course, with the first buttons unbuttoned. Surprisingly, only a slim gold chain adorns his neck. “Can I talk to you?” he says. You almost run down the escalator. “Wait! I just want to talk to you.” You realize how far the escalator is from the entrance. “Why are you walking so fast?” You want to ask him the same question, as he’s caught up with you and is now beside you, matching your pace. “Can’t we sit down somewhere to eat and talk? That’s all I want to do—just talk.” “I don’t think so.” You are surprised at yourself. You can speak! “Oh, come on.” By this time you have ducked under the gate and are walking down the sidewalk. In a fir of urban paranoia you realize you can’t go home yet, because Mr. French Fries/Printed Shirt might follow you. And then he’ll know where you live. You change direction, then quickly realize that you may have to walk the deserted streets of Cubao until very late before you lose this guy. “Please, let me talk to you. What’s your name?” You notice he is slightly out of breath, and rejoice quietly. “Would you like a pizza?” “I don’t think so.” You are disappointed that this is all you can think of to say at the moment. “Why don’t we sit down and rest?” “I don’t think so.” Brilliant. “I have some friends who would like to meet you.” Somehow your standard answer doesn’t seem appropriate at the moment. “They belong to a club—Silahis, it’s called. Are you familiar with it.” “No.” You are curious, and he probably senses it. “It’s a group of boys... who like boys.” You inhale sharply. “Would you like to come and meet some of them sometime?” “I don’t think so.” “Will you please stop walking so fast?” A light pleading tone has crept into his voice, but he slows down and turns back, leaving you to barrel on into the night, away from him. You keep walking, and you never look behind you until you get home. You are reading the latest copy of Interview, one of the trendy fashion-slash-lifestyle monthlies that tell you what to wear, what to talk about and how to live. You are under the impression that you belong to the world the magazine describes, and not in this tropical, underdeveloped, unstable country. You dream of escaping to this world full of perfect people, with perfect faces and perfect lives and perfect clothes and perfect bodies. Turning a page, you come upon a new Calvin Klein ad for jeans, one you haven’t seen before. You marvel at the daring of the company and the graphic designer for creating such an ad. You marvel at the quality of the photograph, how disturbingly sharp it is, how real it looks. Most of all, you marvel at the perfection it depicts. A young male body, its head conveniently cropped out of the page, stands in an anonymous shower. White bathroom tiles and spraying water are evident. The body screams its perfection, its muscles all of the right size and proportion, its skin smooth and unblemished. Water dribbles down it contours, glistening in the harsh light. In a concession to the ad’s purpose, the body’s hand clutches at a pair of soaking wet jeans, holding it over the unprintable parts. The jeans seem to be on the verge of slipping out of the hand’s grasp and exposing everything, but the body does not seem to mind. Being without a head, it is devoid of emotion, oblivious to the potential scandal. You stare at the ad blankly for a while, and allow your shock to subside, then give the photograph careful consideration. In your room you strip to your briefs and examine your own physique in the mirror. You turn this way and that, twisting and contorting your body in order to see it from all sides. Unsatisfied and impatient, you take your briefs off and grab a pair of jeans from your closet. You prop the magazine up in front of you and twist and contort yourself again, more vigorously this time, trying to match the photograph. You wish you could douse yourself with water, but decide that would be too messy. After a time, you stop and decide that you only need a little work before you can look like that body. You consider the possibility of shaving off your excess body hair, reminding yourself that bodybuilders do it all the time.
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133 Satisfied for the moment, you put your clothes back on and continue reading the magazine, feeling like you have more right to do so now. Momentarily you feel ashamed at yourself for having done such a wantonly narcissistic act, and remember how often you’ve promised not to do it again. Then you push the thought out of your mind with a trained tolerance, and continue to read. You are sitting on a narrow bed in a dimly-lit cubicle waiting for the massage girl to come in and service you. You have taken off your clothes and hung them on hooks on the wall. You sit quietly, scrutinizing the sheets that look clean enough and trying not to listen to the noises from the cubicles beside yours. You are nervous. You are a virgin. You are here with two of your friends, both of whom have been coming to this place on a fairly regular basis. You confided your problem to them and they have taken it upon themselves to relieve you of your purity. They have given you the necessary briefing, told you what to bring and what to leave behind, how to act and what to do. You hold in your hand a number of bills folded once: the exact amount needed, according to your friends, for the service and for one condom. You are grateful for their discretion and their helpfulness, but you can’t help feeling that they’ve told the girl that it’s your first time, against your expressed wishes. The door opens and the girl walks in, closing it behind her. You glance at her and see that she’s not ugly. You don’t particularly care for what she’s wearing, thinking that everyone else probably wears the same thing, and decide that this might not be so bad after all. “Alcoholpowderlotion,” is the first thing she says, and all the careful instruction that your friends have given you slips out of your mind. Instead of answering, you stupidly hold the folded bills out to her. She takes the wad and starts to count it, while you spread yourself out on the bed and assume a position, unsure if it is the position. Apparently she understands what you want, because she snaps at you to move to cover your privates, but you manage to stop yourself in time. You look at her, and you find that she is busy undoing her dress. It is nothing more than a glorified apron, really. She undoes the clasp at the back of her neck, and the front folds down conveniently. The skirt is already hiked up around her hips, and she does not have any underwear. Conveniently. She raises her arm over her head and lies there spread-eagled under you, waiting. Her head is tilted to the side, and she is not looking at you. She is looking very bored. You take a deep breath, and you carefully lower yourself onto her. The bed creaks loudly as you shift your weight around, trying not to crush her beneath you. You wonder at how soft she is. You start to kiss her neck and breasts. She has not moved since you began. You take in the new sensations, the new actions. You try to remember the countless sex scenes that wore out your VCR on countless pubescent afternoons spent watching other people doing what you are doing now, at last. You don’t know how long you have been working on her, but apparently she does, because she reaches down with one hand and grabs your penis. It is not quite soft, but not quite hard either. She begins to squeeze it rhythmically. You gasp sharply at this intrusion into your privacy, but also because she startled you with her sudden movement. Her head feels coarse and rough, and she is hurting this most sensitive part of your body. She grunts impatiently, and you curse under your breath. Finally you feel yourself responding to her ministrations. She magically produces a tiny foil package and tells you to wear it. You take out the condom with shaking fingers and put it on with some difficulty. The semihard pride of your life is now sheathed in a translucent jello-blue piece of rubber. She guides you expertly, and the entire experience is over in a matter of seconds. You slip out of her and she slips out from under you as you collapse on the bed, panting. She is on her feet, and the front of her apron is up again. She wipes herself between her legs with a towel that she whips out from somewhere, and she tells you to get dressed and get out. She straightens out her too-short skirt and leaves you. The soggy condom has slid off your penis and now it sticks to your thigh like a soggy condom. You peel it off and drop it into a small wastebasket that appears to be filled with wads of tissue paper. When you step out, you find your friends waiting for you downstairs and you all start smiling conspiratorially at each other. In the car they ply you with questions that you answer. They punctuate your replies with wild howls of jubilation. Soon you are howling, too. You all drive off to celebrate the event. At a disco you all order strong drinks and toast the occasion, making sure to be loud and hearty. Quietly, you resolve never to put yourself through an experience like that again. You meet other friends and are soon happily wasted, a man among men. You are in a buddy’s house, watching a movie on videotape. There are six of you, all friends from high school, just a bunch of guys lazing a Sunday afternoon away. The film is perfect for the occasion—an action flick with plenty of loud explosions, heavy artillery, and a musclebound hero who seems impossible to wound or kill. Although it is entertainment fare that you all find agreeable, no one is really watching the movie. Beer and chips are in abundance, as are memories of the good old days. Interestingly, the scenes of extreme action and noise coincide with the lapses in the conversation. All in all, it seems like an ideal afternoon. The movie is over, and all of you are feeling that uncertain feeling that comes when disbanding for the day seems imminent: you feel there is no more reason to stay, but there is yet no immediate reason to go. In a moment of silent consensus, you all decide to loll around just a little bit more until the beer and conversation are used up. One of your friends is a little bit more hyper than the rest of you, but then he always was. Brighter than many of you present, he is also decidedly stranger. Excitedly he announces that he has a videotape that he is dying to see. “It’s one of last year’s best films. It was made in Europe, but it’s not boring at all.” Nobody objects. Nobody could care less. Your friend sets up the VCR, and settles back to watch. The rest of
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134 you pause in your reminiscing as the opening credits come up on the screen. Upon discovering that the movie is in Spanish and come with subtitles, you all turn back to the task of finishing the food and drinks and outdoing each other in the number of details you can remember about the Junior-Senior prom, with the exception of your bright-but-strange friend. He watches the movie raptly, as though it was about to reveal the secrets of the universe. Soon the food and drink run out, as do the memories. One by one you find yourselves focusing on the TV, as there is little else of interest going on around you. You start to pick up what little you can about the story, but later concentrate instead on more interesting details like the man’s weird face and the size of that woman’s nose. The movie offers enough interesting images to keep everyone watching, although some of you are starting to doze off. Then comes the scene where the male lead walks up to the supporting male character and kisses him full on the lips. You notice their tongues flicking in and out of view. They then proceed to make love to each other. There is no reaction at first. Then one of your dozing friends sits up with a puzzled “Huh?” After that, the reactions are noisy and nonstop. “Gross!” “What is this movie?” “Why are we watching this?” “Perverts!” “What are they doing?” Only your bright-but-strange friend is oblivious to the action onscreen. He fails to mask the sarcasm in his voice. “We’re not watching this trash.” “Fag!” “Oh, please. It happens to be a very good film.” “Good my ass. Turn it off.” “Hey! I want to watch this.” “Are you a fag or something?” “It’s just part of the story. Look, it’s over now.” True enough, the scene onscreen has changed, but your friends are having none of it. They all stand up and go outside to play a little basketball in the yard. You follow, leaving your bright-but-strange friend happy at the sudden peace and quiet and continuing to watch the movie. The five of you work out a good sweat outside until it gets dark and the evening damp comes blowing in. The reminiscing continues even as the game goes on, but it is all too vigorous, a little too robust. You think that everyone feels the way you do, and is thinking about that scene, and how unsettling it was to watch. You are at a friend’s birthday party. You have been there quite a while, and are pleasantly drunk on Super Dry and tequila. You smile good-naturedly at people as you wipe salt from your lips and stumble through the house. By one A.M. many of the guests have left for the disco, and you find yourself without enough cash and energy to follow, so you stick around, trying to finish the alcohol and keeping yourself entertained. After a while you have yourself a comfortable chair in the living room and you crash there, oblivious to the goings-on around you. You notice one of your younger professors arrive at the party. He looks different in party clothes, and you amuse yourself by observing just how different he looks. You also notice that he has brought one of his friends, a man more or less the same age as he is, dressed in much the same way he is—the hey-look-I’m hip-as-you-younger-people-are look. You think for a moment of the possibilities of you looking at them when you hit their age. You chuckle drunkenly to yourself. One of your classmates, a girl, comes up to you. You don’t particularly like her because she strikes you as a nerd. It is apparent that she is completely sober, and that she is not aware that you are not. She proceeds to talk into your ear as though you were listening to her eagerly. She jabbers on about things that you only half-hear and half-understand, unmindful of the fact that you are only half-listening. You are concentrating on the things happening in front of you and on keeping the alcohol in your stomach where it belongs. Then she says something that has you sitting up in surprise. “What?” “Yes, his lover. Everyone knows. I mean, they’re very open about it. But they’re also very discreet.” You stare at your professor and his companion in a way that is molded by a sudden understanding of what is going on. The two of them head for the drinks table, and your professor’s friend tries to find clean glasses in the mess. As he expertly mixes two vodka tonics, your professor makes party talk with the birthday boy. He absently accepts the glass that his friend hands to him, and raises it to his lips. Before he can drink, his friend stops him and squeezes the juice from a wedge of lime into the glass. The crumpled slice is disposed of neatly on the table, and somewhere behind you the girl is still babbling. “... wonderful because they really care about each other. It doesn’t seem disgusting or anything, like the others. But don’t talk about it to anyone, especially not to them!” Her conspiratorial giggle seems loud and harsh in your ear. Your professor catches your eye and heads for you, the drink in his hand. His friend follows. The annoying girl behind you has disappeared, and now you are talking to the professor. “Hey, how are you? Meet my friend.”
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135 You shake hands without getting up, more because you can’t than because you don’t want to. “We just came over from a party in Magallanes.” You wonder maliciously what kind of a party it was. “Looks like we missed most of the fun.” You mumble some appropriate things, but you can’t stop looking at your professor’s friend. You picture the two of them making love on a bed in a dark room, but you push the thought out of your head nervously and continue to make small talk with both of them. Soon they excuse themselves and go to get another drink. On the way to the drinks table, your professor stops and goes through his pockets. His friend stops and asks him something. You can’t hear what they’re saying because the music is too loud, but soon you pick up what is going on. His friend reaches into his own pocket and pulls out a car key which he dangles in front of your professor’s face. Your professor smiles sheepishly and pats him on the arm lightly. Then they turn to go to get their drinks. His friend mixes again. When they come back to talk some more, you can only mumble or laugh nervously. You spend the rest of the party in much the same condition. You are at an overnight retreat in a Tagaytay retreat house. You have not been paying much attention, but then again, no one has. You and your friends spends a lot of time discussing how good your female classmates look in repose. The retreat facilitators and organizers rush through the activities, working desperately to get to the point where everything is finished. After dinner, it is announced that the concluding activity is t be done on the following day, before everyone gets on the buss. You and your classmates are given the choice of remaining in the chapel for prayers, or proceeding to bed. Everyone goes upstairs. The boys’ dorm is in chaos as everyone tries to be first in line for a bath before all the hot water is used up. You manage to jostle your way into a fairly decent place in line and wait. The door of the bathroom emanates a greenish-white light from fluorescent tubes, diffused by the steam that drifts from the stalls. Bodies with only towels wrapped around their hips walk in and out of the steam. The hot water, combined with the cold draft that hits you when you step out, feels really good and gets you in a ready-for-bed mood. In your towel you walk in what you think is a languorous manner to your bunk bed. You know your body is more attractive than most of the others around you, and you take time to remind them of it, even though every inch of your skin has crawled into gooseflesh and your nipples are as hard as crystals. As you reach your bed, you hear a commotion behind you. You turn and see that a nipple-pinching war has ensued. No prisoners are being taken, and no one is spared. Before you know it, a giggling classmate has sidled up to you and has deftly reached out and nipped you with his fingers. Your hands go up to your chest in the classic defensive position. Quickly you set out to retaliate as the entire room joins in the fun. Soon you have scored a few points and are giggling as hard as the others. Everyone is walking around with their hands cupped over their pectorals like girls who have been caught without their bras. Then you realize that the nipple-pinching war has evolved into a butt-and-crotch-grabbing war. Giggling has turned into shouting and laughing as everyone clambers over beds and bags, trying to avoid the assaults. You clamber gamely with the others. Suddenly you feel a hand snake under your towel and brush you between the legs. You turn to retaliate and you see the culprit running to the opposite side of the room. You think you’ve cried out but you realize that no sound came out. You can’t move, you feel funny. You flash on the night in the theater. Then you don’t feel like playing anymore. Unobtrusively you make your way out of the main line of fire, trying to act like the others. You’re nervous, and you try to mask it by pretending to be tired and pulling clothes on. No one is relieved as you when a facilitator comes into the room and silences everyone. While your fellow retreatants winds down, you climb into bed and listen to the panting talks around you as everyone gets ready to go to sleep. You are in the house of a classmate. It is late, and you have just finished preparing for a rather difficult joint report that the two of you are going to present tomorrow. You enjoy working with this guy, He takes work seriously and cannot be called lazy. In fact, he has generously offered to take on most of the report’s work—a situation that you find most pleasing,. You have put away all your materials for tomorrow, and are getting ready to go to sleep. As you dry yourself with a towel borrowed from him, you tell yourself that you find it better and easier to work with guys than with girls. You don’t feel pressured to compete with them, and there is no fuss from parents about getting together to work overnight. You dress in shorts and a T-shirt, also borrowed, and lie down on the bed. You are tired, and start to fall asleep. You hear your friend moving around in the room, and getting into bed as well. The lights go off and you mumble good night to each other. You are tired but you have trouble falling asleep, being in a strange house and a strange bed. So you lie still and wait for sleep to come. Sleep doesn’t come, but an old sensation does. You feel a hand on your leg, moving up your thigh,. An old reaction comes as well. You freeze, and starts to break out in a cold sweat. You know very well whose hand it is, and why it is doing what it is doing, and this makes it worse. You have no idea on how to handle this. Tu are afraid to make a scene, because you will be seeing each other until the end of the term. You are afraid to respond, because you will be seeing each other until the end of the term. You are afraid to respond, because you know that it is not the right thing to do. You are afraid to lie still, because you don’t know what that could
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136 lead to. While you are thinking all these, the hand has proceeded into your shorts. Your breathing has become rapid, and your heart is pounding heavily. You know it is obvious that you are not asleep. Your body has tended, and your posture is not that of a sleeping person. You hear your friend’s voice in the dark. “Chong?” This popular endearment between males suddenly sounds revolting. You don’t answer, but since you are holding your breath, your friend can take this as a response. “Are you awake?” There is a long, excruciating moment of silence and no movement. You hear your friend breathing in the dark, and you feel his hand. Your mind is quickly calculating options and consequences., but none of them seem very feasible. The moment is broken when your friend begins to move again. You continue to study options, even as you feel your body responding involuntarily. You realize than an option has been chosen for you, and you spend the rest of the time thinking of the possible consequences. By the time it is over, you have not moved, spoken, or indicated that you were aware of what happened. You are lying in the same position that you were in before it started. There is a warm, loose feeling in your groin, and your left leg and side feel numb and tingly. You feel acutely uncomfortable, but are afraid to move. Your friend is on his side, turned away from you. You wait until you hear his breathing become slow and regular before you inch your body into a new position. You realize that while you are gratified and sticky, your friend is not. You lie awake for most of the night. The next day you avoid eye contact with your friend, and you feel that he is doing the same. You shower and change for school as if nothing happened. You fold the borrowed towel and clothes and drape them over a chair. At breakfast, his parents’ presence makes it necessary for you to chat and smile normally with him. The car on the way to school is dead silent. In school you find little reasons to be away from him. You avoid him until it is time for class, and your report— which goes perfectly. You hardly look at or speak to each other. In between classes, you find yourself drawn to stay with an pretty classmate whom you’ve noticed since the start of the term. You find yourself taking extreme pleasure in her company, and talking to her. You notice that she has a delightful way of tucking her hair behind her ears, and that her cologne is the most wonderful thing you have ever smelled. You also notice your friend looking at you all the time, and that he has started to avoid you, too,. He stays with other classmates, acting normal although he seems to have something heavy on his mind. When classes are over, he leaves before you do. You, on the other hand, stay with your pretty classmate until after her last class, when her father comes to pick her up. You go home alone. You are quiet at dinner, and you go to bed early. The next day sees more of the same behavior from everyone involved, although you notice a new sparkle in your pretty classmate’s eye when she looks at you. You imagine that there is a similar sparkle in your eye when you look at her, and that she sees it too. You find some time away from your pretty girlfriend to have a few beers with an old buddy from high school. There is no special occasion. You received a phone call from him earlier today. You haven’t seen each other in a long time, and agree to meet at a bar. When you see him, you feel slightly uncomfortable because so much time has passed. Both of you had been so close as brothers back then. You went through a lot of things together—CAT officer training, a small school fraternity that disbanded soon after both of you were initiated, countless nights in town, and once getting detained for marijuana possession. It is these things that you talk about. You start to catch up with him, and soon you are telling each other what you’ve been up to. You both realize that it has been close to four years since you saw each other last. You talk the four years away and start to relax. You see how much he’s changed, and you like it. You like the things he’s interested in, the stories he has to tel. you like the way he grew his hair longer so it falls over his head in gentle lines. You like the way his shoulders stretch the fabric of his shirt, how solid they seem. You like the way his hands look so strong as they grip his beer bottle. You like the way e seems so ordinary and predictable. You like the feeling comfortable and unpressured with hi, and that way that you know him so well, even after allo these years. You start to feel so good about sitting here with him. Nervously you start to fidget with your glass. You start to call on that old reserve of tricks that you use when you start getting sentimental with a pal. You feel thankful that the music is loud and that you don’t have any silence to break by talking. It would be wrong to break the mood by saying something weird. But the you look around you and you see your old pal sitting across from you, doing what the two of you liked doing best, and quietly you wish that the two of you could sit like this forever. Your pretty girlfriend flickers for a moment in your mind. But she is whisked helplessly away as you think how much you like being with him and as, unwilled, your eyes begin to sparkle for real.
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Dean Francis Alfar



The Kite of Stars



T



he night when she thought she would finally be a star, Maria Isabella du’l Cielo struggled to calm the trembling of her hands, reached over to cut the tether that tied her to the ground, and thought of that morning many years before when she’d first caught a glimpse of Lorenzo du Vicenzio ei Salvadore: tall, thick-browed and handsome, his eyes closed, oblivious to the cacophony of the accident waiting to occur around him. Maria Isabella had just turned sixteen then, and each set of her padrinos had given her (along with the sequined brida du caballo, the dresses of rare tulle, organza, and seda, and the diadema floral du’l dama – the requisite floral circlet of young womanhood) a purse filled with coins to spend on anything she wanted. And so she’d gone past the Calle du Leones (where sleek cats of various pedigrees sometimes allowed themselves to be purchased, though if so, only until they tired of their new owners), walked through the Avenida du’l Conquistadores (where the statues of the conquerors of Ciudad Meiora lined the entirety of the broad promenade) and made her way to the Encantu lu Caminata (that maze-like series of interconnected streets, each leading to some wonder or marvel for sale), where little musical conch shells from the islets near Palao’an could be found. Those she liked very much. In the vicinity of the Plaza Emperyal, she saw a young man dressed in a coat embroidered with stars walk almost surely to his death. In that instant, Maria Isabella knew two things with the conviction reserved only for the very young: first, that she almost certainly loved this reckless man; and second, that if she simply stepped on a dog’s tail — the very dog watching the same scene unfold right next to her — she could avert the man’s seemingly senseless death. These were the elements of the accident-waiting-to-happen: an ill-tempered horse hitched to some noble’s qalesa; an equally ill-tempered qalesa driver with a whip; a whistling panadero with a tray of plump pan du sal perched on his head; two puddles of fresh rainwater brought about by a brief downpour earlier that day; a sheet of stained glass en route to its final delivery destination at the house of the Most Excellent Primo Orador; a broken bottle of wine; and, of course, the young man who walked with his eyes closed. Without a moment’s further thought, Maria Isabella stepped on the tail of the dog that was resting near her. The poor animal yelped in pain; which in turn startled the horse, making it stop temporarily; which in turn angered the qalesa driver even more, making him curse the horse; which in turn upset the delicate melody that the panadero was whistling; which in turn made the panadero miss stepping into the two puddles of rainwater; which in turn gave the men delivering the sheet of stained glass belonging to the Most Excellent Primo Orador an uninterrupted path; which in turn gave the young man enough room to cross the street without so much as missing a beat or stepping onto the broken wine bottle; which in turn would never give him the infection that had been destined to result in the loss of his right leg and, ultimately, his life. Everyone and everything continued to move on their own inexorable paths, and the dog she had stepped on growled once at her and then twisted around to nurse its sore tail. But Maria Isabella’s eyes were on the young man in the star-embroidered coat, whose life she had just saved. She decided she would find out who he was. The first twenty people she asked did not know him. It was a butcher’s boy who told her who he was, as she rested near the butcher’s shop along the Rotonda du’l Vendedores. “His name is Lorenzo du Vicenzio,” the butcher’s boy said. “I know him because he shops here with his father once every sen-night. My master saves some of the choicest cuts for their family. They’re rather famous, you know. Maestro Vicenzio, the father, names stars.” “Stars?” Maria Isabella asked. “And would you know why he walks with his eyes closed? The son, I mean.” “Well, Lorenzo certainly isn’t blind,” the butcher’s boy replied. “I think he keeps his eyes closed to preserve his vision for his stargazing at night. He mentioned he had some sort of telescope he uses at night.” “How can I meet him?” she asked, all thoughts of musical conch shells gone from her mind. “You? What makes you think he will even see you? Listen, “the butcher’s boy whispered to her, “he only has ○
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138 eyes for the stars.” “Then I’ll make him see me,” she whispered back, and as she straightened up, her mind began to make plan upon plan upon plan, rejecting possibilities, making conjectures; assessing what she knew, whom she knew, and how much she dared. It was a lot for anyone to perform in the span of time it took to set her shoulders, look at the butcher’s boy, and say, “Take me to the best Kitemaker.” The butcher’s boy, who at fourteen was easily impressed by young ladies of a certain disposition, immediately doffed his white cap, bowed to Maria Isabella, gestured to the street filled with people outside, and led her to the house of Melchor Antevadez, famed throughout Ciudad Meiora and environs as the Master Builder of aquilones, cometas, saranggola, and other artefactos voladores. They waited seven hours to see him (for such was his well-deserved fame that orders from all over the realms came directly to him—for festivals, celebrations, consecrations, funerals, regatta launches, and such) and did not speak to each other. Maria Isabella was thinking hard about the little plan in her head and the butcher’s boy was thinking of how he had just lost his job for the dubious pleasure of a silent young woman’s company. He spent most of the time looking surreptitiously at her shod feet and oddly wondering whether she, like the young ladies that figured in his fantasies, painted her toes blue, in the manner of the circus artistas. When it was finally their turn (for such was the nature of Melchor Antevadez that he made time to speak to anyone and everyone who visited him, being of humble origin himself), Maria Isabella explained what she wanted to the artisan. “What I need,” she began, “is a kite large enough to strap me onto. Then I must fly high enough to be among the stars themselves, so that anyone looking at the stars will see me among them, and I must be able to wave at least one hand to that person.” “What you need,” Melchor Antevadez replied with a smile, “is a balloon. Or someone else to love.” She ignored his latter comment and told him that a balloon simply would not do, it would not be able to achieve the height she needed, didn’t he understand that she needed to be among the stars? He cleared his throat and told her that such a kite was impossible, that there was no material immediately available for such an absurd undertaking, that there was, in fact, no design that allowed for a kite that supported the weight of a person, and that it was simply impossible, impossible, impossible. Impossible to design. Impossible to find materials. No, no, it was impossible, even for the Illustrados. She pressed him then for answers, to think through the problem; she challenged him to design such a kite, and to tell her just what these impossible materials were. “Conceivably, I could dream of such a design, that much I’ll grant you. If I concentrate hard enough I know it will come to me, that much I’ll concede. But the materials are another matter.” “Please, tell me what I need to find,” Maria Isabella said. “None of it can be bought, and certainly none of it can be found here in Ciudad Meiora, although wonder can be found here if you know where to look.” “Tell me.” And so he began to tell her. Sometime during the second hour of his recitation of the list of materials, she began to take notes, and nudged the butcher’s boy to try to remember what she couldn’t write fast enough. At dawn the following day, Melchor Antevadez stopped speaking, reviewed the list of necessary things compiled by Maria Isabella and the butcher’s boy, and said, “I think that’s all I’d need. As you can see, it is more than any man could hope to accomplish.” “But I am not a man,” she said to him, looking down at the thousands of items on the impossible list in her hands. The butcher’s boy, by this time, was asleep, his head cradled in the crook of his thin arms, dreaming of aerialists and their blue toes. Melchor Antevadez squinted at her. “Is any love worth all this effort? Looking for the impossible?” Maria Isabella gave the tiniest of smiles. “What makes you think I’m in love?” Melchor Antevadez raised an eyebrow at her denial. “I’ll get everything,” she promised the Kitemaker. “But it may take a lifetime to gather everything,” the artisan said wearily. “A lifetime is all I have,” Maria Isabella told him. She then shook the butcher’s boy awake. “I cannot go alone. You’re younger than me but I will sponsor you as my companion. Will you come with me?” “Of course,” mumbled butcher’s boy drowsily. “After all, this shouldn’t take more time than I have to spare.” “It may be significantly longer than you think,” the artisan said, shaking his head. “Then please, Ser Antevadez, dream the design and I’ll have everything you listed when we return.” She stood to leave. That very day, Maria Isabella told her parents and both sets of her padrinos that she was going off on a long trip. She invoked her right of Ver du Mundo (when women of at least sixteen years, and men of at least twenty years, could go forth into the wideness of Hinirang; sometimes to seek their fortune, sometimes to run from it). They all gave her their blessings, spoke fondly of how she used to dance and sing as a child, saluted her new right as a woman and full citizen of Ciudad Meiora, accompanied her all the way to the Portun du Transgresiones with more recalled memories of her youth, and sent her on her way. As for the butcher’s boy, he waited until she was well away and then joined her on the well-worn path, the Sendero du’l Viajero, along with the supplies she had asked him to purchase. “I’m ready to go,” the butcher’s boy grinned at her. He was clad in a warm tunic in the manner of city folk, and around his neck, for luck, he wore an Ajima’at, a wooden charm fashioned in the form of a wheel.
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139 “What did you tell your kinfolk?” Maria Isabella asked him, as he helped her mount a sturdy horse. “That I would be back in a month or so.” It took almost sixty years for Maria Isabella and the butcher’s boy to find all the items on Melchor Antevadez’s impossible list. They began at Pur’Anan, and then trekked to Katakios and Viri’Ato (where the sanctuary of the First Tree stood unmolested by time). They traveled north to the lands of Bontoc and Cabarroquis (where the Povo Montaha dwelt in seclusion). They sailed eastwards to Palao’an and the Islas du’l Calami’an (where the traders from countries across the seas converged in a riot of tongues). They ventured westwards to the dark lands of Siqui’jor and Jomal’jig (where the Silent Ones kept court whenever both sun and moon occupied the same horizon). They visited the fabled cities of the south: Diya al Tandag, Diya al Din, and Diya al Bajao (where fire-shrouded Djin and the Tiq’Barang waged an endless war of attrition). They entered the marbled underworld of the Sea Lords of Rumblon and braved the Lair of the M’Arinduque (in whose house the dead surrendered their memories of light and laughter). When they ran out of money after the third year of travel, Maria Isabella and the butcher’s boy spent time looking for ways to finance their quest. She began knowing only how to ride, dance, sing, play the arpa, the violin, and the flauta, embroider, sew, and write poetry about love; the butcher’s boy began knowing how to cut up a cow. By the time they had completed the list, they had more than quintupled the amount of money they began with, and they both knew how to manage a caravan; run a plantation; build and maintain fourteen kinds of seagoing and rivergoing vessels; raise horses big and small, and fowl, dogs, and seagulls; recite the entire annals of six cultures from memory; speak and write nineteen languages; prepare medicine for all sorts of ailments, worries, and anxieties; make flashpowder, lu fuego du ladron, and picaro de fuegos artificiales; make glass, ceramics, and lenses from almost any quality sand; and many many other means of making money. In the seventh year of the quest, a dreadful storm destroyed their growing caravan of found things and they lost almost everything (she clutched vainly at things as they flew and spun in the downpour of wind and water, and the butcher’s boy fought to keep the storm from taking her away as well). It was the last time that Maria Isabella allowed herself to cry. The butcher’s boy took her hand and they began all over again. They were beset by thieves and learned to run (out of houses and caves and temples; on roads and on sea lanes and in gulleys; on horses, aguilas, and waves). They encountered scoundrels and sinverguenzza and learned to bargain (at first with various coins, jewels, and metals; and later with promises, threats, and dreams). They were beleaguered by nameless things in nameless places and learned to defend themselves (first with wooden pessoal, then later with kris, giavellotto, and lamina). In their thirtieth year together, they took stock of what they had, referred to the thousands of items still left unmarked on their list, exchanged a long silent look filled with immeasurable meaning and went on searching for the components of the impossible kite — acquiring the dowel by planting a langka seed at the foot of the grove of a kindly diuata (and waiting the seven years it took to grow, unable to leave), winning the lower spreader in a drinking match against the three eldest brothers of Duma’Alon, assembling the pieces of the lower edge connector while fleeing a war party of the Sumaliq, solving the riddles of the toothless crone Ai’ai’sin to find what would be part of a wing tip, climbing Apo’amang to spend seventy sleepless nights to get the components of the ferrule, crafting an artificial wave to fool the cerena into surrending their locks of hair that would form a portion of the tether, rearing miniature horses to trade to the Duende for parts of the bridle, and finally spending eighteen years painstakingly collecting the fifteen thousand different strands of thread that would make up the aquilone’s surface fabric. When at last they returned to Ciudad Meiora, both stooped and older, they paused briefly at the gates of the Portun du Transgresiones. The butcher’s boy looked at Maria Isabella and said, “Well, here we are at last.” She nodded, raising a weary arm to her forehead and making the sign of homecoming. “Do you feel like you’ve wasted your life?” she asked him, as the caravan bearing everything they had amassed lumbered into the city. “Nothing is ever wasted,” the butcher’s boy told her. They made their way to the house of Melchor Antevadez and knocked on his door. A young man answered them and sadly informed them that the wizened artisan had died many many years ago, and that he, Reuel Antevadez, was the new Maestro du Cosas Ingravidas. “Yes, yes. But do you still make kites?” Maria Isabella asked him. “Kites? Of course. From time to time, someone wants an aquilone or—” “Before Ser Antevadez, Melchor Antevadez, died, did he leave instructions for a very special kind of kite?” she interrupted. “Well ... ,” mumbled Reuel Antevadez, “my great-grandfather did leave a design for a woman named Maria Isabella du’l Cielo, but—” “I am she.” She ignored his shocked face. “Listen, young man. I have spent all my life gathering everything Melchor Antevadez said he needed to build my kite. Everything is outside. Build it.” And so Reuel Antevadez unearthed the yellowing parchment that contained the design of the impossible kite that Melchor Antevadez had dreamed into existence, referenced the parts from the list of things handed to him by the butcher’s boy, and proceeded to build the aquilone. When it was finished, it looked nothing at all like either Maria Isabella or the butcher’s boy had imagined. The
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140 kite was huge and looked like a star, but those who saw it could not agree on how best to describe the marvelous conveyance. After he helped strap her in, the butcher’s boy stood back and looked at the woman he had grown old with. “This is certainly no time for tears,” Maria Isabella reprimanded him gently, as she gestured for him to release the kite. “No, there is time for everything,” the butcher’s boy whispered to himself as he pushed and pulled at the ropes and strings, pulley and levers and gears of the impossible contrivance. “Goodbye, goodbye!” she shouted down to him as the star kite began its rapid ascent to the speckled firmament above. “Goodbye, goodbye,” he whispered, as his heart finally broke into a thousand mismatched pieces, each one small, hard, and sharp. The tears of the butcher’s boy (who had long since ceased to be a boy) flowed freely down his face as he watched her rise — the extraordinary old woman he had always loved strapped to the frame of an impossible kite. As she rose, he sighed and reflected on the absurdity of life, the heaviness of loss, the cruelty of hope, the truth about quests, and the relentless nature of a love that knew only one direction. His hands swiftly played out the tether (that part of the marvelous rope they had bargained for with two riddles, a blind rooster and a handful of cold and lusterless diamante in a bazaar held only once every seven years on an island in the Dag’at Palabras Tacitas) and he realized that all those years they were together, she had never known his name. As she rose above the city of her birth, Maria Isabella took a moment to gasp at the immensity of the city that sprawled beneath her, recalled how everything had begun, fought the trembling of her withered hands, and with a fishbone knife (that sad and strange knife which had been passed from hand to hand, from women consumed by unearthly passion, the same knife which had been part of her reward for solving the mystery of the Rajah Sumibon’s lost turtle shell in the southern lands of Diya al Din) cut the glimmering tether. Up, up, up, higher and higher and higher she rose. She saw the winding silver ribbon of the Pasigla, the fluted roofs of Lu Ecolia du Arcana Menor ei Mayor, the trellises and gardens of the Plaza Emperyal, and the dimmed streets of the Mercado du Coristas. And Maria Isabella looked down and thought she saw everything, everything. At one exquisite interval during her ascent, Maria Isabella thought she spied the precise tower where Lorenzo du Vicenzio ei Salvadore, the Stargazer, must live and work. She felt the exuberant joy of her lost youth bubble up within her and mix with the fiery spark of love she had kept alive for sixty years, and in a glorious blaze of irrepressible happiness she waved her free hand with wild abandon, shouting the name that had been forever etched into her heart. When a powerful wind took the kite to sudden new heights, when Ciudad Meiora and everything below her vanished in the dark, she stopped shouting, and began to laugh and laugh and laugh. And Maria Isabella du’l Cielo looked up at the beginning of forever and thought of nothing, nothing at all. And in the city below, in one of the high rooms of the silent Torre du Astrunomos (where those who had served with distinction were housed and honored), an old man, long-retired and plagued by cataracts, sighed in his sleep and dreamed a dream of unnamed stars.
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Tara FT Sering



Reconnaissance



T



he thin, feathery, tall grass swayed with the wind in an endless wave of goodbye. There was no returning now. Beyond the grassy field, Bibi could glimpse her older sister Pia, their cousin Allen, their neighbors Jaime, Joseph and Jasmine. They were waving and, Bibi could tell from afar, giggling. The high afternoon sun rippled in its own heat, and with very little shade in the newly-developed residential community in the outskirts of the city, everything wilted and baked and hardened under its glare. There were no clouds. It was the afternoon of the Third World War and the opposing camps—Pia, Bibi and Allen versus Jaime, Joseph and Jasmine—were dressed in full battle gear: denim pants, waterproof jackets, lab glasses, slingshots draped on their shoulders and bottle cap ammunition in plastic packets tied to their belts. Midway into the conflict—both teams ducking behind parked cars, climbing an occasional short tree, diving into shrubs, hurling rotten guavas and water balloons at each other—someone had released a bottle cap from a slingshot and it went flying past a vacant lot where it landed somewhere near the Araña house. A faint yet audible chink of glass breaking sent threads of cold apprehension running through the backs of the sweat-soaked soldiers and, one by one, they emerged from their hiding posts and gathered on the street. No one would admit to the crime and yet, responsible Pia, the oldest in the group, declared that of course someone had to go and check. On the basis of seniority, Pia had the authority to appoint anyone on a mission to survey the damage; but Jaime could not be persuaded, Joseph followed everything Jaime did and did not do and therefore could not be forced to go alone, and it seemed unfair to send either of the smaller kids, Allen and Jasmine, who stood side by side, on the verge of tears. Pia herself refused to go or explain why. It had to be Bibi, or their mama would soon find out that someone was failing math in school, and it wasn’t Pia. From where they stood, the Araña house looked quiet and undisturbed, a consolation for Bibi that the house might be deserted. She only needed to wade through the waist-high grass to get to where the silent house stood, check how much damage they had caused, report back to base, and everything would be fine. It was natural perhaps that Bibi, in the years that followed, would forget about that hot afternoon, only to remember it at certain points in her life: for instance, when she returned home from work one afternoon and found that her husband had cleared out his closet, she stood there at the doorway of their bedroom, feeling the cool glass of the Araña house’s windows pressed against her nose, the one that she had peered into years ago when she was nine. Under the blazing sun, Bibi turned to the five tiny figures one more time, squinting through the white glare. Sweat from her forehead trickled down her face and tears threatened to burst through her eyes. Her hands were cold, electrified. Her feet were heavy and half-paralyzed as she stood in front of the low, rusty grille gate. Her heart thumped, sank, slid down to her stomach. She pushed open the creaking gate and waited for a sign of dogs. There were none. She began to take small, careful steps along the pebble-washed path that led to the main door, but a gallery of windows to the left of the large, intricately carved wooden door caught her attention. The orders were for her to check for something broken and if it wasn’t a window, then the bottle cap must have hit something of less importance. Except for one window on the far left, all the others had their green curtains drawn. None appeared to have been broken, nor did their clear glass reveal any cracks. But there seemed to be a movement behind the last one whose curtains were pulled aside. Despite her mind being half-shut with fear, Bibi moved to inspect the window on the far left. It was dim inside but not completely dark, and a rustling that seemed oblivious to her presence continued despite her approach. She crouched low and held her breath. When she pressed her nose against the glass, she gasped and her knees buckled as though in a failed attempt to bolt. Mrs. Araña was blindfolded and her wrists were loosely tied to opposite posts at the foot-end of the bed. Hunched over her, Mr. Araña, whose fat, white, dimpled body glistened with sweat, lowered himself toward his wife, bucking his head and mouth over and away from her wrinkled nipples; then she kicked him with so ○
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142 much force despite her pate, spindly legs and knobby knees that he fell off the bed, only to pick himself up—a hook like a thick purplish cowlick dangling from a clump of hair in between his legs—laughing. Mrs. Araña could not suppress waves of giggles, and once more Mr. Araña jumped on her, kissing her body from in between the collarbones, in between her sagging and nearly flat breasts, down to her belly button, her round stomach, the dark mesh in between her legs. Bibi pulled away from the window, her breath short and fear pounding in her ears like an invasion. Her lips were pale and cold. She turned around and with eyes wide and unblinking, dashed down the pebble-washed path, through the gate, across the street and into the grassy field. She would later remember this afternoon in the middle of making love to an acquaintance’s boyfriend whose bare shoulder, pressing down hard on her mouth, she would bite with uncontainable desire. He would yelp in pain and stop pressing himself into her and stare at her, irritated and befuddled, and she would lie there, her eyes steady, her lips curled in one corner, her belly surging and ebbing and surging again with pleasure. The afternoon of the war, Bibi sprinted through the filed, her face tight and stunned, When the others saw her approaching, they began to wave, but the speed and determination with which Bibi was approaching must have seemed unnatural, strange. They stopped and stood there, five frozen and visibly tense figures, waiting. And Bibi, running halfway through the field, recalled in a flash the way Mr. and Mrs. Araña looked when they sat side by side in church, she with the black lace fan and he with his shirt buttoned to the neck. She remembered too, almost in that same instant, the way he fell and returned laughing into bed, and the way his wife smiled and giggled, blinded and in captivity. And as Bibi, her legs scratched from overgrown weeds, neared home base, an involuntary smile briefly escape her lips, something of immense relief, and a hint of excitement.
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The True Story of Ah To



I



had known Ah To all my life—but this may only be a way of saying that I knew him when the best years of his life were over. He had been, at some point in his life, a coolie, a baker, a shopkeeper’s apprentice, a taho vendor, a vegetable hawker, a guerilla, and a “Communist” fugitive. I knew him in his most recent and, in his opinion, least exciting incarnation as owner of a drugstore in Elcano where six or seven old men (whom my neighbors called, in as many different tones of voice as there were opinions, the Forty-Eight) congregated every evening after supper. My grandfather, himself a Wha Chi guerilla, had known Ah To way back before they left the T’ang Mountains for Manila in the late 1920s. Grandfather died a few years before I was born, leaving behind a middling dry-goods store in Santo Cristo and several photographs that framed a bald man with startling luminous eyes against painted backdrops and plaster pedestals. He had been in his early fifties when he died, and he had left very little of himself in the memories of his wife my grandmother who, for the first twenty-five years of their marriage, remained in China and saw him only during his occasional furloughs from the many jobs that he, like Ah To, held as a young man in Manila. For his children, it was always already too late. Long before they noticed it, they had lost my grandfather in the minefields of Ligo sardines, century eggs, Perla detergent bars, and dried shrimps. They lost him as surely as we, their children, were destined to lose our own parents in the same nineteen-hour, Monday-to-Sunday battles with loose change and depleted stocks. Were it not for Ah To, I would not have had much else to say about my grandfather. Everything else that I know about my grandfather—his sharp wit, his evil temper, his fondness for candied plums and martial-arts serials, and his inability to carry a tune—I picked up from Ah To himself during those nights when Ah To and other old men took out their folding chairs to smoke under the stars. These late-night chats were conducted with an enviable regularity that reflected favorably on Ah To’s habits. At 8:30, Ah To would roll up the ocher-and-green awning and pull the accordion doors half shut. He would spend some time at the counter, funneling bits of herb with sheet of groundwood paper into boxes that he then popped into any number of the hundred or so drawers that lined the wall, drawers the precise content of which only he could locate when he filled in an order the following day. He would replenish the glass shelves that were lined with liniments, ointments, balms, oils, and packaged pills before he stepped out of the store and onto the pavement of an Elcano that stretched out in its own sloppy inventory of rice, flour, hardware, and onion stores, muddy ditches, and parked cars. Here, amidst the folding chairs, in the smoky haze, as I played with other people’s grandchildren, I picked out conversations and arguments, matched names and memories, and kept track of sundry fates and destinies before they dissipated above our heads. Ah To was a consummate host because he was slow to kindle his opinion in debates over good restaurants, geomancy, and dead emperors—topics that left everybody else feeling dyspeptic if not hemorrhoidal. Any conversation, no matter how fervid, would have ended up as one more smoke ring blown into the darkness but for Ah To’s ability to pick up on a wisp of detail, an anecdote, a turn of phrase that sparked more shoptalk, gossip, polemic, lamentation, eulogy, and what-if ’s. This skill had as much to do with Ah To’s civil status as with his good nature. As a bachelor, Ah To must have felt that he had all the free time to himself in the evening to play host to the Forty-Eight, and it was precisely years of practice that made him such a good host. But I have always suspected that Ah To was good because, having no family to inflict the burden of remembering him, he sensed the fragility of every migrant’s dream of posterity. For Ah To, the stories ceased to be interchangeable and their characters acquired a singularity often denied the stories of migrants like my grandfather, lost somewhere in the constant shuttling between the T’ang Mountains and Manila, between temporary and permanent residence. Thus, Ah To kept the Forty-Eight from tripping over bad silence long after Tieng Siopieng’s economic policies, the latest kidnappings and assassinations, and the President’s frequent absence had run their course. I can only begin to imagine how much was left unsaid in these conversations, how well the men kept their counsels. I find it hard to remind myself how forgetful old men can become especially when they try very hard to remember. Names, so many names, ○
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144 plucked by force of memory from the hollows of the sky: Malabon Bakery, where Ah To had spent his first night outside the immigration holding area in the country; Lo Sin, whose stories Ah To had taught himself to read; Lo Lien Hui, the labor union which he had joined as a coolie and a baker. I would like to have known Ah To when he was young, when pushing carts and hauling sacks of tapioca meant nothing, and young men dreamed only of white tailored suits, of basketball games at the YMCA on Sundays, and of sidelong glances from the young school teachers who hurried along Magdalena Street on weekdays. But there was, of course, the war. And it was this war that the old men returned to again and again in those evenings when we, the grandchildren, sat and listened. There were the usual horror stories that, for many years afterward, gave us nightmares— of streets that stuck to one’s feet because of blood, of children and parents lost in the rubble, of men forced to dig their own graves, women raped, babies bayoneted. The old men also spoke of fighting alongside the Huks, of going into Mount Arayat only three steps ahead of the Japanese. The men in Ah To’s company had fallen into malarial delirium in the swamps of Candaba, and had spent days dreaming of twelve-course banquets, smiling women who taught geography, and polised wingtips. When they finally awoke from the war, Ah To and a number of his friends found themselves on the run because the government, with more than a little help from a few zealous turtles among lannang, “our people,” had decided that the country really was crawling with disloyal and ungrateful Communists like Ah To. Those years spent in hiding are a blur to me, because Ah To refused to talk about them except to say that he felt like an animal that was being hunted for its skin. When the political winds relented a little, Ah To picked himself up in a small town in Cebu and dusted the many aliases and “family” histories off his sleeve. He often told us that he felt like that old man in Lo Sin’s story who, when his turn came, could remember not a scrap of the arias that condemned men sang on their way to execution, not even the reason he was being executed. (The story of that old man haunted me for years, because I could never decide if it was proper to feel pity, contempt, rage, and empathy—all four of them—for that old man.) He later found out that two of his friends had been deported to Taiwan while several others had disappeared into the crevices of the southern provinces. Ah To was one of the few, the Forty-Eight among them, who made their way to Manila to begin yet another lifetime of eking out a living. It could have been worse. As the conversation darkened, Ah To would allow himself to talk about the Whiskers Wang and Ah Sun, his compañero near the cash register, with nary a glance but plenty of grimaces all around. Both men had come from the same country, had fought the Japanese together, and had worked in the same jobs before setting up the drugstore. However thrillingly Whiskers Wang and Ah Sun had sung along with the actors each time the famous Peach Grove brotherhood scene was staged by the opera troupe on Lavezarez Street, they could not have known that only a few pesos made all the difference between sworn brothers and sworn enemies. Ah To would invariably tell us about the summer of 1984, when old age finally caught up with him. As far as he was concerned, his misfortune could not have chosen a more inopportune time to track him down. Ah To was, at that time, was nearly seventy years old. It was too soon for him to give up promenades along Ongpin, Hunan beef steaks, ube ice cream, and long long nights at the opera. But, like the men who came into the drugstore at noon once a week and fingered their badges and talked rather vaguely about “protection,” old age cornered Ah To with the practiced nonchalance of an extortionist. This latest in a lifetime of importunities, however, was not content to wring forty pesos and considerable ill will out of Ah To. Old age, Ah To would say, was when the extortionist demanded payment but did not name the terms. It was the hemorrhoids, in particular, that really did it for Ah To. Before, they had been a minute flurry in the long slow drift of his routine, an inconvenience, at worst, that could be tucked away in the butt-ends of the everyday struggles that trailed him through his fugitive years and after. But by 1984, he and Whiskers Wang and Ah Sun had rooted through their deepest pockets to open the drugstore, and in the first few years of uncertainty that marked every business venture , the hemorrhoids threatened to burst out of Ah To’s tightly wrapped memories of the unspeakable and incomprehensible. The year before, he had seen on TV a huge crowd surround the coffin of a man who still wore the bloodied clothes he had died in. He had been surprised that the sight of such a huge crowd failed to move him. Ah To’s world had shrunk to a room above the drugstore. He preferred the frightful tension of ambushing Japanese troops to the slow dread of keeping the next day’s appointment with his chamber pot. None of his own pills and ointments and suppositories—not even White Flower Oil, that redoubtable panacea—had offered anything but the slightest relief. Ah To’s hemorrhoids cost him what little peace of mind had survived the carnage of peacetime. Some days, Chinatown appeared to him a sooty, grilled maw that spewed brown, wasted figures, stippled with flour, rice and onion skin, into the hot sun. No doubt this mood had been soured, too, by his first visit to China in forty-six years. He had welcomed, had wept at the news about the establishment of diplomatic ties with China. Then, he had spent the next few years saving every centavo he could from selling Baguio lettuce and pumpkins in Divisoria. The years of being somewhere else had cloaked the Middle Kingdom of his childhood in a rosy haze that parted momentarily to reveal white sands, pristine waters, and curving eaves. And if his memories of the T’ang Mountains had been somewhat blurry, well, he had been too poor and too confident of his eventual return to China to worry about remembering the past. His “homecoming” in early May of 1984 was, I think, as much an act of creating memories as it was an act of exorcising them. Ah To visited Tsinkang not knowing that he was acting like a tourist in more than a legal sense, armed with a camera that was all set to capture the white sands and pristine waters and curving eaves in Kodakcolor. True
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145 enough, he had returned to Manila with an album that was passed around among us for the next few evenings. There were carefully mounted pictures of beaches, trees, houses, and people, just like postcards. When Ah To could no longer find the shot he was looking for, he settled for the next best thing. In place of the beaten path he had trodden as a child, for example, Ah To took a picture of the dusty main road. He pointed out the only son of a long-dead younger brother, mused over an ornately carved window, sang the praises of a basket of mussels. But there were only so many postcard stories, and the evening finally came when Ah To ran out of them. That was when the stories got interesting. He had had to stay with an eighty-year-old aunt the first few days because her grandson who kept the key to the old house had gone to Kengchiu to look at the new taxicabs. The grandson came home and spent the better part of the afternoon fiddling with the locks, saying that there really wasn’t much to see anyway, since the house had long been stripped of its furniture by relatives scattered throughout the country. You couldn’t see a thing in that room where Ah To had been born. Apparently, nobody had bothered to install plumbing and electricity, either, which meant Ah To could not spend the night in the old house; the relatives had their own homes and figured that keeping the old house locked was all the caretaking they could spare, given the sorry amount that Uncle sent every year. Now, taxicabs were the future what with lannang like Uncle coming back to Tsinkang for a visit. Perhaps if Uncle would invest in this venture? The grandson had let out a snort of disbelief, or of something else, when Ah To remarked that some of his friends had died owning two changes of underwear and the polo shirt and trousers that they had on their bodies. It was, the young man said, nobody’s fault but your own if you didn’t make it. If Uncle wanted so badly to be a Communist, he should have stayed in China, where being a Communist would have been more profitable. When Ah To said that he was not a Communist, the grandson shrugged. Why would anyone want to be a fake Communist, even a falsely accused one? He himself, said the grandson, would rather be a fake capitalist. At least, he could get his hands on a few taxicabs on credit long enough to sublease them and earn a respectable profit. Some nights of the two weeks that Ah To spent in Tsinkang, he slept on a foldable bed that he had borrowed from his aunt, a bed just like the one he had slept on for years in Elcano. His aunt spoke to him in hoarse whispers about the fire in her gut and at length extracted a hundred dollars towards an operation from Ah To. He visited the tombs of his parents, as haphazardly plotted as the modern-style concrete buildings that were being built all over his county; he found his father’s tomb on the sandy path that led to the beach, his mother’s on the edge of his neighbor’s peanut fields. He visited the temple and lit joss sticks to the thirteen generals and their retinue, as he had done to their replicas in Manila. He waded out a short way into the sea and thought that he could see the Philippines from where he was standing. But, like all the tourists, Ah To left Tsinkang at the end of two weeks feeling as though he had outstayed his welcome. He had, after all, gotten what he came for. He could finally fix this patch of earth and sky in his mind. He could look forward to a shelf-full of recollections and need not worry about replenishing them. Here in this album were the pictures to prove that it was all there, as he had dreamed and imagined. And as for that young man, how could Ah To begin to tell him that in the 1950s, in this country, to which he was more or less bound by all the waking moments of his adult life, it didn’t matter if you were or were not a Communist as long as your enemies believed (or chose to believe) that you were? How can you tell the young people about things that they have been taught to despise? And on this note of finality, Ah To would switch to other subjects. But there were things that he chose not to bring up during the talks. What Ah To could not understand—and I had to wait until I was grown up to hear Ah To confess this and to figure out what it meant—was why he could not bring himself to let go of the shred of earth and sky, not the one he had brought back with him from Tsinkang, but the one he had had all along, the one he mistook for a replica, the original of which he had sought in China. He had gone into the swamps of Candaba understanding that he was ready to die for a place he could no longer, even then, remember clearly. And years later, when he tried to summon these images in his mind to fill in the tedium of being on the run, he had had to admit to himself that might have remembered the white sands, pristine waters, and curving eaves from his travels across Luzon and the Visayas. Since I have begun working at the University, I can no longer spare the evenings to listen to the Forty-Eight, the company long dwindled by death, arthritis, and full-time jobs. When I stop by the drugstore, Ah To calls me by my father’s name because he cannot remember which of Yeng Suan’s children I am. I do not correct him because forgetfulness is a small price to pay for a man who has lived in the interstices of the fortunes and debacles of seven republics. Whenever I light joss sticks to the thirteen generals and their retinue in the temple on Tomas Mapua Street, the same generals whom I may see if I ever save enough money to visit my grandfather’s birthplace in Tsinkang, I light some for Ah To and for all the men of my childhood who called up the spirits to watch over them, and their children, in a land that they do not know is their own.
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Mapping Our Poetic Terrain Filipino Poetry in English From 1905 to the Present INTRODUCTION
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e used to talk about the course of Philippine literature in English as though it passed (somewhat miraculously) through three stages: a period of apprenticeship, a period of emergence or growth, and a period of maturity. It was in the ‘50s a useful way of picturing what was called its “development.” On the other hand, writing in 1957, Fr. Miguel A. Bernad, S.J., thought that Philippine literature was “perpetually inchoate” because, first, the writers couldn’t earn a living from their writing; second, we were tom by several languages or had not mastered English well enough; and third, we were culturally confused or had not fostered enough our own hybrid culture. It is well worth quoting Fr. Bernad: Filipino writers in Spanish flourished at the end of the nineteenth century and the first decades of the twentieth. But this flowering of a culture never bore fruit: its roots were soon withered. While Apostol and Guerrero, Bernabe and Balmori, Barcelon and Recto, were writing poems that were admired in Spain, a generation of Filipinos was growing up that could not understand the language in which they were written. This is not to deplore the coming of English to our shores. [Its] coming was by no means deplorable: it was a cultural windfall. It does explain, however, why Philippine letters, which had finally flowered (and it is a curious thing that it did not come to its full flowering until after Spanish political domination was over) died out so quickly, even in flower. Philippine letters had to seek other roots in a different cultural soil. That is why even after sixty years of English in the Philippines, Philippine literature in English is still young. But it has much promise: it may eventually attain to full maturity. 1 Will the same fate befall English now that the Philippine Senate has, with not a little help from Mt. Pinatubo, closed all American bases at Clark and Subic? To this very day, English has remained an undeniable route to a better situation in life in terms of employment and social standing, success, power and prestige. Yet we seek with more spirit and effect than in the ‘50s, a literature in our own language that we would call Filipino, a language evolving from Tagalog as lingua franca. Indeed, many more young writers today are bilingual because our school system, while it still cultivates English as a second language, has promoted for half a century now the use of Filipino (as variously conceived) as the medium of instruction. The mass media too have strengthened Filipino as lingua franca. But if support for scholarship and lexicography, translation work, and the publication of worthwhile textbooks in Filipino are any indication, the political will for a common national language would appear to be less of a fiction only in ardent nationalist rhetoric. Be that as it may, it may be instructive as we approach the end of this century, to reconsider Fr. Bernad’s views. I shall, however, limit myself to poetry because it is, for me at least, the root and crown of linguistic usage. Fr. Bernad did not touch on our poetry in English in his Bamboo and the Greenwood Tree (196 1) because at the time, our most “developed” literary genre was, as he thought, the short story. A QUICK OVERVIEW The course of Filipino poetry in English from 1905 to the present, may be characterized by three overlapping phases or, more precisely perhaps, dominant strains: an inveterate Romantic spirit from our first published literary attempts in 1905 to the ‘40s; then, an enduring formalist or “New Critical” concern from the ‘50s to the ‘70s; and finally an open, liberative or post-structuralist space from the ‘70s to the present. Since this matter of labeling is most arbitrary and o(limited ○
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147 usefulness, we should insist on the overlap of those phases and the imbrication of those strains; a century, besides, is too short for a literature and it is impossible to set definite time-boundaries to the poetic course. THE ROMANTIC SPIRIT: FROM FERNANDO M. MARAMAG TO JOSE GARCIA VILLA From The Filipino Students’ Magazine (1905) to Jose Garcia Villa’s Have Come, Am Here (1942), the creative struggle was with both the new language, English, and the poet’s subject, i.e., the native or Filipino matter that is to be expressed in that language. What “native or Filipino matter,” what humanity as Filipino, is simply inexpressible, but precisely that is the occupation of poetry, its depth and compass, what the American poet Wallace Stevens calls “musing the obscure.” For the poet, the language comes alive, be it English or Tagalog, not from the words that are already there and their meanings in daily usage, but from their tillage, the particular uses to which they are put by which our sense of our own reality is achieved. This is why our first important poet in English is Fernando M. Maramag. While the ironic edge of his “Moonlight on Manila Bay” (1,912), seems unintended, the fugitive emphasis there on our “scene so fair” subverts the poem’s obvious praise for “bold Olympia” (imperial America) because the opening eight verses first establish our scene as paradisal before the poet draws from our history to celebrate yet another conquest of our land: Not always such the scene: the din of fight Has swelled the murmur of the peaceful air; Here East and West have oft displayed their might; Dark battle clouds have dimmed this scene so fair; Here bold Olympia, one historic night, Presaging freedom, claimed a people’s care. Both language and history are the crucial factors (“makers”) from which out; writers forge that “native or Filipino matter,” i.e., our mythology or imagination of ourselves. From his own notes to his poem in The College Folio (August 1912), we also know that in “Cagayano Peasant Songs,” Marainag sought to convey their “spirit and substance thought out in English”; and so perhaps, even Wordsworth, who speaks in the poem’s epigraph,2 is invoked only for a favorable witness to the peasant sensibility: In the shady woods I know Where the bashful jungle fowls are keeping Their helpless young. They are below The trees by which the rill is weeping. Beneath the rapid’s frown Where the white ripples madly run, There is where I have known Fair itubi is courted by luran:3 And if to me ‘twere only known Where the heron’s eggs are laid In the deep still river’s bed, They were treasures rare to own. It may be said that in our early verses, such as those in our first anthology, Rodolfo Dato’s Filipino Poetry (1924)4, both language and subject were borrowed, almost as though we had no thought nor feeling of our own, so that skylark and nightingale in English Romantic poetry were simply converted into our kuliawan (oriole) and maya (rice bird). But it would be quite misleading to speak of a “literary apprenticeship” because we already had accomplished writers in Spanish, Tagalog, and the other native languages. The apprenticeship was linguistic and cultural, but not in the literary or poetic art. We simply had to master another foreign language (English) and its poetic tradition from Shakespeare to the English Romantic and Victorian poets, and fit that foreign language and that foreign tradition to our own scene and sensibility, what as individuals and as a people we had become through three centuries of Spanish rule. It simply bears stressing that the inevitable tension which obtained between the creative struggle with the new language and the poet’s individual response to his new situation cleared that poetic terrain where the Filipino poet subdued the tutelary spirits of English Romanticism to his own perception of his circumstances and history. And thus, before World War II bloodied our shores in 1941, Filipino Romantic poetry had come into full flower in the poems of Jose Garcia Villa, Luis G. Dato, Angela Manalang-Gloria, and Trinidad L. Tarrosa-Subido, even as our poets in Spanish before the Americans came had already transformed both the sensibility and idiom of the Spanish Romantic spirit into a vehicle for the expression of our own thought and feeling, not borrowed nor even adopted, but forged from our own depth in our own native clearing. We might see this if we compare Maramag’s translation of “Cagayano Peasant Songs” with Dato’s rendition of what is probably a Bikol saying, which he called “Spinster” (1938):
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148 The dove, when newly hatched, Has tasty meat and tender; When old, howe’er you stew her, You cannot rend her. Or again, if we compare Maramag’s “Moonlight on Manila Bay” with Dato’s “Malolos” (1939), we might see how our poets’ tillage of the new language and its poetic tradition provoked a newfound sense of their own “scene so fair”: The town is quiet, the houses still, And dark the house of God; The heroes slumber up the hill, And in my heart their blood. Again I see a gay procession, And men in bright attire; A hundred delegates in session, And soldiers in the mire. Malolos, once you rent asunder A striding tyrant’s heels, A day as this that sees us thunder Down you with iron wheels. It simply was not the case, as Salvador P. Lopez and Arturo Rotor had charged in 193 9, that the poets were besotted with roses and sunsets.5 True, romantic love was, as elsewhere at any time, a favorite subject; e.g., Conrado Ramirez’s “My Wife’s Hands” (1933); Luis G. Dato’s “Day on the Farm” (1934); Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido’s “You Shall Be Free” (1934); or Angela Manalang-Gloria’s “Soledad” (1935). These are, in fact, among the finest love lyrics of the time. But, too, Jose Garcia Villa first breaks the taboo on explicit sex, passion, and homosexuality in our fiction and poetry, e.g., his “ManSongs” (1929), and his story, “Wings and Blue Flame” (1938)6; and the dominant male ideology in Romantic poetry, where woman’s idealization serves to keep her subject, is subverted in Manalang-Gloria’s “Revolt from Hymen” (1940), and in such romantic verses by TarrosaSubido as If only, Love, the Code within these lands Allowed all impulse to govern the heart, We should not feel this fever of the hands To leap the gap that keeps us so, apart. - From “Subterfuge” (1937)7 Poor love, you were but Color, Motif, Mood— Need of my poetry, not my womanhood. - From “Love Is My Need” (1945)8 Most certainly too our poets did not limit themselves to the subject of love. Their engagement with their own cultural and social milieu is in fact already signalled by our first poem in English, Ponciano Reyes’ “The Flood” in The Filipino Students’ Magazine (April 1905), published in Berkeley, California. This engagement (which appears in our early patriotic verses and reaches a clear and powerful expression in Amador T. Daguio’s “Man of Earth” [1932], and Carlos Bulosan’s “If You Want to Know What We Are” [1940]) accounts also for the poet’s liberation from Romantic themes and Romantic diction and imagery. If Villa’s poetry made a clearing within English which showed the poets how, through craft and cunning, a language might be reinvented, Rafael Zulueta y da Costa’s Like the Molave (1940) opened again the poets sensibility to his own milieu where language is sharpened by the poet’s response to his own historical situation. Zulueta’s Like the Molave and Villas Poems by Doveglion (194 1) could very well mark the end of the Romantic phase in our poetry. With Like the Molave, it had become important for the poet to reshape the Romantic usage in order that he might find his own voice and address more directly his own time. Villa found his own voice (Have Come, Am Here, Volume Two [ 19491), but he had long exiled himself to America. Then the War came, and the Romantic efflorescence of the ‘3 Os wilted. But the Romantic spirit did not vanish altogether. Villa, who wrote his last poem, “The Anchored Angel,” in 1953, continued to be a strong influence in the craft of poetry well into the ‘70s, as one might see in the poems of Jolico Cuadra, Luis Francia, Auggusta de L. Almeidda, and Edwin Cordevilla. More importantly, we find in Bienvenido N. Santos’ The Wounded Stag (1956) and Edith Tiempo’s The Tracks of Babylon (1966) that the Romantic idiom has only been transformed into a new mode of expression by which the poet gave form and substance to his own insights.
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149 THE FORMALIST STRAIN: FROM EDITH L. TIEMPO TO CIRILO R BAUTISTA By the ‘50s, modern poetry was in full swing. If we take a quick tour (all we can afford here by way of illustration), we might still see how truly remarkable is the poetic distance that Fidel de Castro (not of Cuba!) traverses from his prosepoem, “I Follow Your Footsteps,” (193 2), in Laslo’s English-German Anthology (1934) to “Dog in a Room You Just Left” in T.D. Agcaoili’s Philippine Writing (1953) to “Stillness” and “House Mouse” in The New Doveglion Book of Philippine Poetry (1962). It is the same distance, in terms of poetic control of language and subject, that Amador T Daguio travels from such poems as “Man of Earth” (1932), “Land of Our Desire” (1934), “The Swindler” (1938), and “When I Look at Women” (1938)9, to such poems as “Off the Aleutian Islands” (1953) and “A Letter to New Poets” (1954) in Poet in Equinox (MS, 1965), some of which found print in Leonard Casper’s Six Filipino Poets (1954). Daguio’s poetic aim is worth noting; he writes, he says, “from the suffering and miseries of my lonely and repressed boyhood ... and the struggles of poor people around me. ... Most of all, I wish to translate the beauty, immensity, and depth of the Filipino soul.”10 To translate: i.e., to ferry across the essential void of language the thought and feeling which have not yet found their adequate expression. Casper’s Six Filipino Poets,11 coming two years after Nick Joaquin’s Prose and Poems (1952), signaled the advent of the American New Criticism which focused on the formal perfection of the poem as “verbal icon.” This new critical mode with its stress on organic unity, emotional restraint, and metaphor, irony, and ambiguity, shaped the poetic sensibility from the ‘50s well into the ‘80s and ‘90s, especially through the Silliman National Summer Writers Workshop (1962 to the present) and the U.P. National Writers Workshop (1964 to the present). If we compare our poets in the ‘50s and ‘60s with the earlier Romantics, we would immediately notice a greater number who have each his own individual mode of expression and his own distinctive subject. The generation of Maramag especially, but also Villa’s generation in the ‘30s and ‘40s, seem to write alike because they were drawing from a common hoard of Romantic themes and employing a widely accepted kind of poetic diction and imagery. It was chiefly Villa of course who cleared a poetic ground within English toward the transformation of our poetry in new English guise. He had rejected as early as “Man-Songs” (1929), not only the Romantic and Victorian models in poetry but even the standard usage of English grammar and syntax; for example, from “Poems for an Unhumble One” (1933)12: There was no end how young. I could not say it because there. And how never yet seen for peace. But it was there and bright like dark. I touched it not, for love. His last “Man-Song” called “Testament” (1929), may in fact be read as a portrait of the Filipino poet in the ‘30s who is becoming aware that he must find his own voice within the English clearing: “I have not yet sung as I want to sing. ... I write songs to put the house of my mind in order. In my mind there are many growths and lives that entangle each other. ... A song is a knot untied. I have many knots to untie. As I untie them I become a poet whose hands are trembling.” Inspired chiefly by the American poet e. e. cummings, Villa achieved, as early as Poems by Doveglion and Have Come, Am Here, a breakthrough by way of an individual poetic idiom to his own distinctive subject which may be defined by a kind of dialectic between the I-Genius, God, and Death. If we compare the first eight verses of Maramag’s “Moonlight on Manila Bay” with the same number of verses in Angeles’ “Gabu,” we might clearly see the poetic transformation of both language and sensibility over 1912 to 1954— a transformation, I would insist, that owes more to the poet’s creative toil with language in response to his circumstances than to any New Critical influence. Maramag’s sonnet opens thus: A light serene, ethereal glory, rests Its beams effulgent on each cresting wave; The silver touches of the moonlight lave The deep’s bare bosom that the breeze molests; While lingering whispers deepen as the wavy crests Roll with weird rhythm, now gay, now gently grave; And floods of lambent light appear the sea to pave— All cast a spell that heeds not time’s behests. The first two stanzas of “Gabu” run: The battering restlessness of the sea Insists a tidal fury upon the beach At Gabu, and its pure consistency Havocs the wasteland hard within its reach.
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150 Brutal the daylong bashing of its heart Against the seascape where, for miles around, Farther than sight itself, the rock-stones part And drop into the elemental wound. Where Maramag says, “All cast a spell that heeds not time’s behests,” Angeles says, in the third stanza: The waste of centuries is grey and dead And neutral where the sea has beached its brine, Where the spilt salt of its heart lies spread Among the dark habiliments of Time. The poets’ subjects are of course markedly different. When Maramag, in the opening verses of his poem, perceives our scene as ethereal and spellbound, he implies that through our centuries with Spain, we had, since we lacked freedom, neither a history nor a country of our own. Thus, he proceeds from a historical sense of our “scene so fair” while Angeles pursues a private realization provoked by “wild dogodog waves” at Gabu which could only be symbolically expressed. And yet we could relate the poets’ insights at their own depth, despite the radical difference in their mode of expression; for where Maramag says: Here bold Olympia, one historic night, Presaging freedom, claimed a people’s care. Angeles, denying any history where “the elemental” seems to override whatever is human, says: The vital splendor misses. For here, here At Gabu where the ageless tide recurs All things forfeited are most loved and dear. It is the sea pursues a habit of shores. Much more than with the poets in the ‘30s and ‘40s, the way through the changing poetic terrain since the ‘50s is poet to poet because each one who perseveres in the craft constantly achieves through metamorphosis of his idiom and subject a full individual voice, Each one’s poetic career e.g., Nick Joaquin from Prose and Poems (1952) to Collected Verse (1987); Bienvenido N. Santos from The Wounded Stag (1956) to Distances in Time (1983); Edith L. Tiempo from The Tracks of Babylon (1966) to The Charmer’s Box (1993), and Extensions, Beyond (1995); Cirilo E Bautista from The Cave (1968) and The Archipelago (1970) to Charts (1973), Telex Moon (1981), and Boneyard Breaking (1992) —shows that the poet constantly makes new discoveries in his own field of vision (his own distinctive subject matter) and transforms his mode of expression conformably to them. Thus, whatever be the poetic influences in his work or the regnant critical theory of his time, the work of imagination is achieved chiefly by the poet’s own solitary labor, that is, the long creative struggle to forge from one’s medium (say, English) a language to discover and express one’s subject. I do not think, for example, that Nick Joaquin was particularly influenced by the American New Critics and the kind of poetry which they preferred. Self-educated like Maramag through extensive reading, he must have since the early ‘30s worked at the language in his own individual way, like Villa, for a route to his own subject. His poetic idiom is Romantic in texture and yet modem in temper; that is to say, while it partakes of the richness and elevation of the poetic diction of an earlier time, it is yet closer to contemporary usage as to catch the hum and drum of living in his own time and place. For, unlike Villa, he remained connected to his native ground, and drew from a deep historical consciousness and a Catholicism interlaced with folk religion; his love too of journalism must have contributed in no small way to the eclat and sardonic bite of his verses. As with Joaquin, Daguio, and Tiempo, one would have to engage with Santos’ fiction to come to a fuller appreciation of his poetry. The haunted and wounded sensibility that one encounters in Santos’ You Lovely People (1955) also find poetic voice in The Wounded Stag (1956). This collection, consisting of poems in the ‘40s and early ‘50s, is a poetic landmark. Its transmutation of the Romantic idiom renders with pathos and restraint the condition of the colonial subject, the lowly and the bereft, the victims of war and oppression, and thus lights with new poetic fire the proletarian roughage in Carlos Bulosan’s verses and the stale rhetoric in Zulueta’s Like the Molave. It is deeply moving to hear the poor folk address Our Lady in Santos’ “Processional” (1949), and in such poems as “Come Home, Heroes” (1946), “Sermons to the Free” (1947), “The Gods We Worship Live Next Door” (1947), and “Cornerstone Epitaph” (1949), the New Critic will find an admirable sensitivity to the nuances of language, a sharpness of imagery and verve of metaphor, a poignant tension and irony of thought and feeling, which—in Cleanth Brooks and Robert Penn Warren’s Approach to Literature (1936), our college textbook in the ‘50s for the introductory course to literature—are the hallmarks of genuine poetry. I think that with The Wounded Stag, more than with Villa’s hermetic and narcissistic gems of verse, our poetry in English finds more substantial native ground emerging from the Romantic “poetry of crepuscule.”13 Edith L. Tiempo is our finest poet in the New Critical tradition. She herself acknowledges her spiritual kinship with the great English Romantic poets, but insists that such kinship must be understood “in terms of the nature of
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151 Romanticism itself.” She goes on to say: “I think that women writers write in this tradition. If a woman is true to herself, she will write as a Romantic. If she turns off her inner promptings and instead attempts to be purely objective, I think the effect will be artificial because the life springs are not there. “14 There, it would seem, may well lurk the gravest danger in New Criticism which, since it conceives of the poem as self-contained and autonomous, privileges the poet’s subjectivity and cancels as it were any responsible connexion with the roil and toll of daily living and history. Likewise, the Romantic spirit is moved by the genius of the individual mind and sensibility seeking to transcend the mundane world of economic need and political struggle and devote itself to Truth and Beauty. But the “life springs” must be in both those, “inner promptings” and the objective reality to which the poet responds. Villa is here exemplary. He is a great poet, but his is an alienated sensibility because his subject is too private, an aesthete’s “ theology, of, rose, and, tiger.”15 A number of poets would seem to show how, since the New Criticism put a premium on the poet’s rhetorical legerity, language could be so polished or reworked as to disfigure it—but also how, at the same time, a poetic break-up of linguistic usage, or even a breakdown of sense, might perhaps presage a new poetic transformation. Ricaredo Demetillo’s No Certain Weather (1956) has all the rhetorical vigor and poetic fire that the New Criticism demanded, and yet the poet is not trapped in the poem’s rhetoric for, in such poems as “Poet in a Time of Darkness” (1952), “Rebellious Sonnets” (t954), and “No Certain Weather” (1954), he excoriates the moral hypocrisy and sensuality of the bourgeois and inveighs against greed and corruption in high places. But after that first collection, he seems to have exhausted the moral and religious lode of his poetry with La Via: A Spiritual Journey (1958). Most of his verses in Masks and Signature (1968), The Scare-Crow Christ (1973), The City and the Thread of Light (1974), and Lazarus, Troubadour (1974) seem the first drafts of poems-to-be; that is, they seem to be in search of a simpler mode of expression, less thick with rhetoric, such as we find in “Lines to a Novitiate” (1972), and “I Don’t Invite the Tigers, Augustine” (1974). His too close following of Villa on “the Gospel Truth: God’s male sensuality!”16 may have vitiated his poetry; indeed, the great theme and revelation in La Via and Lazarus, Troubadour—“The sensual fire that holyghosts my bone” or “Christ in the groin’s shrine”17—springs directly from Villas “theology.” Like Demetillo, both Dominador I. Ilio and Manuel A. Viray have a remarkable first collection of verse, Ilio’s The Diplomat and Other Poems (1955) and Viray’s After This Exile (1965), but their later verses endure a kind of poetic breakdown, as though the language hewn by New Critical dicta can no longer sustain the poet’s vision. Looking for a new language then becomes the primary occupation. Ilio finds a new mode, a fresher, more natural expression, and less finicky about New Criticism, in such poems as “Prokosch in Tehran, 1978” (1979) and “Hakim Popolzai on the Road to the Hindu Kush” (1980); but this mode, which shapes “Marikudo in Kalibo, 1979” (1979), sinks again into prose and the easy artifice of Romantic diction and imagery in Madiias: Tales and Legends (MS, 1988), as though one were beginning again to master a foreign medium and a foreign tradition. Viray’s After This Exile is haunted by sex, aging, and disease, by sin and corruption, for its central motif is our “flesh” oppressed by “the bestial aches in the blood / That plagued us, having lost our innocence,” and rare are the moments of “all-too-brief grace.”18 In the next three collections—When Blood with Light Collides (1975), Morning Song (1990), and The Automatic Glass Door (1991) —a kind of disintegration of language and sensibility sets in, as though the poet’s quest has entered a labyrinth without clew. “I’m looking,” says Viray, “for the vitality that connects both breath and death—beauty, order, and the idea that provokes as well as excites.”19 But the language, as it seems, has not been found, so that the poet’s large abstractions seem to whirr through the text like bees desperate for bloom. Alejandrino G. Hufana’s poetry too is exemplary as regards that poetic break-up of sense and imagery which seems to augur a breakaway from New Criticism. A good example is his own verse introduction to the “13 Kalisud” in Sickle Season (1959): Of phosphorescence sing, of giving up to sea The contents of the land, ... (Look to Tutankhamen in his depths, brought to surface … Of wicked calm, of mastery Of storm, these regimens at sport outside The log report, and mankind’s alleged soul Finds terra firma in a flotsam, its coffin, where Firmity itself is in a gyre ... … His prayer man’s own painful body, like Laocoon’s In oyster gaze upon the verity of air and ground, Narcissus’, too, when permanence seeped into his reflection— This truth or fiction no man alive has yet Absolved himself from, that territory in the brain: Complete it, reader—friend, survivor.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



152 “Of phosphorescence ... outside the log report”: the language of poetry has simply to be found again, “brought to surface” and tested “upon the verity of air and ground.” It is as though, in our obsession with the figures of our speech, we have given up to the sea of rhetoric “the contents of the land” so that “mankind’s alleged soul / Finds terra firma in a flotsam, its coffin.” This of course may only be a reading from a certain presumption: that the New Criticism, in privileging language and rhetoric, has absconded from those “regimens at sport outside / The log report.” In any case, since Hufana’s original 13 Kalisud (1952), the articulation of his feeling and attitude in language seems to have been so problematized as to make it virtually impossible, of which the fact that to the present he keeps revising them and adding new kalisud is proof enough of the struggle to find a new language. I had to write kalisud [says Hufana] thanks to the Visayan term for sad feelings that I found ready for use, But how might I use the word? Just adopt the kalisud folksong? Like so, but it had also to be made attractive to the chance listener like Odysseus ... I wasn’t interested in the escape of Odysseus but in the song itself, how it ever passed the listening along the edge - how, indeed, did the siren song do that? How, indeed, in Hufana’s creative struggle with his language? My version [of the siren song] was [says the poet] to make myths of certain Biblical or historical characters, make them assume local identities that could be finally abstracted back into what they stood for, having passed disfiguring losses—of love, of fellowship, of relationship with the divine or the demonic. The process would have need of the multiform of sharded words, puns, jabberwocky, Joycean wordplay, while also intending to have the process recreate itself by means of aubades, evening songs, ballads, dirges, smatter of vignettes, chatter-scatter of melodies all in the sequence and giving it the force to go on.20 In that process, Hufana’s poetry teeters perilously on the edge of gibberish. Yet it may be the language of oracle. THE OPEN CLEARING: FROM THE ‘70S TO THE PRESENT If now we compare two poems by Edith L. Tiempo, “Lament for the Littlest Fellow” (1950), and “Bonsai” (1972), we might also see the difference between our poetry in the ‘50s and ‘60s in the New Critical mode and our poetry since the ‘70s in that open, post-structuralist, liberative space, as I rashly call it, where seemingly there does not exist any formal constraint upon what may be called poetry. The “Lament” (note at once the title’s ironic edge which the poem unravels) goes: The littlest fellow was a marmoset. He held the bars and blinked his old man’s eyes. You said he knew us and took my arm and set My fingers around the bars, with coaxing mimicries Of squeak and twitter. “Now he thinks you are Another marmoset in a cage.” A proud denial Set you to laughing, shutting back a question far Into my mind, something enormous and final. The question was unasked but there is an answer. Sometimes in your sleeping face upon the pillow, I would catch our own little truant unaware; He had fled from our pain and the dark room of our rage, But I would snatch him back from yesterday and tomorrow. You wake, and I bruise my hands on the living cage. “Bonsai” runs: All that I love I fold over once And once again And keep in a box Or a slit in a hollow post Or in my shoe. All that I love? Why, yes, but for the moment— And for all time, both.
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153 Something that folds and keeps easy, Son’s note or Dad’s one gaudy tie, A roto picture of a young queen, A blue Indian shawl, even A money bill. It’s utter sublimation, A feat, this heart’s control Moment to moment To scale all love down To a cupped hand’s size, Till seashells are broken pieces From God’s own bright teeth, And life and love are real Things you can run and Breathless hand over To the merest child. In the first poem, “Lament,” what the question is, and what, exactly, the answer to it—both “something enormous and final”—we would have to infer from the imagery and metaphor, and the human situation they subtly limn. The sole metaphor of course is the marmoset in a cage, a monkey whose name etymologically suggests a “grotesque mumbling figure.” We should pay close attention to how the woman perceives the animal with whom, when her husband mocks, she proudly denies any resemblance. “The littlest fellow,” so the poem begins as to fix that resemblance, since it is apparently the woman’s perception;, then, the man taunts the woman and sets her fingers around the bars, as to mimic a prison cell for her and so enforce the resemblance. All male banter or monkey business, if you will, but it provokes in the poem’s speaker a realization that is immediately suppressed because it is “something enormous and final.” For nights afterwards, when the woman would catch the image (marmoset) in her husband’s sleeping face, she calls it “our own little truant.” For that moment of truancy and banter in the zoo had stayed with her, but since at the time she had repressed a dark realization, the image (marmoset) “had fled from our pain and the dark room of our rage” (where bedroom, of course, as site of intimacy becomes a variation upon cage). Yet she “would snatch him back,” the marmoset “from yesterday and tomorrow,” because the image held the truth. “You wake, and I bruise my hands on the living cage.” (Is the poem perhaps an echo of, albeit unconscious and of larger implication, Manalang-Gloria’s “Revolt from Hymen”?) At the poem’s end, we might ask, “Why lament for?—is it because the truth is constantly denied so that its enormity (“the living cage”) might be lightened? But lightened, indeed, in a later moment of enlightenment where the image appears only in the poem’s title, “Bonsai.” Here the poem is a free form because that moment, where all love is gathered, is “all time.” In fact, it isn’t so much image (bonsai) as idea and feeling which the poem’s words enforce. Box, or slit in a hollow post, or shoe—it isn’t the image (like the marmoset’s cage) which motivates the poem but the idea of souvenir or memento. by which one cherishes and nurtures “life and love (as) real”—as real as any material souvenir like “a blue Indian shawl.” Which calls to mind Eduardo Galeano’s beautiful epigraph to his Book of Embraces (1999): “Recordar: To remember; from the Latin recordis, to pass through the heart.” “Sons note or Dad’s one gaudy tie,” or even the most ordinary things, as “a money bill”—the revelation about those souvenirs is the poem, and it would be the highest art to state it quite simply, without that rhetoric of irony and ambiguity so cherished in the New Critical mode: It’s utter sublimation, A feat, this heart’s control Moment to moment To scale all love down To a cupped hand’s size, Yet, the irony and paradox are there, in the very aptness of the words “scale” and “cupped hand,” so carefully chosen that “life and love” as “real things” appear all the more magnificent. “Till seashells are broken pieces,” says the poet, “From God’s own bright teeth.” This, for me, is the most remarkable feat in the poem’s making. It is, the poet had said, “for the moment—/ And for all time, both”—this keeping of mementos, this folding over and scaling down to keep easy and cherish. So then, “Till seashells ...” encompasses all time and, by invoking God, suggests a divinity in that simple yet mysterious affection which sustains life and love. The image there, that of seashells glinting on a sunny beach, evokes brightness and laughter, and so fulfills what the poet speaks of as “heart’s control.” But there is more: seashells are broken pieces like souvenirs; that is to say, they are broken off from those happy moments where “life and love are real”; then, indeed, for they are deeply cherished, they are as things that are very light so that “you can run and / Breathless hand (them) over / To the merest child.” And that truly is the very sign that it is real, for a child needs no further proof of love than love. We have tarried in a little analysis by way of illustrating, the change in our poetic terrain from the ‘50s to the
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154 ‘70s and the present. It was simply inevitable that, with facility in the language and mastery of poetic form, new ways would be found of forging the work called poem. I say forging in its double sense because it is both a matter of reinventing the language and seeing anew our reality that the language is used to express or evoke. In the ‘70s, it was as though the poet needed to free himself from New Criticism—not of course from the discipline of craftsmanship which it stresses, but from its obsession with rhetoric and its figures (tension, irony, paradox, ambiguity) and its ideology of the poem as autonomous, a living and self-contained form of discourse. Emmanuel Torres, in his Anthology of Poems 1965/1974 (1975), already detects among younger poets in the mid-60’s—Cirilo R Bautista, Alfredo Navarro Salanga, Artemio Tadena, Gelacio Y. Guillermo Jr., among others—“a language and rhythm more relaxed, more conversational ... a literary English closer idiomatically to the way educated Filipinos speak it.”21 It should also be pointed out that by the ‘70s, as an effect of the political activism in the mid-’60s and the Martial Law regime, it had again become an urgent issue with the poet that his poems connect with the social reality even while he recognized the requirement of formal excellence. We might see this move in the poems of Salanga and Guillermo, which only stresses, however, that from the very beginning—from Ponciano Reyes’ “The Flood” in 1905 to Carlos Bulosan and Rafael Zulueta y da Costa—our poets in English, despite the trance of the English poetic and critical sensibility, stood upon their own native ground. Our writers began to be aware in the ‘80s of new critical theories which seem to affect their own poetry: the structuralists who fostered an extreme type of formalism and, almost in the same breath, the post-structuralists who ravish the voids in language. Yet our poets are not academics, even if a number find their home in universities. It would be closer to the truth to say that, as poets working with language as their medium, they make their own discoveries about poetry in their own way which later the academic critic finds conformable with some theoretical aspect or artistic criterion. Our poetry in the ‘80s to the present is marked by a more heightened consciousness of language in the way it creates its own reality, together with a deep sense of the poem as artifice. The poem then is a kind of double forgery—a forgery from language, which itself is already a fiction of reality, and a forgery in one’s own consciousness from the reality outside language. One remarkable thing about our poetry today is the number of women poets who re-create so to speak their sensibility, carving from language a reality that is truer to their “inner promptings,” as Edith L. Tiempo says. BY WAY OF CONCLUDING What I would like especially to stress in this quick overview is that from our early verses in The College Folio (1910)—that is, in our cultivation of a poetic terrain that had been subtly transformed by more than three centuries of Spanish rule and tilled again in our fascination with the “democratic vistas” in the English language—the poetic course was, as always, a long and creative struggle with both the poet’s medium (language) and the poet’s subject. Again, by the poet’s subject, I do not mean any specific topic or theme, but the poet’s insight into his own humanity and the hybrid culture which nurtures and sustains it; I mean the poet’s own deepest thought and feeling which always long for a language by which their meaningfulness is achieved. And that creative struggle repeats itself with every individual poet, from his youth to maturity, although not too many persevere. To create our own literature (poetry), English had to be naturalized and become Filipino—nothing short of a national language. We had to colonize English in and by our own turn of phrase for we had to find ourselves again and found a homeland that had been lost. We had ourselves to inhabit the new language; our own way of looking, our own thinking and feeling in our own historical circumstances, had to become the nerves and sinews of that language. From the beginning to the present, that is in fact the poet’s job of work. Shouldn’t it rather have been with our own languages—Tagalog, Sugbuanon, Iloko, Hiligaynon—that we had struggled so? There is no question that our writers in those languages did, although their works were for a long time marginalized in our system of education which was English. But that is another matter entirely, although indicative of our cultural subjugation under Spain and America. Our concern now is what we have made of English: at first indeed we wrote in English, and freely borrowed and adopted, and then, we wrought from English, and forged (in its double sense) ourselves and our own scene where we worked out our own destiny. It had been the same creative struggle with Spanish except that in our politics and education, we lost the will to preserve that heritage. But since the time at least of La Solidatidad and Rizal when we began to imagine ourselves as a people, Inang Bayan had become the Filipino writer’s first Muse. So, finally, we might return to Fr. Bernad’s comments in 1957 on Philippine literature as “perpetually inchoate” because, under his view of literature as high culture, it was first Spanish, and then, it withered on the vine; and then, it was English, but in 1957, it was still relatively young, -although full of promise; and now, if we follow through the same line of argument, there has been since at least the 70s a vigorous effort to forge a national literature in Filipino; as Emmanuel Torres was urging in 1975, “The poet writing in English ... may not be completely aware that to do so is to exclude himself from certain subjects, themes, ideas, values, and modes of thinking and feeling in many segments of the national life that are better expressed - in fact, in most cases, can only be expressed—in the vernacular.”22 With which of course I cannot more heartily disagree. If anything at all must needs be expressed—must, because it is somehow crucial that not a single spore nor filament of the thought or feeling be lost—then one must needs also struggle with one’s language, be it indigenous or adopted, so that the Word might shine in the essential dark of language. Otherwise, the vernacular, by its own etymology, is condemned to remain the same “slave born in his master’s house.”23 I think that the three problems about literature which exercised Fr. Bernad have persisted as problems which have not quite been resolved rather than as causes. Writers, especially poets, still cannot earn a living from writing; but they’re
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155 still alive and well, and many more have perversely persevered than in the generation of Maramag or Villa. As to the linguistic problem, I think that with our writers, the mastery of his medium can be assumed. It is now simply a matter of personal choice, but I would add that, whether English or Tagalog or some other native language, it would still be the poet’s task to reinvent the language. A poem isn’t given by language; rather, a language is transformed through insight, a new way of looking, which is of the essence of poetry. It may be that the most serious problem is still cultural, but it cannot be a cause for inchoateness of literature, either English or Tagalog—unless, of course, our education is still confused or deteriorating. Overall, then, my main point is that the poet must in fact liberate himself constantly from both his language and his subject: that is to say, he must constantly rediscover his language and constantly see anew his world, both. NOTES All poems referred to in this essay are to be found, unless otherwise indicated, in Man of Earth (Ateneo, 1989), ed. Gémino H. Abad and Edna Zapanta-Manlapaz, and A Native Clearing (U.P., 1993), ed. Gémino H. Abad. 1.
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Fr. Bernad, S.J., “Philippine Literature: Perpetually Inchoate,” 1957, in his Bamboo and the Greenwood Tree (Bookmark, 1961), p. 105. See also his “Philippine Literature: A Twofold Renaissance,” 1961, rev. 1963, in Tradition and Discontinuity: Essays on Philippine History and Culture (National Book Store, 1983), where he says: “The chief fact in Philippine literature up to the present is precisely this: it is an inchoate literature in many languages” (p. 5); and “there is not as yet a significant body of Filipino poetry in English” (p. 23). As quoted from Wordsworth: And grossly that man errs who should suppose That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks, Were things indifferent to the shepherd’s thoughts.
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In both The College Folio (Aug 1912; p. 1) and Filipino Poetry, ed. Rodolfo Dato (1924; pp. 25-26), the poem carries the poet’s notes on itubi as “fresh water fish with ash-white scales” and luran as “fresh water fish—larger than itubi— scales are yellowish ash-white.” There are three other anthologies of our poets in the ‘30s and ‘40s: Pablo Laslo’s curious English-German Anthology of Filipino Poets (1934) and Manuel A. Viray’s Heart of the Island (1947) and Philippine Poetry Annual 1947-1949 (1950). If I were to make a short anthology of the Romantic phase in our poetry, I would have at least seven poets: Fernando M. Maramag (1893-1936), Luis G. Dato (1906-1983), Angela C. Manalang-Gloria (1907-1995), Jose Garcia Villa (19081997), Carlos Bulosan (1911-1956), Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido (1912-1994), and Rafael Zulueta y da Costa (1915-1990). But too short an anthology would not catch the Romantic efflorescence in the ‘30s. We should add a few more names—from Maramag’s generation: Marcelo de Gracia Concepcion (1895-1954), Francisco G. Tonogbanua (1900-1988), Procopio L. Solidum (1901-1940), and Natividad Marquez (pseud., Ana Maria Chavez; 1901-1957); and from Villa’s generation: Comelio R Faigao (1908-1959); Virgilio R Floresca (1908-1944), A.E. Litiatco (1908-1943), Conrado V Pedroche (1909-19.80), Celestino M. Vega (1910- ), Conrado S. Ramirez (1910- ), Maximo Ramos (1910-1988), Guillermo V Sison (1911-1979), Guillermo Castillo (1911-1945), Aurelio S. Alvero (1913-1958), and Conrado B. Rigor (1914-1960). See also Abad and Manlapaz, Man of Earth. See the lively debate in Literature under the Commonwealth, ed. Manuel E. Arguilla et al. (Alberto S. Florentino, 1973); also, Salvador P. Lopez, Literature and Society (University Book Supply, 1940). “Man-Songs,” for which Villa was fined by the courts for obscenity and suspended for one year from the U.P. College of Law, was first published in The Philippines Herald, 26 May, 2 and 9 June, 1929 under the pseudonym, O. Sevilla. For the story, see Villa’s Footnote to Youth and Other Stories (1938). “Subterfuge”: Sunday Tribune Magazine, 28 February 1937, p. 21. “Love Is My Need”: Two Voices: Selected Poems (Manila Post Publishing, 1945), p. 17. Daguio’s early poems were collected rather late in The Flaming Lyre (Craftsman House, 1959); see also his Bataan Harvest (Alberto S. Florentino, 1973). As quoted from an interview with Daguio, in Alberto M. Nielo, “A Critical Study of the Poetry of Amador T. Daguio” (M.A. thesis, St. Paul’s College, March 1955). Of Casper’s six, three—Dominador I. Ilio (1913-1988), Edith L. Tiempo (1919- ), and Ricaredo Demetillo (1920-1998)—are graduates of the State University of Iowa Writing Program; the other three are Amador T. Daguio, (19121966), Oscar de Zuniga (pseud., Mariano Huertas; 1912-1979), and Carlos A. Angeles (1921 - ). If I were to expand Casper’s New Critical anthology today, I would include the later Villa (since Have Come, Am Here), Bienvenido N. Santos (1911-1996) of The Wounded Stag (1956); Fidel D. de Castro (1911 - ), Manuel A. Viray (1917- ), Virginia R. Moreno (1925- ), Alejandrino G. Hufana (1926), and Hilario S. Francia (1929- ); then comes a second generation of poets Tita Lacambra-Ayala (1931-), Emmanuel Torres (1932), Bienvenido Lumbera (1932- ), Ophelia Alcantara-Dimalanta (1933- ), Rolando S. Tinio (1937-1997), Epifanio San Juan Jr. (1937- ), Alfredo O. Cuenca Jr. (1937- ), Jose M. Lansang, Jr. (1939- ), Jolico Cuadra (1939- ), Federico Licsi Espino (1939- ), Artemio Tadena (1939-1977), Gelacio Y. Guillermo (1940- ), and Cirilo F Bautista (1941- ). See Abad, A Native Clearing which carries their poetry well into the ‘80s and ‘90s. Philippines Free Press, 17 June 1933, pp. 21-22. Quoted from Bayardo E. Estrada’s poem, “Dawn’s Groom,” The Philippines Herald Mid-Week Magazine, 26 July 1933, p. 14. From an interview with Edith L. Tiempo; see Six Women Poets Inter/Views, ed. Edna Z. Manlapaz and Marjorie M. Evasco (Aria Edition, 1966), p. 62, Quoted from Villa’s poem, “When,I,Wis,No,BiggerThan,a, Huge,” 1948. From Demetillo’s “A Hymn to God, the Creator (Sung to My Beloved” in Lazarus, Troubadour (p. 7 1). Quoted from Demetillo’s “The Sensual Fire” in No Certain Weather (Guinhalinan Press, 1956), p. 3; the same poem appears as poem 5 in Book In of La Via (special number of The Diliman Review, January 1958), p. 96.
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156 18. Quoted from two poems: “Rock Creek Park” and “The House of the Fathers,” both in Viray’s After This Exile (Phoenix Publishing, 1965), pp. 47, 5 1. 19. From an interview with Viray in Writers and Their Milieu, ed. Edilberto Alegre and Doreen Fernandez (1987), p. 483. 20. Hufana’s letter to G. H. Abad, 8 June 1992. 21. I might perhaps allude to the sequel anthology to A Native Clearing which bears as its title a poetic fragment from Carlos A. Angeles, A Habit of Shores. Essentially an anthology of our poetry in English from the 70s to the present, it should see print sometime in 1998. Among 70 poets there are Luis Cabalquinto, Cesar Ruiz Aquino, Fernando Afable, Albert Casuga, Perfecto Tera, Erwin E, Castillo, Wilfredo Pascua Sanchez, Jose Lacaba, Donel Pacis, Alfred A. Yuson, Luis Francia, Jaime An Lim, Edgar Maranan, Anthony Tan, Alfredo Navarro Salarga, Simeon Dumdum Jr., Felix Fojas, Emmanuel Lacaba, Victorio Sugbo, Francis Macansantos, Ricardo M. de Ungria, Mame Kilates, Victor Jose Penaranda, J. Eugene Gloria, Ramon Sunico, Eric Gamalinda, Fidelito C. Cortes, Juaniyo Y Arcellana, Clovis Nazareno, Danton Remoto, Vim Nadera, Frank Cimatu, Antonio Jocson, Wendell Capili, Neal Imperial, Jaime Agustin, J. Neil Garcia, and Ruel De Vera. There are, remarkably, many more women poets, among them: Myrna Peña-Reyes, Merlie M. Alunan, Marra PL. Lanot, Rita Gaddi Baltazar, Elsa Martinez Coscolluela, Auggusta de Almeidda, Bing Caballero, Mila Aguilar, Rowena Torrevillas, Christine Godinez Ortega, Denise Chou Allas, Marjorie M. Evasco, C. J. Maraan, Isabela Banzon, Babeth Lolarga, Lilia Lopez-Cbua, Grace Monte de Ramos, Merlinda C. Bobis, Ma. Fatima Lim Wilson, Ma. Luisa B. Aguilar-Cariño, and Lina Sagaral Reyes. 22. “Introduction” to An Anthology of Poems 1965/1974 (Department of Public Information, 1975), p. 13. 23. It is well worth noting what Manuel L. Quezon said to the Philippine Writers’ League in 1940: “We must have a national language. It is not because we cannot give expression to our emotions in a foreign language. That is nonsense. ... Time and again I have heard Tagalog writers say, ‘Oh, we can only express the Filipino soul through one of our dialects!’ Nonsense, I repeat... Language has no nationality. It is nationality that gives the name to the language when it adopts it,” (Quezon, “We Must Have a National Language,” in Literature under the Commonwealth, p, 8.) It is also well worth quoting Salvador P. Lopez: “There is nothing in the Filipino soul that cannot be transmitted through the medium of English and which, when transmitted, will not retain its peculiar Filipino color and aroma. ... If the first test of literature is the test of continued growth and development, then it may safely be said that no literature written in any other language in this country can pass this test as successfully as English.” (Lopez, “The Future of Filipino Literature in English,” in his Literature and Society, pp. 240, 243.)
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NOTES ON How to Appreciate and Interpret Poetry STEP ONE: Thinking About the Subject Matter There are three things that you can look at here: 1. Events What story is being told? Consider the setting in terms of time, place and social conditions. 2. Images What does the poem tell us about? What ideas or images are presented for us to think about? Does the poem evoke any personal feelings? What is your personal response to the poem? Do you like it or dislike it? Why or why not? 3. Speaker Who is doing the talking? Who is telling the story? Who is it being told to? STEP TWO: Exploring Form Poems fall largely into two main categories—lyric poems which deal primarily with personal feelings and emotions, and narrative poems which tell a story. Didactic poems are the ones that teach a moral or a lesson. 1. Identify the specific form Is it a ballad, an ode, elegy, or whatever? Is the form simple or complex; formal or informal? 2. Consider the meter or the length of the lines Are they regular or irregular? How does this affect the reader? 3. Rhythm Read the poem out loud several times to gain an appreciation of the patterns of stressed and unstressed syllables. Everything poets do is intentional so consider the effect of rhythms created by word choices. 4. Rhyme The point of the exercise is to identify the elements that are present and then to consider why the poet has intentionally selected these particular things and why have they been used in just this way. What use or effect is created by their inclusion in the poem? STEP THREE: A Question of Style Look for: Figures of Speech (similes, metaphor, alliteration, paradox, etc.) Diction (the poet’s choice of words) A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



158 Sentence Structure (word order) Tone (ironic, melancholy, humorous, cynical, etc.) Sound devices (consonance, assonance, onomatopoeia are often important in creating emphasis) Consider the use of repetition as a way to create emphasis or show tone and mood. Once again the intent is to identify what is there and then explore why the poet has made these choices. What effect has been created as a result? STEP FOUR: Identifying Theme Finally ask yourself what the poet’s intention in writing is? What is the big idea that she/he is trying to convey? Consider the meaning on a deeper level than just the literal meaning. (Ask yourself, what does it REALLY mean?) The object here is to consider how the poet uses his subject, the form of the poem and the language itself to accomplish his or her purpose in writing in the first place.



TERMS FOR THE DISCUSSION OF POETRY A. FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE Paradox A paradox is a statement which contains apparently opposing or incongrous elements which, when read together, turn out to make sense. An example can be found in Mary Jo Salter’s “Welcome to Hiroshima” when she says: Passing by the Peace Park’s floral hypocenter (where how bravely, or with what mistaken cheer, humanity erased its own erasure).... Personification Personification or prosopopeia is a figure of speech in which human qualities are attributed to an animal, object, or idea. In “Mirror” by Sylvia Plath, for example, the mirror—the “I” in the first line—is given the ability to speak, see and swallow, as well as human attributes such as truthfulness. I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions. Whatever I see I swallow immediately Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike. I am not cruel, only truthful— B. LANGUAGE AND MEANING Ambiguity We often think writing demands clear, sharp denotative language—the very opposite of ambigu-
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159 ity. In poetry, however, we use the term critically to indicate language that admits more than one meaning and enriches the texture of a poem. The term “ambiguity” entered the critical vocabulary after the publication in 1930 of William Empson’s landmark study, Seven Types of Ambiguity. He says in the preface: “An ambiguity, in ordinary speech, means something very pronounced, and as a rule witty or deceitful. I propose to use the word in an extended sense, and shall think relevant to my subject any verbal nuance, however slight, which gives room for alternative reactions to the same piece of language.... A word may have several distinct meanings; several meanings connected with one another; several meanings which need one another to complete their meaning; or several meanings which unite together so that the word mean one relation or one process. This is a scale which might be followed continuously. ‘Ambiguity’ itself can mean an indecision as to what you mean, an intention to mean several things, a probability that one or other or both of two things has been meant, and the fact that a statement has several meanings.” Examples: 1. Pun - the intentional use of one word to mean two different things, usually with a comic effect. For instance, when Mercutio lies dying in Romeo and Juliet he says, “Ask for me tomorrow and you shall find me a grave man,” with two meanings attached to the word “grave.” 2. Double entendre - adds spice with a second meaning that is sexual or risque. Consonance • Consonance is harmony, an agreement and correspondence of sounds. • Consonance, when applied to music, is a simultaneous group of tones, a chord, which we regard as euphonious. • Consonance is a popular poetic device. It is the repetition of terminal consonants in two or more syllables, words, or lines. • Consonance is concrete, rather than subjective and connotative, and it does not depend on vowels. Why do poets use consonance? • to create a casual, carefree cadence: “The flim-flam man chit-chats with his customer in a singsong voice as he sells her a yin-yang.” • to surprise a sentence with some similar sounds: “The sinful sun sends radiation to sun-bathing sand-dwellers.” • to lazily produce a gradual influence on an audience over the course of a few lines: The bartender gave the intoxicated youth a drink, And without hesitation, the Bloody Mary he quickly drank. His slurred, cheap lines made obvious he was drunk. C. POETIC KINDS Epigram
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160 The epigram is a brief couplet or quatrain, usually satirical, aphoristic and witty and often express a comic turn of thought. The term epigram is derived from the Greek word epigramma, meaning “inscription,” but its greatest practitioner was the first-century Roman poet Martial, who is credited with popularizing the form. The spirit of the epigram is in its terse and succinct form: much can be said with few words. Samuel Taylor Coleridge, for example, displays the comic wit and clever turn of thought of the epigram in his verses “What Is an Epigram?” Swans sing before they die—’twere no bad thing Should certain people die before they sing! What is an epigram? a dwarfish whole, Its body brevity, and wit its soul. Epitaph This is a brief poem or other writing in praise of a deceased person. Examples range from the short and sometimes humorous to the formal and elegiac. John Gay, “My Own Epitaph” Life is a jest; and all things show it. I thought so once; but now I know it. Ben Jonson, “Epitaph on Elizabeth, L.H.” Wouldst thou what man can say In a little? Reader, stay. Underneath this stone doth lie As much beauty as could die: Which in life did harbor give To more virtue than doth life. If at all she had a fault, Leave it buried in this vault. One name was Elizabeth: Th’ other, let it sleep with death; Fitter, where it died, to tell, Than that it lived at all. Farewell. The Limerick The limerick, bawdy and obnoxious, is not unlike a freak-show curiosity in the carnival of literary forms. It has refused—and still refuses—to die, despite its curious role as the “vehicle of cultivated, if unrepressed, sexual humor in the English language,” according to Legman. There once was a lady named Cager, Who as the result of a wager, Consented to fart The entire oboe part Of Mozart’s quartet in F-major. D. RHYTHM AND METER English poetry employs five basic rhythms of varying stressed (/) and unstressed (x) syllables. The
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161 meters are iambs, trochees, spondees, anapests and dactyls. In this document the stressed syllables are marked in boldface type rather than the traditional “/” and “x.” Each unit of rhythm is called a “foot” of poetry. The meters with two-syllable feet are: IAMBIC (x /) : That time of year thou mayst in me behold TROCHAIC (/ x): Tell me not in mournful numbers SPONDAIC (/ /): Break, break, break/ On thy cold gray stones, O Sea! Meters with three-syllable feet are ANAPESTIC (x x /): And the sound of a voice that is still DACTYLIC (/ x x): This is the forest primeval, the murmuring pines and the hemlock (a trochee replaces the final dactyl) E. STANZAS AND VERSE FORMS Acrostic Poetry Acrostic poetry is a form of short verse constructed so that the initial letters of each line taken consecutively form words. The term is derived from the Greek words akros, “at the end,” and stichos, “line.” An example written by Edgar Allan Poe was found in his cousin Elizabeth Herring’s album. Based on the handwriting and signature, it was probably written between 1831 and 1834. ELIZABETH ELIZBETH — it surely is most fit [Logic and common usage so commanding] In thy own book that first thy name be writ, Zeno 1 and other sages notwithstanding; And I have other reasons for so doing Besides my innate love of contradiction; Each poet — if a poet — in persuing The muses thro’ their bowers of Truth or Fiction, Has studied very little of his part, Read nothing, written less — in short ‘s a fool Endued with neither soul, nor sense, nor art, Being ignorant of one important rule, Employed in even the theses of the school – Called — I forget the heathenish Greek name – [Called anything, its meaning is the same] “Always write first things uppermost in the heart.” Another example illustrating how the acrostic form helps to unify a message is found in the following sexually explicit poem by Jennifer Tonge. Acrostic at Sarah’s Request Exalt me into flesh, each nerve feathering at your right touch. Odd cannibal, incarnate me in you. Touch what’s made expressly to be touched, tap as on a sugar maple, when I say tongue, I mean that quick conjunction of flesh and flame-in excelsis-Deo, Deo.
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NOTES ON The Tradition in Philippine Poetry THE NATIVE TRADITION OF PHILIPPINE POETRY Ø



can be found in a specific form of poetry called the _____________________, which are poetic lines which are short and compressed.



Ø



different regions of the Philippines have a wealth of this kind of poetry in the form of proverbs, riddles, and ditties for different special occasions.



Ø



A mere half of a coconut, But it took all night to budge it.



WHAT IS IT?



A little lake Fenced in by fine bamboo strips.



WHAT IS IT?



After a sleepless night covered with a blanket It rears up laughing.



WHAT IS IT?



these poetic type show a fine use of: 1. 2. 3. 4.



Ø



getting into the various levels of meaning: 1. literal level •



2. metaphorical level •



3. transcendental/metaphysical level •
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163 AN OVERVIEW OF PHILIPPINE POETRY IN ENGLISH Ø



it is a hundred years old (starting with the four poems published in The Filipino Student Magazine in 1905, including a poem contributed by one Maria G. Romero)



Ø



when the Americans came to colonize the islands at the turn of the 20th century, they brought with them a language with a long literary tradition that dated back to Medieval England



Ø



in the hands of the local writers, the language went through changes that reflected the shifting standards and attitudes of the Filipino writers who were using a foreign language



Ø



we can divide the poetic history of the Philippines in three parts: 1. Early (Romantic Period) 2. Middle (Formalist Strain) 3. Contemporary (Native Clearing) EARLY (1905-1940)



Ø



an “apprentice” period



Ø



Gemino H. Abad calls this the ___________________



Ø



the sensibility was Romantic



Ø



•



our writers were still “learning the ropes” of the language, so they had no choice but to imitate the models of the English tradition available at the time (sonnets, sentimental love poems, didactic and religious poems)



•



their influences included such Romantic and Victorian poets of Europe and America as Browning, Wordsworth, and Longfellow



characteristics: 1. 2. 3. 4. MIDDLE (1940-1960)



Ø



there is now a maturation of sensibilities



Ø



Abad calls this ___________________ (the advent of New Criticism)



Ø



Formalism called for a new attitude, a new approach towards literature in direct contrast to the prevalent notions of literary understanding or criticism at that time. In formalism, the study of poetry entail an appreciation of “the poem unto itself, not the world.”



Ø



some literary terms used in the formalist mode: A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



164 1. paradox 2. irony 3. metaphor 4. objective correlative 5. epiphany 6. central image 7. organic unity CONTEMPORARY (1960-present) Ø



there is seen a more gregarious, experimental invention of the poetic form as writers mature and become more confident in the language



Ø



Abad calls this the ____________________



Ø



characteristics: 1. 2. 3.
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Fernando Maramag



The Rural Maid



1. Thy glance, sweet maid, when first we met, Had left a heart that aches for thee, I feel the pain of fond regret— Thy heart, perchance, is not for me. 2. We parted: though we met no more, My dreams are dreams of thee, fair maid; I think of thee, my thoughts implore The hours my lips on thine are laid. 3. Forgive these words that love impart, And pleading, bare the poet’s breast; And if a rose with thorns thou art, Yet on my breast that rose may rest. 4. I know not what to name thy charms, Thou art half human, half divine; And if I could hold thee in my arms, I know both heaven and earth were mine.
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FERNANDO MARAMAG was an excellent poet and journalist in English. He had a rich style and deep understanding of human nature qualities, which made his poetry appealing to all readers. On the other hand, his editorial writings “exerted great influence on the various phases of the Filipino way of life, particularly in its government, economics, education and politics.” In 1917, he became the editor of Rising Philippines, a daily read by almost every literate Filipino because of its nationalistic content. The Philippines Herald and the National Weekly also benefited from his editorship.
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Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido



Sonnet to a Gardener: II



Cool is the night. There is a tender breeze Stirring the vine-leaves curtailing my room. Is it the amorous secrets of the trees? Is it my name, it murmurs through the gloom? The altar-fires gleam fitful in the dusk. But stars allure me with their lustrous glow; Fragrance of lilies, rose-released musk— Such wonders cannot last, and I must go. Yonder, he waits... O, whisperer of my name, Tarry a little while! I come, my love. I come, forsaking pray’r and altar-flame To burn for you my incense in this grove. Night call me not a soulless infidel— Only a pagan worshipping love too well.
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TRINIDAD L. TARROSA-SUBIDO was born in Shanghai to Filipino parents, and grew up in Manila. She graduated from the University of the Philippines with a bachelor’s degree, cum laude, and later worked at the Institute of National Language. Her experience there awakened her interest in Filipino language and literature. Although she also wrote in Tagalog, she is best known for her poems in English, especially her sonnets. She also wrote and edited a commissioned work called The Feminist Movement in the Philippines, 1905-1955 published in 1955.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



167



Abelardo Subido



Soft Night



The night is soft and cool. I wait for you Amid the garden dusk beneath the trees. This is the hour of softly falling dew. I breathe your name; it floats upon the breeze That gently stirs the clinging window-vine. You cannot hear; the fervid longing dies Upon my heart... I hear a bird repine In liquid notes that mingle with my sighs. Rise from your dreams. The sampaguita faint. The cool, soft night is slipping, waning low... Night shed its tears the nightbird’s sad complaint Melts into silence, Love, I want you so. Rise from your dreams, I bring you love more sweet Than all the flowers I scatter at your feet.
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Former Civil Service Commissioner ABELARDO SUBIDO championed the merit system in government service
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Jose Garcia Villa



And If the Heart Cannot Love



And if the heart can not love death can not cure it nor sleep no splendor of wound the heart had no sound Bloom has escaped it and birth the miraculous flower and music and speech leave it unbewitched God it can not spell nor sun nor lover the beautiful word and it has no sound no sound nor wound
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JOSE GARCIA VILLA is a National Artist for Literature. He won a prize of P1,000 from the Philippines Free Press in 1929 for his story “Mir-I-nisa”; with the money he boarded a ship bound for the United States where he wrote a number of poetry collections. Among them are Many Voices (1939), Poems by Doveglion (1941) and Have Come, Am Here (1942) which were published by Viking Press and which brought him fame as a poet, honors and fellowships. He conducted workshops and taught poetry in the City College of New York and the School of Social Research. He returned to the country briefly in 1950 to receive a doctorate degree and to teach at the University of the Philippines. His other books include Volume Two (1949) and Selected Poems and New (195 8). In 1962, he edited an anthology entitled A Doveglion Book of Philippine Poetry. Villa is considered one of the finest contemporary poets regardless of race or language. Villa, who lived in Singalong, Manila, introduced the reversed consonance rime scheme, including the comma poems that made full use of the punctuation mark in an innovative, poetic way. The first of his poems Have Come, Am Here received critical recognition when it appeared in New York in 1942, and soon enough, honors and fellowships were heaped on him: Guggenheim, Bollingen, the American Academy of Arts and Letters Awards. He used Doveglion (Dove, Eagle, Lion) as penname, the very characters he attributed to himself, and the same ones explored by e.e. cummings in the poem he wrote for Villa (Doveglion, Adventures in Value). Villa is also known for the tartness of his tongue. Villa’s other works are the following: Footnote to Youth, Many Voices, Poems by Doveglion, Poems 55, Poems in Praise of Love: The Best Love Poems of Jose Garcia Villa as Chosen By Himself, Selected Stories, The Portable Villa, The Essential Villa, Mir-i-nisa, Storymasters 3: Selected Stories from Footnote to Youth, 55 Poems: Selected and Translated into Tagalog by Hilario S. Francia.
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Jose Garcia Villa



When I Was No Bigger Than A Huge



When, I, was, no, bigger, than, a, huge, Star, in, my, self, I, began, to, write, My, Theology, Of, rose, and, Tiger: till, I, burned, with, their Pure, and, Rage. Then, was, I, WrathFul, And, most, Gentle: most, Dark, and, yet, most, Lit: in, me, an, Eye, there, grew: springing, Vision, Its, Gold, and, Its, wars. Then, I, knew, the, Lord, was, not, my, Creator! —Not, He, the, Unbegotten—but, I, saw, The, Creator, Was, I—and, I, began, to, Die, and, I, began, to, Grow.
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Angela Manalang Gloria



Yellow Moon



I stand at my window and listen; Only the plaintive murmur of a swarm of cicadas. I stand on the wet grass and ponder, And turn to the east and behold you, Great yellow moon. Why do you frighten me so, You captive of the coconut glade? I have seen you before, Have flirted with you so many a night. When my heart, ever throbbing, never listless, Had pined for the moonlight to calm it. But you were a dainty whiteness That kissed my brow then. A gentle, pale flutter That touched my aching breast. You are a lonely yellow moon now. You are ghastly, spectral tonight, Alone Behind your prison bars of coconut trees. That is why I do not dare take you into my hand And press you against my cheek To feel how cold you are. I am afraid of you, yellow moon.
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ANGELA C. MANALANG-GLORIA is regarded as the matriarch of Filipino women poets writing in English. She was born on 2 August 1907 in Guagua, Pampanga. After graduation at the University of the Philippines with a Ph.D. in Literature, summa cum laude, she became literary editor of the Philippines Herald Midweek Magazine. Illness cut short her term as editor but provided her the time to finish Poems (1940), the first collection of poetry by a Filipino woman. The volume did not win the Commonwealth Literary Award for that year, reportedly because the all-male jury found some of the poems morally objectionable. In the same year, however, the Graphic chose her “the Philippines’ Outstanding Young Woman for Literature.”
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Carlos Angeles



Landscape II



Sun in the knifed horizon bleeds the sky, Spilling a peacock stain upon the sand, Across some murdered rocks refuse to die. It is your absence touches my sad hands Blinded like flags in the wreck of air. And catacombs of cloud enshroud the cool And calm involvement of the darkened plains, The stunted mourners here: and her, a full And universal tenderness which drains The sucked and golden breath of sky, comes bare, Now, while the dark basins the void of space, Some sudden crickets, ambushing me near, Discover vowels of your whispered face And subtly cry. I touch your absence here Remembering the speeches of your hair.
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CARLOS A. ANGELES was born in 921 in Tacloban City. His parents were from Vigan; his father was a provincial auditor and his mother a public schoolteacher. In 1964, his book of poems, A Stun of Jewels, won both the Carlos Palanca Award for Literature and the Republic Cultural Heritage Award for Literature in that same year. Angeles has published in the Literary Review, New York Herald Tribune, Asia Pacific American Journal, Caracoa, Panorma, and the Poet. He also held an award in literature from the Balagtas Memorials (1988). He worked for International News Service as Chief of the Manila bureau, 1950 to 1958, and for Pan American World Airways as Public Relations Director from 1959 to 1980.
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Edith Lopez Tiempo



Lament For the Littlest Fellow



The littlest fellow was a marmoset. He held the bars and blinked his old man’s eyes. You said he knew us, and took my arms and set My fingers around the bars, with coaxing mimicries Of squeak and twitter. “Now he thinks you are Another marmoset in a cage.” A proud denial Set you to laughing, shutting back a question far Into my mind, something enormous and final. The question was unasked but there is an answer. Sometimes in your sleeping face upon the pillow, I would catch our own little truant unaware; He had fled from our pain and the dark room of our rage, But I would snatch him back from yesterday and tomorrow. You wake, and I bruise my hands on the living cage.
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Edith Lopez Tiempo



Bonsai



All that I love I fold over once And once again And keep in a box Or a slit in a hollow post Or in my shoe. All that I love? Why, yes, but for the moment— And for all time, both. Something that folds and keeps easy, Son’s note or Dad’s one gaudy tie, A roto picture of a queen, A blue Indian shawl, even A money bill. It’s utter sublimation, A feat, this heart’s control Moment to moment To scale all love down To a cupped hand’s size, Till seashells are broken pieces From God’s own bright teeth, And life and love are real Things you can run and Breathless hand over To the merest child.
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Rene Estella Amper



Letter to Pedro, U.S. Citizen, Also Called Pete Pete, old friend, there isn’t really much change in our hometown since you left. This morning I couldn’t find anymore the grave of Simeona, the cat we buried at the foot of Miguel’s mango tree, when we were in grade four, after she was hit by a truck while crossing the street. The bulldozer has messed it up while making the feeder road into the mountains to reach the hearts of the farmers. The farmers come down every Sunday to sell their agony and their sweat for a few pesos, lose in the cockpit or get drunk on the way home. A steel bridge named after the congressman’s wife now spans the gray river where Tasyo, the old goat, had split the skin of our young lizards to make us a man many years ago. The long blue hills where we used to shoot birds with slingshot or spend the summer afternoons we loved so much doing nothing in the tall grass have been bought by the mayor’s son. Now there’s a barbed wire fence about them; the birds have gone away. The mayor owns a big sugar plantation, three new cars, and a mansion with the gate overhung with sampaguita. Inside the gate are guys who carry a rifle and a pistol. We still go to Konga’s store for rice and sardines and sugar and nails for the coffin. Still only a handful go to Mass on Sundays. In the church the men talk, sleep; the children play. The priest is sad. Last night the storm came and blew away the cornflowers. The cornfields are full of cries. ○
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RENE ESTELLA AMPER is a poet, physician, and politician. He was born in Boljoon, Cebu of which he later became mayor. He was in Asia Foundation Writing Fellow at the Silliman National Summer Writers Workshop in 1968 and 1969. He won the Second Palanca Prize in Poetry in 1989 for a collection called All Else in Grass. Among his works are 12 Poems (1969) and Collected Poems (1990).
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175 Your cousin, Julia, has just become a whore. She liked good clothes, good food, big money. That’s why she became a whore. Now our hometown has seven whores. Pete, old friend, every time we have good reason to get drunk and be carried home in a wheelbarrow we always remember you. Oh, we miss both Pete and Pedro. Remember us to your American wife, you lucky bastard. Islaw, your cock-eyed uncle, now calls himself Stanley after he began wearing the clothes you sent him last Christmas. P.S. Tasyo, the old goat, Sends your lizard his warmest congratulations.
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Rolando S. Tinio



Valediction sa Hillcrest



(Iowa City, 1958) Pagkacollect ng Railway Express sa aking things (Derecho na iyon sa barko while I take the plane), Inakyat kong muli ang N-311 at dahil dead of winter, Nakatopcoat at galoshes akong Nagright turn sa N wing ng mahabang dilim (Tunnel yatang aabot hanggang Tondo.) Kinapa ko ang switch sa hall. Sa isang pitik, nagshrink ang imaginary tunnel, Nagparang ataol. Or catacomb, Strangely absolute ang impression Ng hilera ng mga pintong nagpuprusisyon: Individual identification, parang mummy cases, De-nameplate, de-numero, de-hometown address. Antiseptic ang atmosphere, streamlined yet E filing cabinet. Filing, hindi naman deaths, ha. Remembrances, oo. Yung medyo malapot Dahil, alam mo na I’m quitting the place After two and a half years. After two and a half years, Di man nagkatiyempong mag-ugat, ika nga, Siyempre’y naging attached, parang morning glory’ng Mahirap mapaknit sa alambreng trellis. At pagkabukas ko sa kuwarto Hubo’t hubad na ang mattresses, Wala nang kutson sa easy chair. Mga drawer ng bureau’y nakanganga, Sabay-sabay nag-ooration, Nagkahiyaan, nabara. Of course, tuloy ang radiator sa paggaralgal: Nasa New York na si Bob and the two Allans, Yung mga quarterbacks across the hall Pihadong panay sa Des Moines. Don and Constance aren’t coming back at all. Gusto ko mang magpaalam— ○
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ROLANDO S. TINIO received his M.F.A. in Creative Writing from the State University of Iowa in 1958. His thesis was a collection of poems called The Careers of Orpheus from which he drew a smaller collection called Rape and Ritual which won the Honorable Mention in the 1958 U.P. Golden Jubilee Contest. More widely-known as a stage director, actor and designer, he has won the Palanca Prize for short plays in English and in Tagalog. In 1967, he was given a Manila Cultural Heritage Award in recognition of his contribution to Philippine Theater.
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177 to whom? The drapes? the washbowl? sa double-decker Na pinaikot-ikot namin ni Kandaswamy To create space, hopeless, talagang impossible. Of course, tuloy ang radiator sa paglagutok. And the above silence, nakakaiyak kung sumagot.) Bueno, let’s get it over with. It’s a long walk to the depot. Tama na ang sophistication- sophistication. Sa steep incline, pababa sa highway Where all things level, sabi nga, There’s a flurry, ang gentle- gentle. Pagwhoosh-whoosh ng paa ko, The snow melts right under: Nagtutubig, parang asukal, Humuhulas, Nagsesentimental.
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Emmanuel Torres



Igorot Dance



Sir, the racket out there on open driveway Is of empty sardine can clanging out The beat of some rain dance or other For three: two men in denim shorts And a woman, striped in the festal colors Of their tribe, now faded, The beads around her throat dim with age. Her gestures mimic an eagle’s wings Without lift of mountain air. The stoop in their lean bodies Has none of the supple rhythm of the hunt As they shuffle, shuffle Like sleepwalkers, the steps all wrong, Lacking the jubilation of blood-feasts Their warrior fathers reveled in. Only The slither of tattoos On arms and thighs gleaming through sweat Recalls a sentient pride of place, The Cordilleras rising behind their backs Like the conscience of former selves, As in beer commercials. Weeks of drift from door to door To dead end have undone The soulspring of their cadences. A neighbor just doled out all his loose change, Another a pair of white, still wearable sneakers, Drawing a wrinkled grin from the woman No longer young, her teeth all black. One of the men coughs his embarrassment. Sir, to see is to know how far these Barefoot nomads on asphalt have trudged. The alms you offer as a plea to stop The clangor of what they do to get by Is a drop in the void. You sigh, With the distant look of someone asking where The fireflies that used to flitter in And out of rooms at bedtime Have gone. But what requiem peals for uplands Going bald, the dust blowing over hamlets From which these gadabouts have come? Think How every street they cross is horned With hazard. Bemused Wondering which way is next, They bear up as best they can With the gibes of smug housemaids Washing the cars of their masters rising late. ○
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EMMANUEL TORRES is a poet, art critic, professor of English and Comparative Literature at the Ateneo de Manila and curator of its art museum. He obtained his M.A. in English at the State University of Iowa in 1957.
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Marjorie Evasco



Sagada Stills in a Floating World



If with images



If with words



I



You could catch



on photographic film



on silk paper a likeness



of You



of me in Sagada



I would have



You would have to sit a thousand years with master of austere



Light



Measure



Masferré



Shikibu To learn the process
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of rendering



of staining



Silence



Sound
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MARJORIE M. EVASCO, a Sillimanian, was the director of the Bienvenido N. Santos Creative Writing Center at De La Salle University where she also teaches literature and creative writing. In 1987, her first collection of poems, Dreamweavers (1987), was awarded the National Book Award for Poetry by the Manila Critics Circle and the Gintong Aklat for Poetry by the Book Association of the Philippines. She has Palanca awards for her essays. She co-edited the book Kung Ibig Mo: Love Poetry by Women with Benilda Santos and co-authored Six Women Poets: Inter/Views with Edna Manlapaz. Her current project is a translation of her poems from English to Cebuano and Ochre Tones. She is a member of the Philippine Literary Arts Council (PLAC).
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Eric Gamalinda



Lyrics From a Dead Language



This one’s for the rose of Asia gliding down the avenidas: that she may be young forever, and in her blood hold suzerains and kings, be witness to the passage of prophets, great upheavals and religions. I give her my treasons and typhoons. This one’s for all the thorns in the estero de la reina and all the women combing its banks for seeds and pearls and for the rainbows they keep on their fingertips. Let all the warheads in the Pacific be quiet for once. Christ, let no one move. I, too, believe in heaven. Not strong enough to disbelieve, I decree myself redeemed. **** I saw him in China, reeling from eclipses and revolutions, I saw him in Europe, sipping tea with heads of state. I don’t believe in salvation, I believe only in the steel flash that shoots through my ribs each time I walk home; and always there is someone in Burkina Faso who cannot sleep, and the sun breaks over Manhattan, and the flowers pop, pink and chalcedony, in Japan, where they count the fortunes and ravages of spring. **** Twilight is an unbearable hour, vapor and umber collude and in its sticky light strange creatures breed and spawn: ○
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ERIC GAMALINDA has written three novels: Empire of Memory (1992), Confessions of a Volcano (1990) and Planet Waves (1989). He has a collection of short stories, Peripheral Vision (1992) and two book of poems, Lyrics From a Dead Language (1990) and Zero Velocity (1997). In 1996, he co-edited the anthology Flippin’: Filipinos on America with Luis H. Francia. His works have appeared in Harpers’, Frank and International Quarterly, among many others. He lives in New York City.
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181 and the air is filled with their industrious music. And so much of this I can give only as seasons and vicissitudes! Always I am given to some secret contraband hope howling among the shipwrecked, and you are there, lost at sea, listening to the empty surf. And so much of this is real. **** Magpatalim ka na Ng pangil, Ginoong Anino! Lumalapot na naman ang liwanag ng buwan at bumubukad ang mga uyaying madidilim: Ganito na lang ba ang buhay: sa isang café, sa kanto ng x at x lumitaw ang mahalay na anghel, at muli, bilango ka ng rosas, ng alat, at ng matamlay na halik. Ito po ang inyong lingkod, ____________________ {Ilagay ang lagda dito} Sumusunod ka lang sa lukso ng pulso mo, Ginoong Bampira, Ginoong Tikbalang. All the Christs of the revolution will burn tonight, and when they do this will be my permanent address: in one corner of the wind, holding the world’s last rose. Todos los Cristos de la revolucion! And through the smoke, stumbling past the avenidas de amor I want to lead you, swift as logic, into the canyons of the moon. Sweet music. And as we slither into the darkness I will fill your mouth with hunger and lyrics. This is no love song; let the arrow that wounds you be the music you remember.
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Myrna Peña-Reyes



Breaking Through



Haltingly I undo the knots around your parcel that came this morning. a small box should require little labor, but you’ve always been thorough, tying things tight and well. The twine lengthens, curls beside the box. I see your fingers bind and pull, snapping the knots into place (once your belt slapped sharply against my skin). You hope the package will hold its shape across 8,000 miles of ocean. So it’s not a bride’s superstition That leaves the scissors in the drawer. Unraveling what you’ve done with love I practice more than patience, A kind of thoroughness I couldn’t see before. My father, tonight I shall write you a letter.
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MYRNA PEÑA-REYES was born in 1938 to schoolteacher parents in Cagayan de Oro, Misamis Oriental. Her family spent the World War II years in the jungles of Mindanao where her mother passed away when she was only four years old. After the war, her family (including a younger brother) moved to Dumaguete City in Negros Oriental where she completed her elementary, high school, and college education. She holds an MFA in creative writing from the University of Oregon where she met her husband, poet William T. Sweet. For several years, she was on the faculty of the Department of English and Literature at Silliman University and the Silliman National Writers Workshop. In Edugene, Oregon, where she and her husband now reside, she has taught college classes; was co-owner of a grocery store and a bookstore; worked in an office supply shop; was a book buyer for a bookstore. She is now retired in Dumaguete City.
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Vincenz Serrano



Getting the Message



In the morning Ada sends Roy a note by cellphone. It arrives only at dinnertime. Where do all the words stay all day? And it isn’t just Ada who complains: Prixie too, and Bj. They get home before their words do. Words go everywhere: I’m coming over wait for me perches on the shoulders of a cashier counting change, hahaha nice joke sticks between the lettuce and tomato of an Aloha Burger, I love you drive safely floats on the sewers and spills out into the sea. No one knows exactly where these texts are, the way no one sees mayas go to die. A message may linger in air like a flying kiss, then the wind blows it back to one’s face. A kiss is complete only in another’s mouth and tongue, like how a writer needs a listener for the words to be whole, like when the mad talk to themselves and set speech adrift in air only to drown in the loneliness of no one listening. Yet Ada’s message arrives. Roy shows it to her, the words laid out in the little coffin of the cellphone.
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VINCENZ SERRANO is a Palanca-winning poet, and teaches at the Ateneo de Manila.
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Corazon Almerino



Unsaon Paggisa sa Bana nga Manghulga sa Asawang Dili Kahibalong Moluto 1. Inita ang mantika sa kaha. 2. Gisaha and sibuyas bombay ug ahos. 3. Ilunod ang iyang kumo nga iya kunong isumbag sa imong nawong 4. Isunod ang iyang mga tiil nga iyang ipatid nimo. 5. Isagol’g apil ang ubang bahin sa iyang lawas. 6. Pabukali. 7. Tuslok-tusloka sa tinidor. Mas maayo kon kutsilyo. 8. Timplahi dayog pamalikas ug maldisyon. 9. Tilawi 10. Hauna 11. Kan-a. Kon way lami., ilawog sa iro.



How to Sauté a Husband Who Berates His Wife Who Doesn’t Know How to Cook 1. Heat oil in frying pan. 2. Sauté onions and garlic. 3. Immerse the fists that he will punch your face with. 4. Do likewise with the feet that he will kick you with. 5. Mix in the other parts of his body. 6. Bring to a boil. 7. Pierce with fork. Better with a knife. 8. Season with curses and maledictions. 9. Taste. 10. Remove from the fire. 11. Eat. If no good, throw to the dogs.
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CORA ALMERINO, also known by her pseudonym Mario de Cacao, loves stray cats and cauldrons, and teaches literature and creative writing at Cebu Normal University. She also writes for Sun-Star Weekend Cebu. She has won awards for her Cebuano poetry, which have been published in various national magazines. She was Writer in Residence for the Hedgebrook International Women Writers Residency in Washington State in 2001.
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Naya Valdellon



Dream of Goldfish



It’s the unlikely who are best able to squeeze into the crevices of our minds, the way the bespectacled student did on one of those protracted jeep rides home. I remember thinking her sneakers must have boasted whiteness once. In the clear plastic bag she was clutching was a miniature sun, no, a goldfish. If it had been swiveling with a partner, perhaps the urge to puncture the bag with a pencil would not have welled up so insistently. And in the light of rush hour, I suspected Newton was wrong: more than one future could swim away from the swoosh of a single action. Water could gush out of the wound, wetting passengers’ toes, while the girl’s hands shook my shoulder for an explanation. She could rush out of the vehicle to find a method of salvation, trusting in traffic to avenge her finned friend. Guilt could tug at my sleeves if she burst into tears and let the bag dangle from her fingertips, my act finally tipping her into despair. Or she could snap, grab the still-wet pencil from my hand and shove it up my left nostril. I thought I could love her forever if she heaved a sigh of thanks and flung the bag, frantic fish and all, out onto the Elliptical Road’s rage. What would I have done, had she handed the bag to me like Charon giving up his oar before stepping out onto twilit Quezon Boulevard? That I am telling this in the subjunctive reveals nothing about the orange fins twitching for life on the drenched floor of my dreams
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NAYA VALDELLON teaches at Ateneo de Manila University. She was a fellow for poetry in the 2002 Dumaguete National Writers Workshop, and was the first winner of the Maningning Miclat Poetry Prize. In 2004, she won first prize for poetry in the Palanca.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



186



Paolo Manalo



Jolography



O, how dead you child are, whose spoiled Sportedness is being fashion showed Beautifuling as we speak — in Cubao There is that same look: Your Crossing Ibabaw, Your Nepa Cute, Wednesdays Baclaran, “Please pass. Kindly ride on.” Tonight will be us tomorrowedLovers of the Happy Meal and its H, Who dream of the importedness of sex as long as it’s Pirated and under a hundred, who can smell A Pasig Raver in a dance club. O, the toilet Won’t flush, but we are moved, doing the gerby In a plastic bag; we want to feel the grooves Of the records, we want to hear some scratchIn a breakaway movement, we’re the shake To the motive of pockets, to the max. The change is all in the first jeep Of the morning’s route. Rerouting This city and its heart attacks; one minute faster Than four o’clock, and the next Wave that stands out in the outdoor crowd hanging with a bunch of yo-yosA face with an inverted cap on, wearing all Smiles the smell of foot stuck between the teeth.
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PAOLO MANALO is an assistant professor of the University of the Philippines, Diliman. He teaches creative writing and comparative literature. He is also the literary editor of the Philippines Free Press. His poetry collection Jolography won first prize in the 2003 Palanca Awards.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



187



Angelo V. Suarez



Moms Baking Cats



My mom loved baking cats for dessert. Once, the cat leapt out Of the oven just before it was golden-brown. We didn’t know How the cat did it, but it was able to open the oven by itself. Of course a chase occurred—the chaser being my mom And the chasee a scurrying four-legged mass stripped of its fur And its tail. My dad was furious. Who would want a naked cat Running and racing and hustling and hastening and scooting And scampering around the house and lunging at things Both priceless and fragile? Precious china was broken. The glass dragon they purchased in Hong Kong for their honeymoon Cracked and split into two. Wine bottles my father once bought In his scheme to intoxicate my mom with before making slow love Fell from the shelves and shattered. Even the emerald Buddha They got from China on their first anniversary was beheaded When it crashed on the floor. And the floor, being cheap marble, Cracked, too. Finally, when my dad was tired of the whole feline Fiasco, he opened the door to let the cat out. And now my mom Was disappointed. In a desperate ploy to attract the cat, she gets A plate of milk and puts it out on the doormat, wallowing in tears And wanton with tact. My dad, on the other hand, retreats, retracts, Regresses, goes back to the bedroom to slack and take a nap. My mom, outside, all teary-eyed and tired, sits on the tiles of the step And shuts her sight, and in her sleep dreamed of a faraway land, An unknown place where a hand is never heavy, cats never few, Where cooking is never greasy, where love is shared without need Of domesticity. Think of the drool dripping down in her daze. Imagine the smile adorning her face.
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Young poet ANGELO SUAREZ is a college sophomore in the University of Santo Tomas. He was a fellow to the Dumaguete National Writers Workshop.
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Nerisa del Carmen Guevara



Dear Land Lady



Penguin Cafe, Lian. Jamine tea, tasting Of soft crumbly earth The way it should be for the farmers Who only remember rain, In a clay cup From some river Already dead. Everything is a matter of space: Your small hands close over the entire room As you keep that incandescent lamp to yourself Because it was your lamp after all, and not mine. I am here because of you. Precious tea cup, Taste of Earth, And flowers Bitter on my tongue.
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NERISA DEL CARMEN GUEVARA was a medicine student once at the University of Santo Tomas. She graduated with a B.S. Biology degree in the same Univeristy in 1993. She was Thomasian Poet of the Year once, with a record-breaking grand slam of first, second and third places in the USTETIKA in 1995. She was an Amelia Lapena Awardee for Poetry once in 1996 and then in 1997, a Don Carlos Palanca Memorial Awardee for Poetry in English once in 1999. She was an apprentice pangalay dancer of the Ligaya Fernando-Amilbangsa Alun-alun Dance Circle. She has performed with Grace Nono, Joey Ayala, Cynthia Alexander and Pinikpikan. She has produced her first book and CD of songs called Reaching Destination, Poems and the Search for Home. It was the only album to receive a Special Citation for Best Secular Album in the 27th Catholic Mass Media Awards.
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RV Escatron



Biga



Ang biga usa ka pulang tabanog Sa madag-umong kahaponon Hinam paminawon ang adunay pahugong Hagdyung sa kilum-kilom Moti-urok, mopasundayag kini sa hapak sa hangin Mangidhat sa gihidlaw nga kagabhion Apan sa pagtagaktak sa mga segundo, sa pagpakli, Sa pagsidlak ug pagpahipi sa mga bitoon Ang maung tabanog ikaw-it na lang unya Sa lansang, sa luyo sa gipadlock natong pultahan Dunay mga adlaw nga, pwera buyag, lahi ang tabanog. Paksit. Modasdas kini sa kusog nga hapak sa hangin. Paksit. Kay kung ikaw ang matungnan Niining matang sa kuwang-kuwang nga tabanug Inig human ug tugpo, magtuyok-tuyok Maglirung-lirong. Magtuyok-tuyok sa tumuy sa tugot Ug kung imo nang ihinay-hinay ug pulipot ang tangsi Lisod na kini panaugon. Pastilan. Apan kung imo kining anaron, pwede na nimong Igaid sa haligi, biyaan ug ikaligo na lang sa kamig Sa paglabay sa sayung kabuntagun.
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Between blogging and teaching, RV ESCATRON lives in his backpack and chases his Muse whenever possible. The foolhardy pursuit has brought him to Singapore, Malaysia, Thailand, Cambodia, Viet Nam, Hongkong and Macau on a shoestring. He was awarded ‘fellowships’ in poetry at Faigao, UP-Tacloban and Iligan National Writers’ Workshop. His travel photos and stories have been published in Mabuhay Magazine and Sunstar Cebu. He holds temporary residence in Valencia, at the foot of Cuernos de Negros.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



190



Cristina Pantoja-Hidalgo



Breaking Barriers The Essay and the Non-Fiction Narrative A BRIEF INTRODUCTION



T



he essay has always been a kind of outsider. When it records personal impressions, reminiscences, or reflections in a light, whimsical, humorous tone, it is grudgingly accepted as a kind of stepsister. When it deals with serious subjects in a sober, analytical, formal tone, it is declared to be philosophy, history; sociology or political science, and banished altogether. True, the Don Carlos Palanca Memorial Awards for Literature and the Manila Critics Circle National Book Awards now include the essay as an official category; and courses in the writing of the essay are part of the Creative Writing curriculum in the University of the Philippines. But one proof that it is still not regarded as equal in importance to poetry, fiction or the drama is that the national creative writing workshops—held in Baguio, the Visayas and Davao (by the University of the Philippines), in Dumaguete (by the Creative Writing Foundation), and in Iligan (by Mindanao State University)—are not open to essay writers.1 Another proof is its neglect by literary critics.2 The idea seems to be that the essay is easy to write. After all, politicians, priests, and pedants of every stripe produce countless lectures, speeches, sermons, papers, theses and dissertations which could all be called “formal essays.” And practically everyone who thinks he or she can write—from the newspaper columnist, pounding out his weekly 400 words, to the college freshman struggling through his English composition assignments—produces what is referred to variously as the “informal” or “personal” or “familiar” essay. Because of this notion—that anyone can write an essay—many in fact do. The result is material of such voluminous quantity and such uneven quality that it only reinforces the prejudice against the essay as a literary form. Writers who are mainly essayists contribute to this confusion by being apologetic about their writing. Carmen Guerero Nakpil, for instance, commenting on her often being called “an expert in the field- of the essay,” wrote: I am afraid that distinction was earned only by my having been such a bad short story writer. My short stories were so bad that my friends would say, Of course they’re bad. They’re not short stories, they’re essays. When one is not much good as a fish, one becomes a frog. In desperation, I put together some stuff that had appeared in newspapers and magazines under my by-line into a kind of nonbook called Woman Enough and called it a collection of essays. But somebody has now written that a few of the pieces in that item are not essays but short stories. (Nakpil 1973:4) Moreover, there is no clear definition of what an essay is. To quote Nakpil once again: Essays, then, are what no other form of writing seems willing to be. A bad short story, a letter that lets one off from an undesirable engagement or money debt, fiction that can never be published as fiction because it has too much truth in it, a libelous tract, propaganda material, an extended joke, a parody or satire, a private quarrel or a public flirtation any and all of these can be called an essay and the subject of prose writing. (P. 5) In fact, it is as difficult to write a good essay as it is to write a good short story or poem or 1-act play. And despite the tendency of “creative writers” to be snobbish toward the essay, some gifted fictionists, poets and playwrights ○
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CRISTINA PANTOJA HIDALGO is an award-winning fictionist, essayist and critic. She has worked as writer, editor and teacher in Thailand, Lebanon, Korea, Myanmar, and New York, the experience of which resulted in six autobiographical/travel books: Sojourns (1984); Skyscraper, Celadon and Kimchi: A Korean Notebook (1993); I Remember... (1991); Five Years in a Forgotten Land: A Burmese Notebook (1992); The Path of the Heart (1994) and Coming Home (1997). She has also published three collections of short fiction: The Ballad of a Lost Season (1987), Tales for a Rainy Night (1993) and Where Only the Moon Rages (1994). In 1996, she received the Palanca Grand Prize for the Novel for Recuerdo. She teaches literature and creative writing at the University of the Philippines where she also serves as an Associate of the U.P. Creative Writing Center and is a member of the Philippine Literary Arts Council (PLAC).
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191 make rather bad essayists. Whereas many journalists, who are generally disinclined to make claims regarding the literary value of their writings, produce fine essays. But when does a feature article become an essay, hence, “literature”? How about an interview story? or a column? or a movie review? Is “literariness” a matter of subject or style or approach or tone? For that matter, when does a story or narrative become an essay? And given the paradigms of poststructuralist criticism, should we be worrying about these distinctions at all? Are not all these materials simply “texts”? Since it is necessary, in a book of this sort, to decide upon what particular “texts” are to be covered by the label, I shall begin by specifying that for purely practical reasons, this short overview will not concern itself with that type of “formal essay” which may be called an intellectual treatise and includes philosophical disquisitions, academic lectures, political speeches, and a whole slew of other texts not generally regarded as “imaginative literature” or “creative writing,” and therefore not generally included in literature textbooks. But it should be noted that there is, in the Philippines, a rich tradition of the essay as political treatise; and today’s newspaper columnists like Adrian Cristobal, Yen Makabenta, Conrado de Quiros, and others like them, have illustrious predecessors in the writers of the Propaganda Movement, who wrote in Spanish and whose vehicle was also a newspaper, the La Solidaridad. As for the so-called “informal essay,” in my view, it may be about anything in the world, from the pro-choice/ pro-life debate to the evanescent beauty of summer blossoms. It may be written in any style—straightforward or oblique, simple or complex, laconic or exuberant, humorous or lyrical. And it may adopt any tone, from dead earnest to whimsical to self-mocking. The only requirement is that the voice of the writer ring clear and true and fine. Which is just another way of saying that the writer should have something significant to say and that he/she should say it well. As to the matter of the difference between essay and story, that is, between expository and narrative writing, I agree with Edward Hoagland that “the point an essayist is trying to illustrate takes precedence over his ‘story.’” (Hoagland 1993:74) The personal essay is meant to be like a household implement, a frying pan hinging from a punchboard, or a chat at the kitchen table, though it need not remain domestic; it can become anguished, confessional, iconoclastic, or veer from comfortable wit to mastectomy, chemotherapy, and visions of death, just as the talk in the parlor does. Essayists are ambidextrous, not glamorous; switch-hitters going for the single, not the home run. They’re character actors, not superstars. They plug along in a modest manner (if any writer can be called modest), piling up masonry incrementally, not trying for the Taj Majal like the ambitious novelist. (p.78) From this perspective, Danton Remoto’s book reviews are essays. So are Doreen Fernandez’s columns on food. And so are some of Dr. Margarita Holmes’ responses to readers’ queries regarding their sexual hang-ups. The field today is an incredibly varied place, and it is also located in the pages of newspapers and magazines, as indeed it was in the time of the first Filipino essayists in English during the Commonwealth period. PRE-WAR There seems to be a consensus that the Commonwealth Period was a kind of golden age for the familiar essay.3 Among the prominent practitioners of the art were: Jorge Bocobo, Carlos P. Romulo, Vidal Tan, Mauro Mendez, Cristino, Jamias, I.V Mallari, Juan Collas’, Antonio and Ariston Estrada, Federico, Mangahas, Maria Luna-Lopez, Lydia VillanuevaArguilla, Maria Kalaw-Katigbak, A.E. Litiatco, Jose A. Lansang, Francisco B. Icasiano, Fernando M. Maramag, Amado Dayrit, Alfredo Gonzalez, Pura Santillan-Castrence, Francisco Arcellana, Estrella D. Alfon, Arturo Rotor, and Josefa Estrada. Unfortunately, all the collections of pre-war essays in English are out of print. The first of these, Dear Devices, Being a First Volume of Familiar Essays in English, published in 193 3, was a collection of essays by some of the members of that first generation of Filipino essayists in English (Antonio Estrada, A.E. Litiatco, Maria Luna-Lopez, Federico Mangahas, Jose A. Lansang, Ariston Estrada, Maria Kalaw-Katigbak and Francisco B. Icasiano). The first single-author book of familiar essays was The Call of the Heights by Alfredo Q. Gonzalez (1937), a collection of what may perhaps be called inspirational pieces.” Literature and Society by Salvador P. Lopez, published in 1940, collected some familiar essays that originally appeared in his column, “So It Seems,” in the Herald (along with the piece titled “Literature and Society,” included in this collection because of its importance in articulating an aesthetic which continues to influence some Filipino writers today). This was followed by Horizons from My Nipa Hut (1941) by Francisco B. Icasiano, a selection of his columns in the Sunday Tribune Magazine. And mention should be made here of Sand in the Palm, which, although published in 1976, is a collection of Maria Luna-Lopezs pre-war essays. In these volumes may already be found practically all the varieties of the essay in English as practised in the Philippines today—social commentary, reverie, reflection, recollection, meditation, humorous sketch, journal entry, letter, travel sketch, profile. The contemporary reader will probably find some of these pieces rather naive, both in the use of the English language and in the worldview they reflect. For instance: After it was decided that I was going to enroll in the University, I broached the subject of journalism. I was disgusted to find out that a journalist is a newspaper man, a hunter of news, of anything to thrill and excite the public. It belonged to the earth, not to the beautiful heavens I dreamed of soaring to with the sweet and tender words from my pen. (Kalaw-Katigbak [1929], “What I Should Like Most to Be,” in Reyes 1977:22.)



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



192 Or this: Another lesson I learned from Bacong is found in the fact that the river was not merely determined to flow just anywhere but to reach the great end. Many streams manage to surmount barriers they meet along the way, but they come out of obstacles after much labor, only to end in a foul and stagnant marsh or lake. How like so many human lives! How like so many people who, in the springtime of their youth and in the summer of their early manhood, showed splendid heroism against frowning odds, determined to overcome those hostile barriers, only in the autumn of their lives to end in defeat, disgrace and remorse. (Gonzalez [1937], “The Will of a River,” in Reyes, 228) On the other hand, he/she will also be much struck by the sophisticated humor of Francisco B. Icasiano’s rutninations on Filipino idiosyncracies and habits, using as a technical device the point of view of Mang Kiko, “the nipashack philosopher.” Take, for instance, his account of the baptism of the “unhappy child” who, unconsulted, faced a bleak future with the name of “Juan Eeddy Tampalasan.” During the ceremony, the child ... Bolted across the braptistery with surprising speed, followed’by the priest, the acolytes, the politicalgod-father and Aling Juana... was finally caught and subdued at the door of the east wing of the church, but only after he had successfully proven that he just would not take Christianity without a struggle. (Icasiano [1941] “At the Baptismal Font,” in Reyes, 302) The reader will likewise be beguiled by the poetry of Francisco ArcellanA column, “Art and Life,” in the Philippines Herald Mid-week Magazine: The thing to do is to admit tenderness if you are tender, to admit hardness if you are hard: to be no more than the emerald being no more and no less than what it was intended to be. The thing to do is to be as the emerald then: emerald being emerald. (Arcellana [1940], “Art and Life,” in Reyes, 302) And charmed by the ingenuity of Lydia Villanueva-Arguilla’s essay “On a Pencil”: I don’t sharpen my pencils too fine either, it seems a lot of waste to scrape away so much lead (or is it graphite?) when I could maybe work off the rough edges by writing directly with the dull point. Foolish parsimony. For the too dull point fails to make the letters stand out cleanly, separately. Just so, an author obscures his theme - not paring away interfering words and phrases of which he is sentimentally fond. It is a miserliness as inhibiting as mine with pencils, especially colored pencils. (Arguilla [1938], “On a Pencil,” in Reyes, 2 3 1) POST-WAR After the war, Francisco Arcellana continued to write essays, as well as his column “Through a Glass Darkly” in This Week magazine. So did Amador T. Daguio, Estrella D. Alfon, and Pura SantillanCastrence. And Kerima Polotan, Adrian Cristobal, F. Sionil Jose, Rosalinda Orosa, D. Paulo Dizon and NX.M. Gonzalez began publishing essays. In 1962, Yay Pantilio-Marking collected some of the essays which had originally appeared in her.column “Where a Country Begins,” published in the Weekly Women’s Magazine from 1955 to 1961. Most of these are more like narratives, dealing with her own life, her adventures and misadventures as a newspaperwoman. So even here we have a blurring of the distinction between exposition and narration, a blurring which could be said to be one of the characteristics of the essay today. Of the new practitioners of the craft of the essay, perhaps the most distinguished was Carmen Guerrero Nakpil. Woman Enough and Other Essays (Vibal, 1963) is a compilation of pieces previously published in different Manila periodicals, including the Manila Chronicle, which ran her column, “My Humble Opinion,” for 12 years. These essays are unequalled in their clean, tight structure, clear-eyed analysis of social foibles, urbane wit, cool irony, and subtly disguised erudition. Very typical is her santacruzan piece: The santacruzan, that seasonal phenomenon which helps justify the month of May in the Philippines, is probably the only exclusively Filipino feature of Filipino life. There are nipa huts and carabaos just like ours all over Southeast Asia; the cariñosa, anyone will tell you, is derived from Spain; the kundiman is a cross between the Spanish cancion and the American “blues;” and the national costume is rightly called traje de mestiza. But nowhere else in the world is there anything like the Santacruzan. (Nakpil 1964: 76) Less well known are the tender nostalgic pieces like “I Remember Ermita” and “A Christmas Memoir” (Nakpil 1964), which, once again, cross the border into narrative.
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193 Another respected woman essayist and teacher, Dolores Stephens Feria, has paid Nakpil this tribute: The most distinguished writing being done in the essay in the Philippines today is to be found in the newspaper column of... Carmen Guerrero Nakpil (Feria 1961:4) Some of Nakpil’s later essays are collected in two other books, A Question of Identity (1973), and in The Philippines and the Filipinos (1977). PRE-MARTIAL LAW The sixties and early seventies were the era of the Philippines Free Press, the Philippine Graphic, the Asia Philippines Leader, and the Sunday supplements of the Manila Times and the Manila Chronicle, a high point in Philippine journalism. These periodicals attracted as staff members and regular contributors some of the best writers of the time: Nick Joaquin (who wrote as Quijano de Manila), fictionists Kerima Polotan, Gregorio C. Brillantes, Wilfredo Nolledo, Gilda CorderoFernando, Ninotchka Rosca, Norma Miraflor, Amadis Ma. Guerrero, and Rosario A. Garcellano; poets Jose Lacaba, Marra PL. Lanot, and Edel Garcellano; essayists Petronilo Bn. Daroy, Luis Teodoro, Antonio Hidalgo and Sylvia Mayuga. These writers raised the magazine feature article to the level of literature. Nick Joaquin’s historical essays were later collected in A Question of Heroes (1977), a handsome coffee table book. And some of his lighter pieces were collected in 8 small volumes published by National Bookstore in 1977-198 1: Reportage on Love, Reportage on Crime, Nora Aunor and Other Profiles, Ronnie Poe and Other Silhouettes, Manila: Sin City? and Other Chronicles, Language of the Streets and Other Essays, etc. Since then, Joaquin has published at least a dozen more non-fiction books, including collections of essays on culture, an almanac, and some biographies. His writings are so well known as to make any quotations of passages from them quite superfluous. Kerima Polotan’s essays are collected in two volumes: Author’s Choice (1971) and Adventures in a Forgotten Country (1975). These range in subject from contemporary news events, like the 1967 massacre of the Lapiang Malaya in “‘Tatang’ and the Lapiang Malaya,” to reminiscences of her unorthodox wedding in “Anniversary,” to travels in Iran in the company of Imelda Marcos in “Persepolis Without the Trimmings.” Their style varies, from rambling and evocative in “Memories” to clipped and tersed in “Midwife from Pampanga.” And their tone varies from the poignant nostalgia in “Small Town Filipinos” to the alternating contempt and compassion in “Filipinos in America.” Many of these texts could also be called non-fiction narratives. Gilda Cordero-Fernando has not thought of making a book out of her column, “Tempest in a Teapot,” which ran for six years, first in the Chronicle, then in the Observer, and finally in Veritas; so these charming, witty pieces are even more difficult to find. NOW What is the scene like today as far as the informal essay/non-fiction narrative is concerned? There can only be one answer: it has never been so exciting. After the EDSA Revolution, media enjoyed a true flowering. It was suddenly possible again to write what one wanted and how one wanted. There was also unprecedented activity in the publishing field, initiated by the groundbreaking, if shortlived Kalikasan Press, which began to publish new, relatively unknown writers. Today, writers have the choice of taking their work to Anvil Publishing, Cacho Hermanos, Bookmark, the pioneering New Day, which is still very much around, the new Giraffe Publishers, or the university presses (U.R, Ateneo and De La Salle), which are now publishing literary titles. The effect of all this activity on non-fiction as well as fiction and poetry is obvious. Because most of these texts are still widely available,4 I shall not quote passages from them. I wish merely to mention some examples which will, I think, suggest the range of what the new crop of essayists are doing with the oldfashioned “personal” or “familiar” essay. Most of the non-fiction being published today consists of collections of essays originally published as newspaper columns. This, despite the fact that most journalists, if asked, would probably agree with Adrian Cristobal: ... I believe that a collection of newspaper columns in book form is sheer vanity: what is perishable— and newspaper pieces are perishable—should be allowed to perish without benefit of clergy. (Cristobal 1993:ix) Pasquinades (1993), a selection from pieces originally published as part of his column in the Daily Globe, contains some of Cristobal’s best personal essays—pithy, witty and erudite without ever becoming pedantic. Conrado de Quiros has collected many essays originally published as part of his Daily Globe columns in several books. Luis Teodoro has compiled some of his columns in National Midweek and The Manila Times into one book. While these consist mainly of political essays, they include the occasional pieces which are marvelous examples of the familiar essay, like “Respite” in Flowers from the Rubble (1990) by de Quiros, and “TV and the Household” in Teodoro’s The Summer of Our Discontent (1990). Confessions of a Q.C. House-Husband and Other Privacies (1991) consists entirely of personal essays by poet/fictionist Alfred A. Yuson, since Yuson, even when he is writing political commentary, always does so with the lightest of touches
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194 and his tongue firmly planted in his cheek. The same light touch is displayed by historian Ambeth Ocampo in his column, “Looking Back,” published first in the Globe and then in the Inquirer, and longer articles published in Weekend. Some of these pieces have now collected in several books which might all be subtitled “History Made Easy.” Poet/scholar Gémino H. Abad’s “letter-essays” in State of Play (1990), also surprisingly first published as part of a column called “Exchange,” in The Manila Chronicle on Sunday, are examples of a variant of the familiar essay, what is sometimes called the “literary essay,” not just because they are often about language and literature, but because they are written in a style would best be described as lyrical. A different type of literary essay cum memoir is to be found in N.VM. Gonzalez’s Work on the Mountain (1995) and The Novel of Justice (1996). Fictionist Amadis Ma. Guerrero has two collections of travel essays Traveler’s Choice: From North to South, (1993), and A Journey Through the Enchanted Isles, (1995). A different type of travel writing—adopting in epistolary form and focusing on details that normally elude the ordinary tourist—forms part of Seduction and Solitude (1995) by poet Danton Remoto. And sculptor Jerusalino V. Araos has published the lavishly illustrated, beautifully produced The Garden of Two Dragons Fucking (1992), which could be called an extended personal essay but actually defies classification. A compilation of the essays which ran as the column “Barfly” by fictionist/poet/playwright Jose Y. Dalisay Jr. was released by Anvil in 1997, surely among the finest in the genre. The women essayists are even more adventurous. Elsewhere, I have described their work as “among the best examples of English prose being produced in the country today” (Hidalgo 1994:15). They resist genre classification, being combinations of the autobiographical narrative, the personal reflection, the travel essay, the book review, the hardnosed reportorial account, and what one writer once described as “the lyrical etude.”5 Consider the following: Sylvia Mayuga’s two collections, Spy in My Own Country: Essays (1991) and Earth, Fire and Air. Essays of a Decade (1992), a delight, as much for the immense variety and complexity of their subjects as for the consistently luminous quality of their language; Rosario A. Garcellano’s Mean Streets (199 1), which depicts “bedlam and grief ’ in a language at once so lyrical and ironic, that one feels hope asserting itself over the despair; Barbara C. Gonzalez’s sophisticated, elegantly ironic How Do You Know Your Pearls are Real?, which purports to be a manual for single parenthood, a uniquely postmodern text, in which the medium is truly the message, and the message is “grace under pressure, the stiff upper lip behind the engaging smile, a kind of machismo in reverse” (Hidalgo 1994:149); Doreen Fernandez’s essays on food as culture, collected in Sarap: Essays on Filipino Food (1988) and Tikim: Essays on Philippine Food and Culture (1994). And there is more. Fictionist Cecilia Manguerra Brainard tackles the expatriate experience from the woman’s point of view in Philippine Woman in America (1991). Domini Torrevillas-Suarez, and Rina Jimenez-David train the sharp reporter’s eye on the quotidian in Sounds of Silence, Sounds of Fury (1989) and Woman at Large (1994) respectively. Sylvia Mendez Ventura surveys her many worlds with great urbanity and charm in Ragtime in Kamuning: Sari-Sari Essays (1992). Gemma Cruz reminisces in Sentimiento (1995). Julie Daza proposes an Etiquette for Mistresses (199 3). Leni Sta. Romana-Cruz surveys the Sundays of Our Lives (1995). Red Pencil, Blue Pencil: Essays and Encounters (1991) is an imposing collection of Dolores Stephens Feria’s political and literary essays but it also includes some delightful travelogues. And my own contribution to the field takes the form of personal narratives cum travel essays, which have been collected into 6 books. One of the most interesting of the new women essayists is Jessica Zafra, whose interests, idiom, and wacky humor have turned her into a kind of cult figure for that portion of the population that likes to call itself “Generation X.” Her Twisted (1995) and Twisted II: Spawn of Twisted (1996), collections of essays from her column in Today, and Womanagerie and Other Tales from the Front (1995), a compilation of her earlier columns in Woman Today, depict a world shaped as much by her early convent school education and the classics which she absorbed in her English literature classes at the U.P., as by MTV, rock music, comicbooks, fast foods, Hollywood, local showbiz, the gay culture, cyberspace, etc. Another development worth mentioning is the recent publication of anthologies of essays by women writers. The forerunner here was Filipina 2 (1985), put together by a group of women journalists who had organized themselves into Women Writers in Media Now (WOMEN) to assert the difference between themselves and the “newshens” of the previous generation. A product both of the political activism that immediately preceded martial law, and the resistance movement during the dictatorship, the book was edited by Mila Astorga Garcia, Marra PL. Lanot and Lilia Quindoza Santiago, and included pieces (by, among others, Arlene Babst, Letty Jimenez Magsanoc, Ma. Ceres Doyo, etc.), which more properly belong in a discussion of the formal essay. In 1992, Babeth Lolarga and Anna Lea Sarabia edited Telling Lives: Essays by Filipino Women, which very quickly went out of print (and since then has been re-issued). The book contains: a short reassessment of the feminist movement in the Philippines by Dolores Stephens Feria (“Gender Whirlwind from the East”); a rambling reverie about being daughter, mother and grandmother by Gilda Cordero-Femando (Motherhood Statements”); Carmen Guerrero Nakpil’s short essay on four Filipinas as representative of four aspects of the Filipino woman’s character (“The Filipino Woman: Cory and Leonor, Gabriela and Imelda”); Paula Carolina Malay’s simple, touching narrative of her mother’s life (“Recuerdos: Shadows of My Generation”); her own daughter, Paula Malay’s account of her coming of age as a writer and freedom fighter (“The Invisible Ceiling”), Rosario A. Garcellano’s narrative about watching her stepmother die (“Besieged”); my own profile of my mother; Ester Dipasupil’s harsh but humorous indictment of a convent school education (“Liberation and Crochet Work”); Emmie Velarde’s understated but poignant account of the end of her marriage (“Room with no View”), and Elvira Mata’s short vignettes about women and their failed relationships with men (“Xeroxed Palms and Other Tales of the Heart’). It is a significant anthology, as it opens a door into a woman’s private world, a world which until very recently Filipino women kept carefully shielded, allowing strangers in only after it had been carefully disguised as fiction.
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195 One effect of the publication of this slim volume is that it appears to have started a trend—a type of writing by women for which one label might be “confessional writing.” In 1994, Criselda Yabes published A Journey of Scars, a candid account of her efforts to get over a lost lover. And then, there was Coming to Terms (1994) edited by Loma Kalaw-Tirol, a collection of astonishingly frank essays on mid-lifing by fifteen women, among them Dr. Margarita Holmes, Imelda Nicolas, Tessie Tomas, and Neni Santa-Romana Cruz. Finally, there is Ladies’ Lunch and Other Ways to Wholeness, a tour de force by Gilda Cordero-Fernando and Mariel Francisco (1995). This unusual book, a pastiche of memoir, essay, sketch, journal entries, letters, recipes, advice, song fragments, passages from both fiction and non-fiction, drawings, sketches, and old photos, might be described as a joint autobiography of the authors, or again, a postmodern biography of middle-class Filipina, touching on practically every aspect of her life, from childhood to old age. Another kind of anthology is the lovely little volume edited by poet/artist Ricardo M. de Ungria, Luna Caledonia: Five Filipino Writers in Hawtbornden Castle (1992). It contains poems, fiction excerpts, and the lyrical, impressionistic essays-cum-journal-entries of poets and fictionists Rofel Brion, Eric Gamalinda, Alfred A. Yuson, Marjorie Evasco, and de Ungria himself And then there is the beautiful little book published by the Ateneo Heights. The Art of Writing (1995) includes essays on their craft by, among others, N.VM. Gonzalez, Marjorie M. Evasco, Doreen Fernandez, Danton Remoto, and Jose Y Dalisay Jr. I have, thus far, limited myself to writers whose essays have been collected in books. Now, a word about some writers who have entered or re-entered the field of essay-writing through the newspapers, thus ensuring its continued vigor and variety in the century to come. I refer to fictionists Erwin E. Castillo, Eric Gamalinda and Charlson Ong, who wrote columns for the shortlived Evening Paper; to the very young poet Ruel de Vera, who writes for the Philippine Daily Inquirer, and to three of de Vera’s very talented contemporaries, fictionists Katrina P. Tuvera and Clinton Palanca, poet J. Neil C. Garcia, and poet/fictionist Angelo Lacuesta, whose columns, also in the Evening Paper were sometimes lyrical, often funny, and always intelligent. It now remains for Nick Joaquin to collect the end-of-the-year essays that he used to publish in the Philippines Free Press as Quijano de Manila, delightful pieces that summed up all the events of the previous year, including vagaries of the weather, fashion, art, etc.; for Greg Brillantes to publish his series of travel essays on Latin America, first printed in Midweek magazine; for Gilda Cordero-Fernando to compile some of the essays that appeared as part of her column “Tempest in a Teapot” in the Chronicle, the Observer, and Veritas; and for Letty Jimenez Magsanoc to publish her own essays. An effort has been made to ensure that the selections that form part of this book are fairly representative. Nonetheless, choices of this sort are necessarily personal, and inevitably reflect the editor’s taste. No claim is being made for these pieces as the “best” examples of the genre, or even necessarily the best examples of each writer’s work. But they are certainly among the finest informal essays/ non-fiction narratives to date, and they are very different one from the other. Thus they amply demonstrate the richness of the genre in the Philippines today. NOTES 1. 2. 3.



4. 5.



Last year, 1997, the U.P. National Writers Workshop in Baguio accepted works categorized as “Mixed Genre.” The landmark text, Brown Heritage (Manuod 1967), which purported to be as exhaustive a study of Philippine literature as had ever been attempted, gave the essay only the most cursory attention. See especially Yabes (1949), Reyes (1977), and Pura Santillan-Castrence (1967:559): “The essay was, curiously enough, less neglected during the period under survey than it is now. The short story fits more than the essays, it seems, the psychology of the present times. The essay is for gracious living and quiet, deliberate thinking, the short story is for the quick-moving, tense kind of human existence that we go through today.” The fire which razed the warehouse of Anvil Publishing in January, 1996 has temporarily turned most of its titles into rare books. Anvil has promised to reprint them. Filipino Woman Writing: Home and Exile in the Autobiographical Narratives of Ten Writers by Cristina Pantoja Hidalgo (Ateneo, 1994) studies some of these texts, i.e. the non-fiction narratives of Maria Luna-Lopez, Paula Carolina Malay, Carmen Guerrero Nakpil, Kerima Polotan, Gilda Cordero-Fernando, Cecilia Manguera Brainard, Sylvia Mayuga, and Rosario A. Garcellano.
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NOTES ON The Filipino Essay The essay, according to renowned American essayist Cynthia Ozick, is an exercise of the quiet, introspective mind, and never seeks to blatantly proselytize—but still manages to convince by virtue of lyrical language. It is different from the mere article because ____________________________________. It is also necessarily ____________________. For Filipino novelist and essayist Cristina Pantoja-Hidalgo, the essay has always been a kind of outsider, the “stepsister” to the novel or the short story or poetry, although it is an acknowledged genre of literature. Why? 1. 2. 3. There are three basic types… … ________________ (which is serious in both theme and tone) … ________________ (which is “familiar”) … ________________ (which borders on the lyrical and the autobiographical) … and many varieties: autobiography, personal reflection, travelogue, a review (books, movies, music, dance, drama, the visual arts, etc.), reportorial account, columns (on food, on sex, etc.), and others. HOW TO APPRECIATE AND INTERPRET THE ESSAY There are four steps to its appreciation/analysis: 1. Discern the narrative/the “story” 2. Discern the point the essay is trying to make 3. Discern how the point is made by the essayist 4. Discern the personality behind the essay—the tone, the narrator, the atmosphere, etc.
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Nick Joaquin



A Heritage of Smallness



S



ociety for the Filipino is a small rowboat: the barangay. Geography for the Filipino is a small locality: the barrio. History for the Filipino is a small vague saying: matanda pa kay mahoma; noong peacetime. Enterprise for the Filipino is a small stall: the sari-sari. Industry and production for the Filipino are the small immediate searchings of each day: isang kahig, isang tuka. And commerce for the Filipino is the smallest degree of retail: the tingi. What most astonishes foreigners in the Philippines is that this is a country, perhaps the only one in the world, where people buy and sell one stick of cigarette, half a head of garlic, a dab of pomade, part of the contents of a can or bottle, one single egg, one single banana. To foreigners used to buying things by the carton or the dozen or pound and in the large economy sizes, the exquisite transactions of Philippine tingis cannot but seem Lilliputian. So much effort by so many for so little. Like all those children risking neck and limb in the traffic to sell one stick of cigarette at a time. Or those grown-up men hunting the sidewalks all day to sell a puppy or a lantern or a pair of socks. The amount of effort they spend seems out of all proportion to the returns. Such folk are, obviously, not enough. Laboriousness just can never be the equal of labor as skill, labor as audacity, labor as enterprise. The Filipino who travels abroad gets to thinking that his is the hardest working country in the world. By six or seven in the morning we are already up on our way to work, shops and markets are open; the wheels of industry are already agrind. Abroad, especially in the West, if you go out at seven in the morning you’re in a dead-town. Everybody’s still in bed; everything’s still closed up. Activity doesn’t begin till nine or ten—and ceases promptly at five p.m. By six, the business sections are dead towns again. The entire cities go to sleep on weekends. They have a shorter working day, a shorter working week. Yet they pile up more mileage than we who work all day and all week. Is the disparity to our disparagement? We work more but make less. Why? Because we act on such a pygmy scale. Abroad they would think you mad if you went in a store and tried to buy just one stick of cigarette. They don’t operate on the scale. The difference is greater than between having and not having; the difference is in the way of thinking. They are accustomed to thinking dynamically. We have the habit, whatever our individual resources, of thinking poor, of thinking petty. Is that the explanation for our continuing failure to rise—that we buy small and sell small, that we think small and do small? Are we not confusing timidity for humility and making a virtue of what may be the worst of our vices? Is not our timorous clinging to smallness the bondage we must break if we are ever to inherit the earth and be free, independent, progressive? The small must ever be prey to the big. Aldous Huxley said that some people are born victims, or “murderers.” He came to the Philippines and thought us the “least original” of people. Is there not a relation between his two terms? Originality requires daring: the daring to destroy the obsolete, to annihilate the petty. It’s cold comfort to think we haven’t developed that kind of “murderer mentality.” But till we do we had best stop talking about “our heritage of greatness” for the national heritage is—let’s face it—a heritage of smallness. However far we go back in our history it’s the small we find—the nipa hut, the barangay, the petty kingship, the slight tillage, the tingi trade. All our artifacts are miniatures and so is our folk literature, which is mostly proverbs, or dogmas in miniature. About the one big labor we can point to in our remote past are the rice terraces—and even that grandeur shrinks, or scrutiny, into numberless little separate plots into a series of layers added to previous ones, all this being the accumulation of ages of small routine efforts (like a colony of ant hills) rather than one grand labor following one grand design. We could bring in here the nursery diota about the little drops of water that make the mighty ocean, or the peso that’s not a peso if it lacks a centavo; but creative labor, alas, has sterner standards, a stricter hierarchy of values. Many little efforts, however perfect each in itself, still cannot equal one single epic creation. A galleryful of even the most charming statuettes is bound to look scant beside a Pieta or Moses by Michelangelo; and you could stack up the best short stories you can think of and still not have enough to outweigh a mountain like War and Peace. The depressing fact in Philippine history is what seems to be our native aversion to the large venture, the big risk, the bold extensive enterprise. The pattern may have been set by the migration. We try to equate the odyssey of the migrating barangays with that of the Pilgrim, Father of America, but a glance of the map suffices to show the differences between the two ventures. One was a voyage across an ocean into an unknown world; the other was a going to and from among neighboring islands. One was a blind leap into space; the other seems, in comparison, a mere crossing of rivers.
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198 The nature of the one required organization, a sustained effort, special skills, special tools, the building of large ships. The nature of the other is revealed by its vehicle, the barangay, which is a small rowboat, not a seafaring vessel designed for long distances on the avenues of the ocean. The migrations were thus self-limited, never moved far from their point of origin, and clung to the heart of a small known world; the islands clustered round the Malay Peninsula. The movement into the Philippines, for instance, was from points as next-door geographically as Borneo and Sumatra. Since the Philippines is at heart of this region, the movement was toward center, or, one may say, from near to still nearer, rather than to farther out. Just off the small brief circuit of these migrations was another world: the vast mysterious continent of Australia; but there was significantly no movement towards this terra incognita. It must have seemed too perilous, too unfriendly of climate, too big, too hard. So, Australia was conquered not by the fold next door, but by strangers from across two oceans and the other side of the world. They were more enterprising, they have been rewarded. But history has punished the laggard by setting up over them a White Australia with doors closed to the crowded Malay world. The barangays that came to the Philippines were small both in scope and size. A barangay with a hundred households would already be enormous; some barangays had only 30 families, or less. These, however, could have been the seed of a great society if there had not been in that a fatal aversion to synthesis. The barangay settlements already displayed a Philippine characteristic: the tendency to petrify in isolation instead of consolidating, or to split smaller instead of growing. That within the small area of Manila Bay there should be three different kingdoms (Tondo, Manila and Pasay) may mean that the area was originally settled by three different barangays that remained distinct, never came together, never fused; or it could mean that a single original settlement; as it grew split into three smaller pieces. Philippine society, as though fearing bigness, ever tends to revert the condition of the barangay of the small enclosed society. We don’t grow like a seed, we split like an amoeba. The moment a town grows big it become two towns. The moment a province becomes populous it disintegrates into two or three smaller provinces. The excuse offered for divisions is always the alleged difficulty of administering so huge an entity. But Philippines provinces are microscopic compared to an American state like, say, Texas, where the local government isn’t heard complaining it can’t efficiently handle so vast an area. We, on the other hand, make a confession of character whenever we split up a town or province to avoid having of cope, admitting that, on that scale, we can’t be efficient; we are capable only of the small. The decentralization and barrio-autonomy movement expresses our craving to return to the one unit of society we feel adequate to: the barangay, with its 30 to a hundred families. Anything larger intimidates. We would deliberately limit ourselves to the small performance. This attitude, an immemorial one, explains why we’re finding it so hard to become a nation, and why our pagan forefathers could not even imagine the task. Not E pluribus, unum is the impulse in our culture but Out of many, fragments. Foreigners had to come and unite our land for us; the labor was far beyond our powers. Great was the King of Sugbu, but he couldn’t even control the tiny isle across his bay. Federation is still not even an idea for the tribes of the North; and the Moro sultanates behave like our political parties: they keep splitting off into particles. Because we cannot unite for the large effort, even the small effort is increasingly beyond us. There is less to learn in our schools, but even this little is protested by our young as too hard. The falling line on the graph of effort is, alas, a recurring pattern in our history. Our artifacts but repeat a refrain of decline and fall, which wouldn’t be so sad if there had been a summit decline from, but the evidence is that we start small and end small without ever having scaled any peaks. Used only to the small effort, we are not, as a result, capable of the sustained effort and lose momentum fast. We have a term for it: ningas cogon. Go to any exhibit of Philippine artifacts and the items that from our “cultural heritage” but confirm three theories about us, which should be stated again. First: that the Filipino works best on small scale—tiny figurines, small pots, filigree work in gold or silver, decorative arabesques. The deduction here is that we feel adequate to the challenge of the small, but are cowed by the challenge of the big. Second: that the Filipino chooses to work in soft easy materials—clay, molten metal, tree searching has failed to turn up anything really monumental in hardstone. Even carabao horn, an obvious material for native craftsmen, has not been used to any extent remotely comparable to the use of ivory in the ivory countries. The deduction here is that we feel equal to the materials that yield but evade the challenge of materials that resist. Third: that having mastered a material, craft or product, we tend to rut in it and don’t move on to a next phase, a larger development, based on what we have learned. In fact, we instantly lay down even what mastery we already posses when confronted by a challenge from outside of something more masterly, instead of being provoked to develop by the threat of competition. Faced by the challenge of Chinese porcelain, the native art of pottery simply declined, though porcelain should have been the next phase for our pottery makers. There was apparently no effort to steal and master the arts of the Chinese. The excuse offered here that we did not have the materials for the techniques for the making of porcelain—unites in glum brotherhood yesterday’s pottery makers and today’s would be industrialists. The native pot got buried by Chinese porcelain as Philippine tobacco is still being buried by the blue seal. Our cultural history, rather than a cumulative development, seems mostly a series of dead ends. One reason is a fear of moving on to a more complex phase; another reason is a fear of tools. Native pottery, for instance, somehow never got far enough to grasp the principle of the wheel. Neither did native agriculture ever reach the point of discovering the plow for itself, or even the idea of the draft animal, though the carabao was handy. Wheel and plow had to come from outside because we always stopped short of technology, This stoppage at a certain level is the recurring fate of our arts and crafts. The santo everybody’s collecting now are charming as legacies, depressing as indices, for the art of the santero was a small art, in a not very demanding medium: wood. Having achieved perfection in it, the santero was faced by the
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199 challenge of proving he could achieve equal perfection on a larger scale and in more difficult materials: hardstone, marble, bronze. The challenge was not met. Like the pagan potter before him, the santero stuck to his tiny rut, repeating his little perfections over and over. The iron law of life is: Develop or decay. The art of the santero did not advance; so it declined. Instead of moving onto a harder material, it retreated to a material even easier than wool: Plaster—and plaster has wrought the death of relax art. One could go on and on with this litany. Philippine movies started 50 years ago and, during the ‘30s, reached a certain level of proficiency, where it stopped and has rutted ever since looking more and more primitive as the rest of the cinema world speeds by on the way to new frontiers. We have to be realistic, say local movie producers we’re in this business not to make art but money. But even from the business viewpoint, they’re not “realistic” at all. The true businessman ever seeks to increase his market and therefore ever tries to improve his product. Business dies when it resigns itself, as local movies have done, to a limited market. After more than half a century of writing in English, Philippine Literature in that medium is still identified with the short story. That small literary form is apparently as much as we feel equal to. But by limiting ourselves less and less capable even of the small thing—as the fate of the pagan potter and the Christian santero should have warned us. It’ no longer as obvious today that the Filipino writer has mastered the short story form. It’s two decades since the war but what were mere makeshift in postwar days have petrified into institutions like the jeepney, which we all know to be uncomfortable and inadequate, yet cannot get rid of, because the would mean to tackle the problem of modernizing our systems of transportation—a problem we think so huge we hide from it in the comforting smallness of the jeepney. A small solution to a huge problem—do we deceive ourselves into thinking that possible? The jeepney hints that we do, for the jeepney carrier is about as adequate as a spoon to empty a river with. With the population welling, and land values rising, there should be in our cities, an upward thrust in architecture, but we continue to build small, in our timid two-story fashion. Oh, we have excuses. The land is soft: earthquakes are frequent. But Mexico City, for instance, is on far swampier land and Mexico City is not a two-story town. San Francisco and Tokyo are in worse earthquake belts, but San Francisco and Tokyo reach up for the skies. Isn’t our architecture another expression of our smallness spirit? To build big would pose problems too big for us. The water pressure, for example, would have to be improved—and it’s hard enough to get water on the ground floor flat and frail, our cities indicate our disinclination to make any but the smallest effort possible. It wouldn’t be so bad if our aversion for bigness and our clinging to the small denoted a preference for quality over bulk; but the little things we take forever to do too often turn out to be worse than the mass-produced article. Our couturiers, for instance, grow even limper of wrist when, after waiting months and months for a pin ~a weaver to produce a yard or two of the fabric, they find they have to discard most of the stuff because it’s so sloppily done. Foreigners who think of pushing Philippine fabric in the world market give up in despair after experiencing our inability to deliver in quantity. Our proud apologia is that mass production would ruin the “quantity” of our products. But Philippine crafts might be roused from the doldrums if forced to come up to mass-production standards. It’s easy enough to quote the West against itself, to cite all those Western artists and writers who rail against the cult of bigness and mass production and the “bitch goddess success”; but the arguments against technological progress, like the arguments against nationalism, are possible only to those who have already gone through that stage so successfully they can now afford to revile it. The rest of us can only crave to be big enough to be able to deplore bigness. For the present all we seen to be able to do is ignore pagan evidence and blame our inability to sustain the big effort of our colonizers: they crushed our will and spirit, our initiative and originality. But colonialism is not uniquely our ordeal but rather a universal experience. Other nations went under the heel of the conqueror but have not spent the rest of their lives whining. What people were more trod under than the Jews? But each have been a thoroughly crushed nation get up and conquered new worlds instead. The Norman conquest of England was followed by a subjugation very similar to our experience, but what issued from that subjugation were the will to empire and the verve of a new language. If it be true that we were enervated by the loss of our primordial freedom, culture and institutions, then the native tribes that were never under Spain and didn’t lose what we did should be showing a stronger will and spirit, more initiative and originality, a richer culture and greater progress, than the Christian Filipino. Do they? And this favorite apologia of ours gets further blasted when we consider a people who, alongside us, suffered a far greater trampling yet never lost their enterprising spirit. On the contrary, despite centuries of ghettos and programs and repressive measures and racial scorn, the Chinese in the Philippines clambered to the top of economic heap and are still right up there when it comes to the big deal. Shouldn’t they have long come to the conclusion (as we say we did) that there’s no print in hustling and laboring and amassing wealth only to see it wrested away and oneself punished for rising? An honest reading of our history should rather force us to admit that it was the colonial years that pushed us toward the larger effort. There was actually an advance in freedom, for the unification of the land, the organization of towns and provinces, and the influx of new ideas, started our liberation from the rule of the petty, whether of clan, locality or custom. Are we not vexed at the hinterlander still bound by primordial terrors and taboos? Do we not say we have to set him “free” through education? Freedom, after all is more than a political condition; and the colonial lowlander— especially a person like, say, Rizal—was surely more of a freeman than the unconquered tribesman up in the hills. As wheel and plow set us free from a bondage to nature, so town and province liberated us from the bounds of the barangay. The liberation can be seen just by comparing our pagan with our Christian statuary. What was static and stolid in the one becomes, in the other, dynamic motion and expression. It can be read in the rear of architecture. Now, at last, the Filipino attempts the massive—the stone bridge that unites, the irrigation dam that gives increase, the adobe church
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200 that identified. If we have a “heritage of greatness it’s in these labors and in three epic acts of the colonial period; first, the defense of the land during two centuries of siege; second, the Propaganda Movement; and the third, the Revolution. The first, a heroic age that profoundly shaped us, began 1600 with the 50-year war with the Dutch and may be said to have drawn to a close with the British invasion of 1762. The War with the Dutch is the most under-rated event in our history, for it was the Great War in our history. It had to be pointed out that the Philippines, a small colony practically abandoned to itself, yet held at bay for half a century the mightiest naval power in the world at the time, though the Dutch sent armada after armada, year after year, to conquer the colony, or by cutting off the galleons that were its links with America, starve the colony to its knees. We rose so gloriously to the challenge the impetus of spirit sent us spilling down to Borneo and the Moluccas and Indo-China, and it seemed for a moment we might create an empire. But the tremendous effort did create an elite vital to our history: the Creole-Tagalog-Pampango principalia—and ruled it together during these centuries of siege, and which would which was the nation in embryo, which defended the land climax its military career with the war of resistance against the British in the 1660’s. By then, this elite already deeply felt itself a nation that the government it set up in Bacolor actually defined the captive government in Manila as illegitimate. From her flows the heritage that would flower in Malolos, for centuries of heroic effort had bred, in Tagalog and the Pampango, a habit of leadership, a lordliness of spirit. They had proved themselves capable of the great and sustained enterprise, destiny was theirs. An analyst of our history notes that the sun on our flag has eight rays, each of which stands for a Tagalog or Pampango province, and the Tagalogs and Pampangos at Biak-na-Bato “assumed the representation of the entire country and, therefore, became in fact the Philippines. From the field of battle this elite would, after the British war, shift to the field of politics, a significant move; and the Propaganda, which began as a Creole campaign against the Peninsulars, would turn into the nationalist movement of Rizal and Del Pilar. This second epic act in our history seemed a further annulment of the timidity. A man like Rizal was a deliberate rebel against the cult of the small; he was so various a magus because he was set on proving that the Filipino could tackle the big thing, the complex job. His novels have epic intentions; his poems sustain the long line and go against Garcia Villa’s more characteristically Philippine dictum that poetry is the small intense line. With the Revolution, our culture is in dichotomy. This epic of 1896 is indeed a great effort—but by a small minority. The Tagalog and Pampango had taken it upon themselves to protest the grievances of the entire archipelago. Moreover, within the movement was a clash between the two strains in our culture—between the propensity for the small activity and the will to something more ambitious. Bonifacio’s Katipunan was large in number but small in scope; it was a rattling of bolos; and its post fiasco efforts are little more than amok raids in the manner the Filipino is said to excel in. (An observation about us in the last war was that we fight best not as an army, but in small informal guerrilla outfits; not in pitched battle, but in rapid hit-and-run raids.) On the other hand, there was, in Cavite, an army with officers, engineers, trenches, plans of battle and a complex organization—a Revolution unlike all the little uprisings or mere raids of the past because it had risen above tribe and saw itself as the national destiny. This was the highest we have reached in nationalistic effort. But here again, having reached a certain level of achievement, we stopped. The Revolution is, as we say today, “unfinished.” The trend since the turn of the century, and especially since the war, seems to be back to the tradition of timidity, the heritage of smallness. We seem to be making less and less effort, thinking ever smaller, doing even smaller. The air droops with a feeling of inadequacy. We can’t cope; we don’t respond; we are not rising to challenges. So tiny a land as ours shouldn’t be too hard to connect with transportation - but we get crushed on small jeepneys, get killed on small trains, get drowned in small boats. Larger and more populous cities abroad find it no problem to keep themselves clean— but the simple matter of garbage can create a “crisis” in the small city of Manila. One American remarked that, after seeing Manila’s chaos of traffic, he began to appreciate how his city of Los Angeles handles its far, far greater volume of traffic. Is building a road that won’t break down when it rains no longer within our powers? Is even the building of sidewalks too herculean of task for us? One writer, as he surveyed the landscape of shortages—no rice, no water, no garbage collectors, no peace, no order—gloomily mumbled that disintegration seems to be creeping upon us and groped for Yeat’s terrifying lines: Things fall apart; the center cannot hold: Mere anarchy is loosed... Have our capacities been so diminished by the small efforts we are becoming incapable even to the small things? Our present problems are surely not what might be called colossal or insurmountable—yet we stand helpless before them. As the population swells, those problems will expand and multiply. If they daunt us now, will they crush us then? The prospect is terrifying. On the Feast of Freedom we may do well to ponder the Parable of the Servants and the Talents. The enterprising servants who increase talents entrusted to them were rewarded by their Lord; but the timid servant who made no effort to double the one talent given to him was deprived of that talent and cast into the outer darkness, where there was weeping and gnashing of teeth: “For to him who has, more shall be given; but from him who has not, even the little he has shall be taken away.”
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Conrado de Quiros



Brown Skin, White Masks



T



here was interesting letter from TABAK on this page the other day. TABAK, which works with the tribal communities or indigenous people, decried the way Vina Morales mocked the Aetas in a recent “Mel and Jay” episode on TV. Asked by her hosts what changes she had to make to crash showbiz, Morales said she had to redo her hairstyle as the old one made her look like an Aeta. And she burst into laughter. The kind, said TABAK, that smacked of racial prejudice. I caught a portion of this episode myself. It dealt with people who came from the province and how they coped with life in Manila. Other guests included Yoyoy Villamin, the basketball player, who got conned out of a watch upon alighting from a train in Tutuban, and Joey Ayala, who, from the other end, talked about how it felt to come from Manila and settle in Davao. Until Morales made that deplorable remark, she was doing very well, being the picture if not of unspoiled innocence at least of one who hadn’t made too many changes of the wrong kind. She certainly wasn’t ashamed of her provincial roots, at one point engaging Jay Sonza in rapid Cebuano with an accent so thick you needed a chainsaw to cut through it. Among the things she had to change too, she said, was her accent, which she worked on to make her sound more native to the language. But forget Cebuano? Never, she cried fiercely. And then that remark about her hair and the Aetas. Followed by a peal of girlish laughter. My own impression was that it was laughter of the breezy and guileless kind, aided in no small way by its author having a face so sweet you could get diabetes from just watching it. Nothing like the cackling contrabida kind that calls attention to itself. It sounded harmless, almost benign. That is the problem. Its very innocence is the crux of its guilt. It’s the sort of thing that can easily be waved off by saying one is sorry, one didn’t mean any harm by it. Which will probably be well meant. But that is how the indigenous people are trampled upon in the worst of all—innocently. By remarks that people are compelled to ignore or accept or laugh at at risk of being called humorless, or fault-finder, or makulit. That’s how sexist remarks work too half the time. They are so seemingly harmless, so wickedly droll taking offense at them makes you look like your features are set in a perpetual scowl. But, well, the women have shown that’s not so at all. The remarks are neither funny nor harmless. They are cruel and baneful. Indeed, the people who make them have been known to bristle over equally “innocent” jokes that concern their manhood. Then they are no longer jokes. Then they are things to pull out a knife for while drinking gin with the neighbors. It’s time some groups made a “racist watch” in the same way other groups do a “sexist watch.” The one is just as rife as the other, and just as largely unseen. At about the same time Vina Morales made the remark about the Aetas, I read this item from Ariel Bocobo about Ruffa Gutierrez’s parents being dismayed at the thought of the Miss World contest being held in South Africa. What, all those blacks swarming over their lovely daughter? they cried. Well, I always knew ignorance was the fountainhead of bigotry, but ignorance of this scale? Bocobo was right. What a shock must await the Gutierrezes when they discover that in South Africa, seat of apartheid, the fair-skinned, smooth-as-alabaster Ruffa would be thought of as colored. Beyond these verbal assaults on the race, there are the practices, rituals, and institutions themselves that stoke the fires of racism. The beauty contests in, by, and of themselves are premised on racist grounds. I don’t know why anybody hasn’t yet sued the beauty contests from their requirement about height. Short is ugly? That’s what most Filipinos are. Far less explicit are the proscriptions against being black as night, snub-nosed as a handgun, and kinky as, yes, an Aeta. But try joining a beauty contest with these attributes. I’ve always thought beauty contests were one of the ugliest sights on earth, notwithstanding the bathing suit portion. They’re not just an affront to the women, they’re an affront to the race. Franz Fanon calls this the phenomenon of “black skin, white masks,” a malady that afflicts the colonial peoples, ○
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202 particularly those among them who have gone to the land of their masters and learnt their ways. But, I don’t know that it afflicts the elite solely, or most of all. The attitude has seeped down —if trickle-down effects work at all, they work only here—to the lowliest peasant, who considers himself lucky there is at least one being lower than him in the pecking order. That’s how it is in the refugee camps of the Mt. Pinatubo victims. The Aetas get hit hardest. They not only have to suffer the wrath of the mountain, they have to suffer the insolence of the people who live at the mountain’s feet. A friend of mine, an English scholar who has visited the country several times and loves Palawan, is aghast by this. That’s what mars the beauty of Palawan most of all, he says—brown children jeering at “native” ones. Filipinos who have lived among white communities and have felt the sting of racism—the subtler, the more cutting—have every right to rise in fury and write tons of letters for the Aetas and T’bolis and Mangyans who take it daily and in lethal doses. We keep discriminating against our own kind, we will deserve to be discriminated against. Fools have been known to get a dose of their own medicine.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



203



Erlinda Enriquez Panlilio



Shadowboxing With My Mother
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he found fault with the littlest things, scolding her subalterns as she passed them by, admonishing them to shape up. She would ring at seven-thirty in the morning, interrupting my dreams, intruding into the privacy of my marital bed, only to complain that the Sulo Restaurant’s Ladies’ Room had no paper towels the night before. Then she would go on with her usual litany on how the staff were stealing us blind: that plates of food were leaving the kitchen without covering order slips and invoices, maybe because the checker was in cahoots with the waiter; that whole tenderloins wrapped in plastic were being smuggled out of the kitchen through the basura, etc. To prove her point, she sent us sundry silverware including soup ladles and platters she recovered periodically from the kanin baboy which her truck had collected from the restaurant to her piggery. We could have earned quite a substantial extra income from selling our pig slop to third party buyers except that she insisted on her prior right to have it, gratis, for her personal piggery business. She said the potential income loss was more than made up for by the amount of silverware she recovered and returned, and by her preventing more losses through pilferage via the kanin baboy. At the end of her early morning harangue, she would inevitably ask, “What are you doing still in bed? It’s time to get up and go to work!” My mother, Trinidad Diaz-Enriquez, was up at seven in those days (the 1960s through the 1980s) and even earlier during the D & E years. The highly successful Sulo Restaurant in the Makati Commercial Center was under the management of my husband Beck, who grew weary with her constant griping and faultfinding. “Linda,” he said one day, “I’m tired of your mother’s nagging. Por Dios naman, doesn’t she realize I’m a grown man, a responsible adult, and a doctor of medicine?” It was a nightmare I had to endure for twenty years, being shock absorber and verbal punching bag between them to prevent an open enmity. Having been brought up in a conservative Pampango family, Beck had to show his respect towards my mother. But in the privacy of our bedroom, he would vent his frustration and ire on me over my mother’s endless carping. My mother, in turn, would disparage my husband to me, criticizing his style of management, and pointing out defects in everything her all-seeing eye could observe. I told her she had never stopped being the critic-teacher she once was. Beck longed for a pat on the back, a commendation now and then for a job well done. After all, the restaurant was a money-maker and had ambassadors, businessmen and high society matrons for its clientele. When I once asked my mother why never praised or commended my husband, she said it wasn’t necessary, that it would just be a waste of time. We all know we should be doing our best, she said. Results are what count, the fruits of our efforts are our reward. I found these words strange coming from the super PR woman that she was: someone who would personally greet guests, a ready smile on her lips, quick to praise or congratulate them at the slightest pretext. She was everyone’s friend and went out of her way to please. People she met thought she was the sweetest, most charming friend. With her employees, she was stern and unrelenting, constantly egging them on to excellence. But they respected, feared and loved her, for she was genuinely concerned about them. They could approach her any time for help, advice, and financial assistance. I don’t know why I felt differently. My relationship with my mother was an adversarial one during the first twenty years of my married life. Before that, it was a rather distant one, as she was preoccupied with building up her D & E Restaurant in Quezon City from the coffee shop it had started from on the Escolta. I was likewise engrossed with school—first, St. Theresa’s, then, the University of the Philippines. Mother was so absorbed with her business that my brother and I barely saw her. My poor brother Biboy grew up insecure from lack of attention. I did, too, but not as much, I think, because during the first six years of my life, Mother was still home to look after us. She personally tutored me so that I learned to read and write at five. She had flash cards with large bold numbers to drill me in arithmetic (3 + 4 =), the answer being printed on the reverse side of the cards. Through the years, she kept me supplied with story books with beautiful pictures of Cinderella, Snow White, ○
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204 Sleeping Beauty, Puss in Boots, Thumbelina, whose adventures became my own. I entered St. Joseph’s Academy at six years of age skipping Kindergarten and Grade One, and going directly to Grade Two. I wish she had kept me there instead of transferring me the following year to the Philippine Normal School’s Training Department where I became one of the guinea pigs for its student teachers. She had been a critic-teacher there, graduating from the Philippine Normal with a teacher’s certificate in a combined academic course in English (her major) and Home Economics (her minor). She thought the Philippine Normal was the best, precisely because that’s where she had studied. Admittedly, the teachers it produced in the 1930s and 1940s were the best. But most didn’t stay on to teach in their elementary school department. They left to teach in private schools. My memories of my elementary years were not pleasant ones. I often got picked up late because our truck or station wagon was servicing a catering function. I didn’t like my boy classmates; they were too rough and noisy for my sensitive nature. One boy was particularly unkempt. He was David Medalla who, in later years, would become a celebrated international artist. Then, when I was in Grade Six, I saw that several of my classmates had become “lovers” or boyfriend-girlfriend. I observed them with disgust. These kids were, after all, only twelve years old! Thank goodness I had an aunt, distantly related to my mother, who came to my rescue. Tia Iday (Meñez) was shocked that my mother had put me in a public elementary school. It was common knowledge that public school standards were no longer as high as those of private schools like St. Theresa’s, St. Scholastica’s, St. Paul, and Holy Ghost. I don’t know if my mother knew any better or is she disliked those elitist schools. Tia Iday wasted no time enrolling me in first year high school in St. Theresa’s on D. Tuanzon, Quezon City. What a different world it was. There was order and discipline under the Belgian nuns, and there was quiet, which my young soul longed for. Philippine Normal on Taft Avenue was noisy and crowded, its campus a mere quadrangle surrounded by buildings. St. Theresa’s had wide open spaces dotted with mango, caimito, and coconut trees. The realization of what I had been missing kindled tiny flames of resentment within me. Plus, I had to catch up with my classmates especially in Reading Class. My mother was an extremely busy woman. She seemed to be in perpetual motion, her mouth leading the way wherever she went. In the car, she would recite the rosary interrupting herself frequently to harangue our driver. She brought me along to Quiapo Church, where she would shamelessly elbow her way through the crowd in order to get to the altar as though she were late for her appointment with God. She often walked on her knees along the center aisle as I waited restlessly at the back of the church. Tuesdays found her in St. Anthony’s Church in Singalong, where she would hear mass in her brown San Antonio ‘habit’ with a white cord around her waistline. Wednesdays was Baclaran day at the shrine of Our Mother of Perpetual Help. My father was not a practicing Catholic so it was my lot to respond to my mother’s rosaries in the car, and to nightly prayers at bedtime whenever she came home to find me still awake. Which was, fortunately, seldom. My father teased her about her religiosity, which he said was merely lip service because from those same lips emanated Visayan curses of Panulay! (devil imp) every three sentences or so, or whenever she saw something amiss in her D & E. When I got my period at age twelve, it was to my yaya Nila that I ran for help. This semiliterate yaya from Aklan who had a pock-marked face resulting from a smallpox affliction contracted in her youth, came to our household when I was five years old, and took care of my brother and me. She regaled us with fascinating stories of the kings and princesses (Doña Juana, Doña Maria, et al.) of our country’s colonial past which were handed down to her as a child by her own grandmother. But what enthralled me were her stories of the aswangs which peopled the provinces of Aklan and Capiz, though she tried to spare me the gorier tales so as not to frighten me. I would doze off to visit these fairy lands of yaya Nila’s colorful bedtime myths. Nila became our surrogate mother. So it was natural that I should turn to her in my distress at the sight of blood in my underwear. My mother did not have time to warn me about menstruation, or to discuss matters of a personal nature with me. I was so frightened that I cried and swore my yaya to secrecy; that is, not to tell my mother. She quickly brought me a whole fresh egg in the bathroom where I sat sobbing. Then she rubbed the egg over my face—so that I wouldn’t get pimples, she said. I was so upset that I pushed away her hand,
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205 sending the egg splattering on the tiled floor. I was not given any sanitary napkin to use. Instead, I had to make do with old panties which I would fold and tuck into the crotch of the panty I was wearing. I spent countless hours laundering these—the maids called it a pasador. Of course my mother learned about my menarche, for Nila whispered to her when she came home that night: “Dalaga na si Linda.” Yet I do not recall her consoling me about my condition. Nor did she bother to explain what it was all about. In school at St. Theresa’s, I walked with my legs close together, almost criss-crossing, to ensure that my heavy panty with its panty-pasador, would not slip down. Mercifully, after a few monthly episodes of this, I discovered the sanitary napkin which my classmates were using. I raged in silence at my mother for not having provided me with this most important feminine aid. I had boxes of Kotex bought with a vengeance and used the napkins profligately. But it took a few more months before I learned that there was such a thing as a sanitary belt to hold it in place. Finally it was time to go to college. I was interested in the Humanities. I had visions of becoming a writer or an artist. But my parents decreed otherwise. My mother asked, “How will you earn a living? Do you know how much writers are paid? You should be thankful we have a business that’s ready-made for you to take over. All you need to do is to learn its ropes!” Thus, before I knew it, my mother had asked one of our cashiers who was a U.P. graduate, Norma de Veyra Yap, to enroll me in the College of Home Economics of U.P. for a Nutrition course. This was the closest course to Restaurant Management at the time. The five chemistry courses I had to endure I have always blamed on my mother. I hated them so much that I flunked my Quantitative Chemistry, the last one I was required to take, and had to give up one summer’s vacation just to retake it. Nonetheless, I enjoyed my years in U.P.: the friends I made, the interesting boys I got to know, the plays I watched and participated in, the UPSCA, my glory days as ROTC sponsor, the thrill of winning the gold medal of the Circulo Cervantino in a Spanish declamation contest, etc. But it was tedious obtaining my mother’s permission to go to parties, for she would grill me like the schoolmarm she used to be, and in the end, withhold hr consent until my father’s intervention. I often ran to him for permission to go partying when I couldn’t get my way with my mother. He would say yes after a series of please and sige nas from me. I wasn’t my mother’s daughter for nothing. I often envied my friends their mothers to whom they confided their problems and from whom they sought advice. I just couldn’t open up to mine. I guess we weren’t friends, my mother and I. Yet she frequently told me to enjoy my youth. To show she meant it, she gave me lavish dance parties at the D & E on each of my birthdays from age sixteen to nineteen. She allowed me a wide berth for my extra-curricular activities as long as these were school-related. Though I didn’t have a big allowance for school and shopping, I could treat my friends to free meals at our restaurant. My allowance was comparable to what my friends got from their parents at the time, about P8.00 a week. What rankled was my lack of privacy. My parents’ only concern in those days was the business. The house was just a place to change clothes and sleep in. After they had sold their first home in Kamuning Road to Dr. Jesus Delgado and it had become part of the Delgado Clinic, my parents rented a house in South 12, now Scout Dr. Lazcano, parallel to A. Roces Avenue. But this house was rather old and not well-furnished, hence, not too presentable for me to entertain in. I didn’t enjoy having my friends visit me there. Later, they built living quarters behind the D & E Restaurant for us. But these only served as our bedrooms (there were three) with one common bathroom plus a small dining area outside. Meals were brought in from the D & E kitchen. There was no living room where I could receive guests. The space below served as a garage for our cars and service trucks and a bodega for the D & E. I was expected to receive my friends in one of the public rooms of the D & E Restaurant. Thus, all our waiters and my aunts and uncles who worked for us knew who was seeing me. I would get teased about my male callers. They would tell me whom they liked: “Boto ako sa kanya.” I hated it and longed to rebel. I lingered around the U.P. campus after school, meeting friends at the H.E. cafeteria or in the basement of the L.A. (Liberal Arts) building, or at the Little Quiapo. My girlfriends had homes where they could receive their friends and suitors. I lived in an aquarium. After my graduation from U.P. (B.S. in Home Economics, Major in Food and Nutrition), my parents decided I should go to Cornell University in Ithaca, New York to enter its famed Hotel School. My father forged my signature on a letter of application for admission. One April day in 1960, I received a phone call from a visiting American professor from Cornell asking me to see him for an interview and entrance test. I was bewildered. And then my father confessed that it was he who had filed the application for admission under my name. I said I would go along and take the test, but should I be accepted by Cornell, I would register in the College of Liberal Arts where I longed to be, having been previously foiled from doing so at U.P. My parents argued that I had to be practical. Who else would inherit the restaurant business they had worked so hard to build up, but my brother and me? So off I went to Cornell escorted by my proud parents. My mother bade me a teary farewell after helping me settle in my dorm. I did not cry along with her. I plodded through my year in the Hotel School just to please my parents. But I deliberately did not enroll in any Engineering course (five were required to graduate: Mechanical Drawing, Architecture, Electricity, Plumbing, Food Facilities Design) so as not to have to stay another year. Meanwhile, my mother wrote me sentimental letters asking me to write to her often. I tried to comply. Usually with a request for money, for Ithaca in upstate New York had temperatures below zero, and I needed a suitable winter wardrobe to keep me from freezing. After a year, I returned to Manila to a beautiful new home in the posh Blue Ridge subdivision overlooking Marikina Valley. At last, a house I could be proud to receive guests in, with the privacy I had yearned for. My parents
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206 surprised me with a large “welcome home” party will all my U.P. friends in attendance. A year later, I decided to marry Dr. Rebecco “Beck” Panlilio, an obstetrician-gynecologist who was my aunts’ physician and frequent customer of the D & E Restaurant. We had been introduced at the Raindrop Cocktail Lounge of the D & E by my uncle Goying (my father’s cousin) who served as bartender there. This was prior to my departure for Cornell, which coincided with his own departure for his post-graduate course in OB-Gyne at the University of Pennsylvania. He courted me by telephone and by mail, and twice took eight-hour bus rides to Ithaca from Philadelphia to visit me. My mother received the news with consternation. As a Visayan, she disliked the men of Central and Northern Luzon. It was a reprise of her situation when, at thirty, she had presented my Bulakeño father to her parents in Gandara, Samar, who told her in no uncertain terms that they would disown her if she married him. Visayans had a natural mistrust for the people of Luzon. She had to elope to marry my father. Now, she tried to dissuade me, saying that he was too old for me (he was twelve years older), and being a Pampango, would naturally dominate me. Besides, he was a doctor, so could he be of help to our business? After a year of marriage, during which my mother observed how I would often be home alone when Beck was called to attend to a patient in labor, she decided to convince him to try his hand at the restaurant business. She arranged for him to train under Arno Duchstein and Lourdes Labrador of the prestigious Army and Navy Club. Gratified that Beck had taken an interest in the business, she appointed him General Manager of the Sulo Restaurant when this opened in the Makati Commercial (now Ayala) Center. But though my mother was pleased that he had taken to the restaurant and was applying himself assiduously, she never seemed to have full confidence in his managerial ability. She would interfere by contravening or circumventing his orders and policies. I took flak from both of them, arguing in his behalf, and sometimes in hers when the circumstances, in my opinion, warranted my siding with her. But my husband demanded unswerving loyalty to himself, even when he erred. It was a terribly stressful time for me. I often wished I could run away and disappear. If I didn’t have young children to think about, I think I might have done so. The undercurrent of animosity between them increased with the passing years. As my mother became more powerful with the expansion of her empire, she became even more autocratic. She would go over the heads of our expatriate professional hotel general managers (of Philippine Village and Silahis International) giving direct orders to department heads. These foreign managers often complained to me about my mother’s interference which undermined their authority and resulted in confusion. Once again I had to play arbiter. I had frequent arguments with my mother, telling her to look at the bottom line of the financial statements rather than poke her fingers into the nitty-gritty of the hotel operations for which we were paying our expatriate staff high salaries in precious dollars to handle. But she just couldn’t help herself. She fretted constantly about the absence of food checkers and billing clerks long after these job descriptions had become redundant with the advent of computerized cash registers. She was forever suspecting the company purchasers of being on the take from suppliers, and insisted on putting her relatives in key positions to lessen the chances of graft. But my father said they were nonetheless ‘rela-thieves.’ They had frequent quarrels over his relatives and hers especially when one was caught stealing. I sounded like a broken record as I admonished my mother: “If you suspect a man, don’t employ him; if you employ him, don’t suspect him.” But she was simply born suspicious with a capital S. I’ll have to admit that sometimes she was uncannily correct. We once had to fire a German-American hotel manager whom my mother found to be receiving kickbacks from his hand-picked foreign suppliers. One of our biggest disagreements was over her withholding payment to suppliers whose cooperation I thought we should be valuing, and investing the funds, instead, in the money market. There were always lines of suppliers outside my mother’s office at the Philippine Village Hotel, pleading with her to release their checks. She hadn’t always been hard on them, but seeing how our own clients, the tour operators and travel agents, would withhold payments to us for up to 180 days when their own contractors from abroad had already paid them, she learned to play the game as well. It was very embarrassing, for even in social events, I would be accosted by a supplier who would tell me our account had grown to over 90 days and could I please help as she needed the money to replenish her stocks. My husband was sensitive about his good name and often complained to me that we were getting a reputation for being such slow payers. She just loved to see the hotel funds grow in the money market. She personally kept the placement certificates and canvassed the financial institutions daily for the highest interest rates. In my eyes, she was Mrs. Silas Marner. As the business grew more complex, my mother organized an Executive Committee upon our recommendation. My brother and I and my husband Beck wanted to have a say in the decision-making process over which my mother had exercised a monopoly. She had run her business on instinct or gut-feel which had served her well in the early years but which was no longer sufficient nor reliable as our enterprise became a conglomerate of hotels, restaurants, resorts, cafeterias, including an in-flight kitchen catering to foreign airlines, known collectively as the Sulo Group. We agreed that the majority decision would prevail. But though minutes were taken, she ignored these and continued to do as she pleased. When we argued that she was wrong and pointed out her mistakes, she would angrily retort: “I built this business and I can run it to the ground if I want to.” Because my mother had become a titan, we moved perpetually in her shadow. We did not get a chance to prove ourselves early on, to make it on our own, as she clung to her position of president and CEO of each of the companies in the Group until she was seventy-eight. My husband thought it wasn’t fair. I sympathized with him. Though her judgment had become flawed and she was having a hard time coping with the complexities of the business, especially when loans she had taken out fell due, she continued to hang on. Her innate tenacity and “stick-to-itiveness” which she considered
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207 the reason for her success, had become a liability, and she failed to realize it. She refused to retire despite my father’s constant prodding that she pass on the mantle of authority to us. She gave us bits and pieces, the trimmings, but kept the meatiest chunk of the tenderloin to herself. I resolved not to be like my mother. I would allow my children to choose their own career. My husband bribed them (we have two boys and two girls) to take up Medicine, promising a car, his office and shares in Makati Medical Center. But happily, they all chose to become hoteliers and real estate developers. I also decided to retire early and delegate my duties to my children as soon as they were capable of assuming responsibility. The years of serving as referee, shock absorber, and arbiter were taking their toll on me. I had become an ogre in the office, short-tempered with my two secretaries. I saw myself becoming like my mother who charged the room she walked into with her nervous energy. I longed to have peace to do my thing—whatever that should be, whenever I discovered it. And I did.
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Rica Bolipata-Santos



The Truth About Loss
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ane, not her real name, calls me on the phone. Her voice is frantic, although not shaky, and I berate myself for noticing this tiny detail rather than concentrating on her worry. It is 9 a.m. and the day seems too early and too promising to begin this way. My make-up is still fresh, my lipstick full on, my blush sits on the happy apples of my cheeks. Even the sun is still kind at this time. But Jane is in another world. Her first words are, “I don’t think I can do this anymore.” We’ve been friends for decades so I’m not sure which “this” she might be referring to. I have a couple of guesses though. “This” could refer to her job. We are in our forties and the shit we’re willing to take, dwindling, we summarized at the last slow dinner we had. Back then, we had laughed after we noticed that we actually had the time to have a proper dinner. When the children were small, all we could afford was a cup of coffee and a shared muffin or sandwich. I use the word afford for both time and money. And now finally, some peace time! There is room in our time and wallets for a soup, maybe a salad, a main course and a sinful dessert. We order two of those, of course. Life is too short, our new mantra. Again and again these past few months, we have both been attracted to just running away from the daily grind of our jobs. The humdrum, tedium, which seemed like such a balm at the height of child-rearing, now just a humdrum, tedium beat, meting out the same rhythm, emphasizing all our frustrations. I guess at the height of raising children, our jobs offered a kind of steadiness that was so necessary. Now we are filled with thoughts of wanting more. Of course, we’re not quite sure what more means at this point. Suburban, middle-class life has its milestones: the first condo, the first child, the second child, the starter home, the smaller home in the province, the garden, the small fountain in the garden, the sedan, then the van. All these “things” merely a metaphor that perhaps we are actually moving in space and time with actual thought and intent. Progress, I think, is what it is called. And so we dream. In those quick coffees from before, our dreams were ridiculously small. We would plan for trips to the spa, or a day trip to Tagaytay, or look for that amazing buko pie place along Calamba whose name Jane could no longer remember but knew for sure she would find. We wanted to visit Ugu Bigyan’s pottery haven and we wanted to check out the sea in Batangas. It seemed like everyone had been to Batangas but us. “We should really go to Batangas.” “There’s always Batangas.” “Can we surf in Batangas?” It became a joke, the one thing either of us could say in the middle of a cryfest to make us laugh. It was the constant refrain to all our woes. We’d sit in a hundred coffee shops and these would be enough to just dream about. Now we dream of making an organic farm of vegetables, or of setting up a community-based livelihood (we’re never quite specific actually) in the middle of this tiny land I own nestled between mountains. It feels as if Jane and I can set up anywhere, because anywhere we are is where we would rather be, at the time. We’d end these reveries, get into our cars and I knew the sadness that the game had ended was greater for her than it was for me. My second guess is that “this” refers to her husband. Jane had married late, and sometime in her tenth year realized that she had married out of sheer panic more than out of love. She had not yet learned that one could possibly not ever marry. Bored with him, unhappy with the way she was with him, she was running out of reasons to actually stay. Our conversations would turn philosophical at this point. Where was the greater mercy, to stay out of pity or to leave because one deserved to be loved truly and not out of pity? What would be harder for the children, to watch two people grow old together out of duty or to watch their parents bloom but separately? Love, pity, bloom, grow, die, wither. Who knows the answer to such gray matters? When we made our 10 Top Things To Do at 40, I realized that I did not want for much. I wanted a new computer (how corny is that) but I also wanted to try to study abroad or apply for a writing grant away from home. I also put “have a diamond peel” after I noted the beginnings of wrinkles on my face. I wanted to take re-trips, meaning trips to places I had been to before but wanted to revisit. Something about growing old makes me want to repeat more than to try something for the first time, maybe. But I had no great desires to conquer my body, or threaten my safe world, or ○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



RICA BOLIPATA-SANTOS teaches at the Department of English at the Ateneo de Manila. She is also consultant for Sa Aklat Sisikat Foundation and is the Executive Director for the Ateneo Library of Women’s Writings (ALIWW). She is a columnist at the Philippine Star and has published essays in various publications. She has won a Free Press Literary Award, as well as the 2007 Madrigal-Gonzalez Best First Book Award for Love, Sesire, Marriage: Reflections of a Young Wife.
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209 force me to do things that only happen in movies. Jane had other plans and I knew they were half-meant. She placed her face in both her palms and said, “Have a brief affair and run away. Make sure you write that down.” We of course laughed the half-truth away and swept it under the table to join the crumbs of our dessert. Perhaps her “this” referred to the difficulty of raising children who are now grown-up. More than once she has wondered if other cultures got it right more. Maybe children should leave the home when they turn 18. The past few months Jane had just been in and out of arguments regarding, school, jobs, responsibilities, commitments, being trustworthy. She would tell me how in the middle of an argument she would remember how her little boy adored her and how her little girl only wanted to sit on her lap. “Now I live in Serbia” is her constant refrain. When she says this I always, always hold her hand and tell her that conflict is par for the course. The goal is for both child and parent to see that everyone is on the same side. “I’ve packed,” she says. I am quiet because I can tell no coffee, or dessert, or time will have any bearing on what has been brewing. She settles into a long list of to-dos for me. I nod although she can’t see me. I find it funny (yet again) that even when women run away, they leave a list so that things continue to run smoothly. In fiction, men just pack up and go. There’s a silence between us and I’m wondering if she’s crying and yet I know she is not. She says, “Rica, how does it happen that the things that used to make us happy no longer do the trick?” I want to be smart and all witty and say “maybe the trick is not to look for happiness.” But if she were to ask me what the trick is, I wouldn’t know either. Instead I say, “Where are you going?” “Batangas,” Jane says, “to finally see for myself what the sea looks like there.”
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n 1965, the critic Leonidas Benesa complained that when he was asked to prepare a paper on the Filipino novel in English from 1941 to 1962, he had to spend the greater part of the five weeks given him on “a frantic expedition that looked more archaeological than historico-literary” (Benesa, 53-54). In the end, he had come up with only eleven novels published during those twenty-one years—half a novel per year. Today, if someone were to construct a list of the novels in English published during the last two decades, he would come up with at least sixty titles—roughly three novels per year. Contrary to the gloomy predictions of the militant student-led movements of the late sixties, Philippine fiction in English has not merely survived; it appears to have thrived. Philippine fiction written in English belongs to a long and rich narrative tradition of literary works in several languages. The novel in the Philippines was modeled after Western prototypes, but its roots lie deep in native soil. There is a tradition of local narratives—oral epics, ballads, tales, and other folk materials—to which were later added other narrative types introduced by the Spaniards, including metrical romances (corridos), saints’ lives, fables, parables, and folk epics (pasyons). The novel in the Philippines developed by combining elements from these different traditions, producing such noted works as Florante at Laura by Francisco Baltazar or Balagtas (1788-1862) and ultimately leading to Jose Rizal (1861-96), whose novels Noli Me Tangere (1887) and El Filibusterismo (1891) were the first works of realistic fiction produced by a Filipino. They are the work of a man steeped in both his native traditional literature and the major European literatures. By the 1920s English was firmly established as a medium of both education and literary expression. Nonetheless, the early novels in English are not appreciably different from their predecessors in Spanish and Tagalog. For instance, the first Philippine novel in English, A Child of Sorrow (1921) by Zoilo Galang (1895-1959), is a simplistic and melodramatic story of thwarted love—in essence, a Tagalog novel written in English. On the other hand, The Filipino Rebel (1927) by Maximo Kalaw (1891-1955) is a historical novel about the American conquest of the islands and the establishment of the new colonial regime, very much in the tradition of Rizal, though far less successful. With N.V.M Gonzalez’s Winds of April (1940) “the Filipino novel takes on a definite qualitative change, manifesting the stylistic and thematic traits that have been taken to be distinctive of the English branch of Philippine fiction” (Mojares, 345). In the 1950s and early 1960s, the intellectual milieu of the urban, university-educated English writer in the Philippines became even more sophisticated and cosmopolitan. Foremost among the postwar novelists are Bienvenido Santos (1911-96), N.V.M Gonzalez (1915-99), and Nick Joaquin (b. 1917). These three offer an interesting study in the different directions which the Philippine novel in English has taken: Joaquin’s language borrows the cadences and the exuberance of Spanish; Gonzalez’s deliberately attempts to capture the syntax and rhythms of the local languages; Santos’s comes closest to American English. Joaquin’s novel The Woman Who Had Two Navels (1961) is an impressive achievement, both for its dazzling use of English and for its mastery of narrative technique in rendering the search for a national identity. Cave and Shadows (1983) is structured like a mystery thriller, yet it explores the same theme, drawing on a rich store of myth and legend but locating the action in the thick of contemporary events and using a middle-class intellectual as protagonist. Joaquin’s style has been described as “tropical baroque,” a reference as much to his choice of unusual protagonists in rather melodramatic situations as to his prose. Gonzalez’s novel The Bamboo Dancers (1959) draws on the author’s urban experiences, and on his expatriate years. His earlier Season of Grace (1956), on the other hand, drew on his earlier life in the province of Romblon and Mindoro, bending English to the shape and sense of the language of the Visayan peasant with admirable simplicity and economy. Santos’s earlier novels—Villa Magdalena (1965), about a decaying family and class differences; The Volcano (1965), about Philippine-American relations; and The Praying Man (1982), about corruption in high places—are set in the Philippines, but his two later novels The Man Who (Thought He) Looked Like Robert Taylor (1983) and What For You Left Your Heart in San Francisco (1987) are deeply moving portraits of “wounded men,” Filipinos in America. It is in these two novels that his distinctive use of the English language is most obvious: his choice of idioms, the clipped, brisk pace, the consistent understatement. Perhaps the most important woman novelist of the postwar period is Kerima Polotan. The Hand of the Enemy (1962), the story of a woman’s search for love, but a search solidly grounded in contemporary social and political realities (including a sakdalista movement in Pangasinan), has been lavishly praised for its impeccable handling of English, an
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211 elegance perhaps matched only by Gregorio Brillantes and Gilda Cordero Fernando, younger fiction writers who have not produced full-length novels. Edith Tiempo, named National Artist only in 1999, is best studied through her poetry. Still, her novels—A Blade of Fern (1979), His Native Coast (1979), The Alien Corn (1991), and One, Tilting Leaves (1995)—are interesting in that they focus on a different Philippines—the provincial towns and cities, the world of loggers, miners, small-town academics—and in that they are told in a rather quaint, almost mannerist English, the effect perhaps of the relative isolation of Silliman University, where she is based. THE CONTEMPORARY NOVEL IN ENGLISH Most contemporary Philippine novels are historical novels. In these, history does not merely provide the setting, but enters into the motivation of the characters, propels the plot. The characters are political beings; their conflicts are engendered by political events. I would even claim that the real protagonist here is the nation itself, and the real conflict its desperate struggle for survival. This, it seems to me, is the most important change in the last two decades. This tradition of writing has always existed in the Filipino novel in all languages. But, while it may not have been the dominant trend in the Filipino novel in English in the past, of late it clearly has been so. Contemporary novelists have all gone beyond the recording of their protagonists’ personal conflicts to focus on the larger problems plaguing the nation. The protagonists of many of these novels are in many ways reincarnations of Rizal’s Crisostomo Ibarra, perhaps an indication of both the enduring power of Rizal on the imagination of Filipino middle-class writers and the inescapable aftermath of the historical situation that gave rise to his novels. Here then, over and over again, is the middle-class intellectual, unable to escape his or her roots, determined to save his or her country, thwarted both by the sinister power of the enemy (in some cases still the colonial master of old, in others his surrogate) and by the tragic flaw in his or her own character, which often is indecision. In their attempt to (re)write the story, contemporary Filipino novelists have appropriated a number of different strategies, ranging from those of conventional realistic fiction (as in Jose Y. Dalisay’s Killing Time in a Warm Place, Renato Madrid’s Devil Wings, Carlos Cortes’s Longitude, and the novels of Edilberto Tiempo, F. Sionil Jose, and Antonio Enriquez), to those associated with marvelous realism and postmodernism (as in Eric Gamalinda’s Confessions of a Volcano and Empire of Memory and Alfred Yuson’s Great Philippine Jungle Energy Cafe). They explore Philippine mythical material, an important part of the work of retrieval, of reconstruction, of the retelling of the story (as in Erwin Castillo’s Firewalkers and Cecilia Manguera Brainard’s Song of Yvonne). They employ such postmodern techniques as the collage, a variety of language registers, discontinuity of narration, et cetera, to depict the fragmentations and carnivalesque quality of modern Philippine life (as in Gina Apostol’s Bibliolepsy and Alfred Yuson’s Voyeurs and Savages). And, though some of the novels end on an ambiguous note, with the protagonist still trapped in indecision, most—including the one comic novel in the group, The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Cafe—finish on a note of affirmation. A few novels actually conclude with a statement of what the author perceives as the role the writer must play within the postcolonial context. And what is that role? The writer must protest; he must resist his own alienation, his own marginalisation, for s/he is the conscience of his race. And the writer must remember, for s/he is its memory. Thus, these novels are steps toward retrieving the nation’s fragmented past and making it whole, rewriting the story written by the conquerors so that we, the conquered, and our descendants might know it and be healed. Through imaginative reconstruction, our novelists have undertaken the reexamination and reinterpretation of our long, complex colonial history, as well as our more recent history under the Marcos dictatorship. In this they are simply being absolutely true to tradition. THE FUTURE It should be mentioned that many of the contemporary Philippine writers in English are expatriates, like Villa, Bulosan, and Santos, and like Rizal and his comrades before them. Some of this new generation of expatriate writers have partly penetrated the mainstream in the USA, among them Jessica Hagedorn and Bino Realuyo. Unlike the Bulosan generation, however, they are not writing American immigrant novels. Many are writing historical Philippine novels, something which Oscar V. Campomanes sees as a strategy for making themselves “visible,” a means of coping with their exile that is different from that taken by the first generation of expatriate writers (Campomanes, 163-65). I see this as a significant trend—namely, the increasing importance of the diaspora—in Philippine literature. The attention given to ethnic American studies and minority discourse in universities in the U.S. has opened a window for Asian-American writers. On the one hand, it has created an audience for ethnic American literature, including Asian American literature; on the other hand, it has stimulated U.S.-born Filipino-American writers to return to the Philippines in search of their roots. Among the Fil-Am fiction writers now published in the U.S. are: Ninotchka Rosca with State of War (1998) and Twice Blessed (1999), Jessica Hagedorn with Dogeaters (1990), Cecilia Manguera Brainard with When the Rainbow Goddess Wept (1995), Arlene Chai with The Last Time I Saw Mother (1995) and Eating Fire and Drinking Water (1997), Michele Skinner with Mango Seasons (1996), Rinehart Zamora Linmark with Rolling the R’s (1995), Peter Bacho with Cebu (1991), Bino Realuyo with Umbrella Country (1999), and the short-story writers Marianne Villanueva, Evalina Galang, and Eric Gamalinda. In Philippine classrooms, students will sometimes raise the issue of why these writers are being taught in Philippine literature courses, when in fact they are now Americans. My response has always been that I do not see the difference between them and Jose Garcia Villa, Carlos Bulosan, and Bienvenido Santos. There was never any objection raised to teaching those authors as Filipino writers. The diaspora is an aspect of the Philippine reality which cannot be
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212 ignored. A more important question might be: will we cease to regard these newer authors as “Filipino” when they switch to America as subject and theme, as indeed Jessica Hagedorn has done in The Gangster of Love (1996)? Another trend in the new millennium will be the growing importance of the Internet. Access to cyberspace has already made possible the forging of stronger ties between Filipino and Filipino-American writers. Naturally, this is both a plus and a minus. On the one hand, we can today, more than ever, speak of belonging to a community of writers. Writers based both in the Philippines and in the U.S. and other countries are in direct personal contact through e-mail and contribute to Internet magazines such as Likhaan on Line, hosted by the University of the Philippines Creative Writing Center, and Legmanila, hosted by a group of young UP professors, as well as to other electronic ‘zines hosted by Filipinos living in different countries. On the other hand, these close connections could have the result of alienating Philippine writing in English even farther from Philippine writing in Filipino and the other Philippine languages; for of course, it is the writer in English who is likely to be most drawn to the Internet, since the overwhelming majority of the material there is in English. The fact that the Net is interactive adds yet another dimension, and now we are able to download novels from the Internet. All this, and other as yet unforeseeable developments, will inevitably affect the type of novels being written. Already computer games, e-mail, and the concept of virtual reality have entered into fiction, affecting not just subject matter but narrative strategy as well. Yuson’s Voyeurs and Savages, for example, combines actual e-mail messages from people like Eric Gamalinda, Rowena Torrevillas, Evalina Galang, and Eileen Tabios with newspaper clippings and other texts along with a straightforward—albeit fragmented—narrative. Fragmentation and collage are also characteristics of Bibliolepsy and Rolling the R’s. In the future, we will perhaps see serial novels on the Internet, or novels on CD, which will be regularly revised and updated, or interactive novels, or a new type of graphic novel produced completely by the writers themselves working with computer graphics and scanners. According to Jose Y. Dalisay Jr., we have now achieved “a degree of performance and sophistication that we can rightly be proud of, wherever our aesthetic, philosophical or ideological preferences may incline” (Dalisay, 145). Though he was speaking of the Philippine short story, I think his assertions may be made of the novel in English as well. Describing the younger generation of Philippine fiction writers, he says they are “generally well-schooled, well-read, and welltravelled, which lends their work a certain consciousness of form, a deliberation of design” (Dalisay, 150). Their chosen issues tend to be those of gender and sexuality, the environment, cultural identity, and individual freedom. They have material aplenty, but seemingly no single, defining experience, in the way the War or the First Quarter Storm was for their predecessors. ... Their response to aggravation is rarely anger, but irony and wit, perhaps withdrawal. ... They possess a deftness of language that comes not only from reading, but also from speaking and listening to the language all the time; it is an English inflected with the resonances and accents of pop culture, the internet, the stock market, and yet also of that home in the province that no one ever quite leaves behind. (Dalisay, 151) Realism remains the dominant style, but many writers are experimenting with marvelous realism, science fiction, the comic book, horror, parody, and other forms of metafiction. One result is a blurring of the boundaries between fiction and nonfiction, between fiction and drama. The writers no longer seem to feel bound to defend their choice of English. After all, many of them are bilingual. “Indeed, we are witnessing the continuing de-Americanisation of English, its appropriation by Filipino writers for Filipino subjects and purposes” (Dalisay, 151). It is not unlikely that in the future some novels will be written not in just one language but in two or three, a reflection of the way most Filipinos experience the world. Quite possibly, the language of narration might be a form of “standard English” (I enclose the term in quotation marks to underline the fact that it is problematic), but the dialogue, and even the characters’ thoughts, may well be rendered in a mixture of Taglish, Engalog, Cebuano, Iluko, swardspeak, colegialaspeak, El-Shadai-speak, et cetera, as demanded by the character. CONCLUSION Is it true that Philippine literature in general is enjoying a kind of “golden age”? Well, that may be too grandiose a claim. But if one is to judge by the publishing scene, which has never been so vigorous, or by the appearance of bookstores which not only carry Philippine literary titles but often carry only Philippine literary titles, or by the number of literary contests or, particularly, the proliferation of creative-writing workshops and courses both inside and outside academe, and lately even of creative-writing centers, the answer would have to be that it is not doing badly at all. And what of its audience? Is there a larger audience now for Philippine literature? Paradoxically, the answer to this question would have to be “Just a little, not much.” This is to be regretted, of course, but it has its advantages. Since very few writers in English are dependent on their writing for a living, they are, in a rather paradoxical way, free—free to write in any way they please, free to be as outrageous, as innovative, as daring as they choose to be. This ensures that, although the audience for their works may not be growing as fast as one would wish it, the literature itself is in constant flux. It is growing, changing, transforming. We can only hope that, in one of its transformations, it will find, finally, that it is speaking to and for not just a faithful band of literati but a mass audience as well. REFERENCES Benesa, Leonidas V. “The Filipino Novel from 1941-1962.” In Literature at the Crossroads. Manila. Florentino. 1965. Campomanes, Oscar. “Filipinos in the United States and Their Literature of Exile.” In Discrepant Histories. Vincent Rafael, ed. Pasig, Phil. Anvil. 1995. Dalisay, Jose Y. Jr. “The Filipino Short Story in English: An Update for the ‘90s.” In Likhaan Anthology of Philippine Literature in
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English Lessons Towards the Asthetics of the Contemporary Novel in English This essay deals with the contemporary Filipino novel in English, as represented by the following: Nick Joaquin, Cave and Shadows; Bienvenido Santos, The Man Who Thought He Looked Like Robert Taylor; Ninotchka Rosca, State of War; Alfred Yuson, The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Café; Linda Ty-Casper, Awaiting Trespass; Jessica Hagedorn, Dogeaters; Eric Gamalinda, Confessions of a Volcano; Cecilia Manguerra Brainard, The Song of Yvonne; Lina Espina-Moore, The Honey, the Locust; Edith Tiempo, The Alien Corn; Jose Dalisay, Killing Time in a Warm Place; Erwin Castillo, Firewalkers; F. Sionil Jose, Viajero; and Antonio Enriquez, The Living and The Dead. The study aims to provide a starting point for describing the aesthetics of the contemporary Filipino novel in English, as seen in the characteristics common among the works listed above. It proceeds from a rather formalist way of reading the novels, focusing on what they say and how they say it. It, however, also relies on what the novelists, as well as critics, have said about these novels and about writing. Since this is a preliminary study, I will focus on a common characteristic that I find in the novels. I will then speculate on why there is such a common characteristic, pursue some of the implications of these reasons, and see what all these may say about the aesthetics of the contemporary Filipino novel in English. A COMMON CHARACTERISTIC I suppose I must not be surprised that a common characteristic I see in these novels is found in Tagalog novels as well. After all, it has been said that, “The uncertainty regarding the exact source of the influences which determined the form of the novel in English does not, however, detract from the fact that it belongs to the convention of the Tagalog novel.”1 In her pioneering work on the Tagalog novel, Soledad Reyes observes that the Tagalog novel aims to provide lessons: ... taglay ng nobela ang layuning magbigay ng mga aral, isang katangian na naguugat sa tradisyongdidaktiko. Ang nobela bilang salamin ng buhay na maaaring mapagkunan ng mga pang-araw-araw na panuntunan ang kaisipang paulit-ulit na binibigyang-diin ng mga nobelista.2 The novels I deal with now, in fact, exhibit a quality that Venus Salangsang lists among those found in Filipino literature: “The principle of didacticism in art, either in a moralistic or nationalistic way. This was effectively used by Balagtas, Rizal and the other propaganda or revolutionary writers.”3 “Any work of literature which sets out to instruct is didactic.”4 The novels this paper studies instruct by stating, implicitly and explicitly, what they mean. The names of the characters in many of the novels immediately suggest what they, the characters as well as the novels themselves, symbolize. Moreover, at a certain point—sometimes in the beginning, usually at the end—each novel states its message. All the novels under study are rather didactic in a nationalistic way. Each one, after all, is set against crucial events in the history of the Philippines. One can consider the novels fictionalized chronicles—some more fiction than fact, others more fact than fiction—of Philippine history. And the historical events are not mere backdrops; they, in fact, shape the lives of the novels’ characters. Ultimately, what each novel means to say always has something to do with being Filipino. ALIENATION Some novels focus on alienation from other Filipinos. Their characters are Filipino or half-Filipino immigrants, exiles, or visitors in other countries, or, for one reason or another, strangers even in the Philippines. ○
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215 Solomon King, a.k.a. Sol, the main character of Robert Taylor, is a soltero and a Filipino oldtimer in the United States. He feels alone, not just because he is single, but also because he lives, as an American citizen, among strangers in a land that remains foreign to him: He had known what it meant to be hungry, without a cent in his pocket and forced to take dangerous and filthy jobs. And nobody need remind him that he was practically alone in the world. He knew. It was the painful truth: he was truly alone. He had no more friends and relatives in the Philippines. It had been such a long time.5 He is much more comfortable with people like him, people longing for their homeland: Honore Street on which he lived was part of an extensive area covering several blocks of a Polish colony where, as far as he knew, he was the only Filipino... He went from one apartment to another but somehow, he never went outside the Polish colony. Sol liked the Polish people, their sweetness, their fatness. They were all like first class hogs, that’s how he used to think of them, no insult intended, but it was their sweetness that held him. Like him, they were always talking about home, of the old country, and like him, they were making no move to return.6 The novel follows Sol as he encounters others like him: Filipino-Americans who remain strangers, even strange, in their new land. The novel directly brings home this point, in fact, with the story of Noli (a name that, of course, recalls Rizal’s first novel)—a Filipino who “excels” in America, promoting the Duncan Yo-Yo (supposedly originally a Filipino game) in a drugstore, because of his “lack of height”: “I really felt like a monkey,” he confided to Sol, “and I was afraid I was beginning to look like one and thinking like one. One day I saw some children carrying small paper bags and I thought they were going to feed me peanuts. I was getting crazy. Perhaps I was, already.7 This obviously alludes to the American ditty that goes, “Oh, the monkeys have no tails in Zamboanga...” In the novel’s final chapter, Sol, after traveling across America and meeting other lonely oldtimers like him, dreams of his father and mother rising from their graves. This dream sums up the novel’s theme. His mother gives him a candy bar from Luz, the woman Sol left behind, the light of his life: “She has been keeping it since liberation when a G.I. Joe gave it to her. She asked me to give it to you, saying, ‘To sweeten his way.’ Those were her exact words.” This is how the novel ends. In Killing Time in a Warm Place, Noel Bulaong, after abandoning the cause for national liberation—a cause for which he, at one point, sacrificed his freedom—settles in America, his former enemy. After five winters, his father’s death summons him back to the Philippines. He recollects his life on the flight back home—his idyllic childhood in Kangleong, his romance with the “underground,” his incarceration in Manila, his selling-out to the establishment, his success in the United States. In the end, he says, “I wonder if I’ve seen the last snow of my life; not that I would mind….”8 The last paragraph of the novel points towards a possible, even if somehow tentative, homecoming: Now I shall bury my own flesh in Kangleong, beneath the coconuts and the kapok and the narrow orbit of the bats. Perhaps I’ll read, over his grave, an appropri ate psalm: “Let my tongue be silenced, if ever I forget.” But I have yet to truly find religion, unless it’s in the telling of the sin. Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.9 Surely, “Father” refers not only to Noel’s father or God, but also to his Fatherland. Daniel, a journalist in Confessions of a Volcano, grabs a grant to write in Japan to escape post-EDSA 1986 Manila, where he feels like a stranger in his own land. But in Japan, he gets involved with Filipino overseas workers, including Japayukis, and their Japanese lovers, friends and foes. On his first week in Tokyo, he spots a Filipina on a train, and realizes his own longing for home: But somehow he felt drawn to this unusual encounter; or, more to the point, it was unusual that a stranger on the train should choose him to effect an easy escape from—what? Her own loneliness, because that was how she struck him: proverbial lonely alien in a cold, antiseptic city, looking for the first stranger who could speak her language, tell her about home, et cetera. 10 He eventually returns to the Philippines where, as he writes to a Japanese friend: For the umpteenth time in my life I feel I have run into a cul-de-sac, I am going nowhere and, this is dead end. I nurse my self-pity like a found puppy, tucking it into the flaps of my coat. I spend most of my time in third-rate theaters along the Avenida Rizal, staying for entire afternoons in the smelly, smoky halls where the characters on the screen are huge as God and twice as colorful. Alone, distanced from everybody else by the darkness, I find the world more predictable and comforting, moving along a preordained mystery.11
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216 He talks about an attraction to suicide, but in the end, he says the novel’s point, which, even as it proceeds from an alienation set against national concerns, is a rather universal statement about the human condition: I sit back and wait for things to happen, and keep from howling. But sometimes I like to think we choose to go on living not because we are too drained even to bother killing ourselves, but because of some obstinate, burning instinct for hope. And always I am afraid I will be proven wrong.12 The Alien Corn is set in the Philippines and in the United States, from the Ninoy Aquino assassination until the Cory Aquino presidency. The predicament of Ruth Stanley Aragon-Sandiego, who has an American mother and a Filipino father, is captured in a paragraph near the novel’s end: With the remembered picture came the memory of her [Ruth’s] solitariness there [Dumaguete] before Sandy [Ruth’s Filipino husband] walked into her life again, and more than even that, her deeperrooted essential solitariness before she found her identity in the disarming ambiguity of her father’s people—artless and yet canny, strapped and yet free, driven both to murder and create in a confused and beleaguered land. And she knew that whatever befell Sandy henceforth, any condemnation should be meted in context, in the large framework where the equivocal roles of the victims and the evildoers, the avengers and the unwitting martyrs often overlapped and converged.13 In the end Ruth rather blatantly declares the need to make peace with her husband, as well as with his, her father’s, and her own fellow Filipinos: As in the living room of her grandparents last night, she imagined how this room could constrict into a world populated by just the two of them, but as with that other room, this one also imposed the wonder of an enlargement upon itself, the walls distending from the silent explosion of his guilt, and his contrition, its paroxysm and tiredness, bringing them out of their constricting cell. Now they belonged where wrong and wrongdoing were not strange and where no one felt exposed, because oakedness and unmasking were the necessary acts. “Ruth, are you coming with me to see them?” “Of course. We do not come with furtiveness, nor to persuade with justifications, nor to flounder out of any argument. We come with the truth, Sandy, and whatever happens now, it would be good for us, once more to be all of us together.”14 Jack Henson in Caves and Shadows comes from Davao to Manila, two years before Marcos declares martial rule, to help figure out a mysterious death. He feels like a stranger as he walks the streets of Manila again: Carried along in the crush, he was in no position for nostalgia [sic] who should have been in the mood for it, for here he was, a Manileño born and bred, treading the ground of his city for the first time in twenty years (he was forty-two). He glanced around for landmarks but, aside from the cinemas, all still in place, could recognize only the hotel towers of the Great Eastern and the Avenue. He wondered if round the corner on Ronquillo the Palace was still across the street from the old noodle joint Where you went for Chinese snacks after vaudeville at the Palace. When he left here on the honeymoon he had never come back from, the 1950s had started, the cumbanchero era Was peaking. There had since been rock and twist and discotheque while he blackened on an island off Davao, raising rubber, culturing pearls. Now he turned away from the smell of coffee, repelled from the cafe he had paused at by the a-go-go howling of its jukebox.15 Henson gets caught in a web of intrigues and machinations, and confronts Philippine legends, history, religion and politics. In the end, however, he remains clearly estranged, especially from the past: ... Going, going, gone. As the taxi carried him down the driveway he felt himself being carried away from all the monuments of the past. But why should they be past and why should he be carried away if he chose not to be? Not all the monuments had vanished. 16 His loneliness is explicitly stated in the novel’s last sentences: Alone to his taxi descended Jack Henson, leaving the great house called La Alejandria for the last time, resigned to a final departure from the past. Maybe being prized as a monument was not Monica’s trip? That night he flew back to Davao, a lonely man.17 Alberto, in The Living and the Dead, also returns to his birthplace in the beginning of the novel; the first
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217 paragraph hints at his alienation from his roots, as well as the alienation of Mindanao from the political center of the Philippines: It is Friday morning. Alberto is back in Zamboanga, and it has taken less than three hours on a DC3 aeroplane, an old warrior-aeroplane of Second World War vintage converted into a commercial aeroplane. Not many years in the future a jet will make the flight in a few minutes, but then they will cut off direct flights to Zamboanga from Cotobato and redirect them to either Davao or Cebu for extra flights make more money for the airline, a government monopoly, which senators and cabinet members will make into their own private milking cow, driving it to bankruptcy. As a result, it will take half a day more and add flight mileage nearly equal to a direct flight to Manila, which is twice as far, to make the air trip that way. But there are no jet flights yet, and Alberto is not thinking of this. What he is thinking is: “Well, who would believe me if I were to tell them that in less than three hours I’ve been transported from a primitive and savage land [Cotobato] to a civilized modern Christian city of the South [Zamboanga].”18 Alberto, then, becomes involved again in his family’s affairs: its connection to history, justice and honor through generations, economic and political power, domestic squabbles. His family is a virtual microcosm of the Filipino nation; Zamboanga, of the Philippines. Alberto, however, cannot find his place in the scheme of things, not even within his immediate family. The final dramatic scene, when Alberto tries to do what he thinks he must for his family and its place in national history, clearly shows the tragedy of being alone, being alienated: Quickly, Alberto looks around him. He searches for his father, mother, or any of his cousins, to talk to. But there is no one nearby to console him, speak with, in order to divert the mourners’ attention from the bizarre scene as well as from himself. Blinking away the dewy tears on his eyelashes, a blur of a face comes in view and, horror of horrors, belongs to his Aunt Clara. “No, no Tia Clara,” he manages to say, “I didn’t ... nuay yo pensa que...” but his voice fails him; there is no sound coming from his lips, and briefly a blur once again appears before his eyes. “I would not do anything to spoil Papalolo’s funeral, es verdad. I, I was just trying to bring back the past, the legend he himself built by his own daring and bravado...” There where he stands the words seem empty, hollow; no meaning or import do they conjure. Meanwhile, for something to do he brushes off the dust and dirt on his cheeks, arms, and shirt: an impersonal act as if his limbs and body are not part of him. He feels as feels every lonely man who, despite people or kinfolk around him, has found unmerited suffering and loneliness. Then, with little else but grief, he walks off farther down the street.19 COMMUNITY The other novels, on the other hand, affirm a sense of community—being one with one’s countrymen, with one’s Philippines—and suggest that the bond is all the more strengthened by speaking about it; by writing about the community, the nation. Of these novels, Viajero is probably the most didactic. The hero’s name instantly shows this: Salvador de la Raza, savior of the race. His memoirs are discovered and foreworded by a Philippine Armed Forces colonel named Simplicio Verdad (the “simple” truth), Ph. D., who writes: First let me make this clear—we had never intended to kill Salvador de la Raza or even imprison him. That would have been not just terribly unnecessary but a great waste. Alive he was very important to me personally—a man of such prodigious knowledge is a gift not just to the rebels but to the nation... I knew from the very start that I was dealing with a most formidable intellect, not only highly honed in academe but urbane as well... He was also highly motivated—this much was obvious in the fact that he had returned to a country wracked by poverty and disunity when he could have easily stayed away. We would have been happiest to have him on our side, a man so committed to ends that demand the ultimate sacrifice.20 As the title proclaims, the novel travels through the whole of recorded Philippine history—the Chinese in the islands before they were called Filipinas; Magellan and his fellow conquistadores as well as the galleon wheelers and dealers; the American colonizers and the Japanese invaders; the independent republic and the New Society; the activist movement and the struggle for national liberation; EDSA and its aftermath; the plight of Filipino overseas workers; practically everything and anything about the Philippines from Paxbangon, the Ulo of Daya, to Nora Armor, the superstar. Salvador de la Raza is, of course, the main viajero—literally and figuratively—in search of the Filipino identity. He writes of his memoirs: To whom is this worked (sic) addressed but to my countrymen so that they will share with me my long and tedious journey in search—oh, such a dreary cliche!—of my beginnings....
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218 All over the world, in airports and bus stations, in shopping malls and under the garish lights of entertainment marquees, I have seen the faces of my countrymen—solemn, sullen, steadfast, stricken with pathos—men and women who have come from the sulky recesses of the provinces, from the slums of Manila and the smug comfort of middle-class neighborhoods. They are everywhere, I am now sure, even in the glacial isolation of the arctic, the pitiless deserts of the Middle East, the raging seas of the North Atlantic. Ah, my countrymen, dislodged from the warmth of their homes, to make a living no matter how perilous and demeaning, to strike out in alien geographies and eke from there with their sweat and their cunning what they can. I have seen them lambasted in foreign newspapers, ridiculed, and debased by those who do not know how it is to be Filipino, how it is to travel everywhere and yet hold ever precious and lasting this memory, stretching across mountains and oceans, of my unhappy country. This is my story, it is also theirs—and maybe yours.21 And as if this were not enough, the novel ends with Salvador de la Raza back in the forest, with native Filipinos, as lie preaches quite clearly, albeit somehow self-contradictorily, what someone who wishes to save his race must do: All history is a lie—how could have (sic) I missed this! There is so much that is not in the books, documents, frayed or well-preserved though they may be. Their lives are not described in these at all— Vladimir, Anita, the helmsmen of yore, and now, those thousands in the dessert (sic), those maids strewn wantonly all over the world; it is they who have supported all these years the profligacy of the rich, the creaky functions of government. I can see them so clearly, the dead soldiers in the trenches felled by American guns; they are barefoot because they are farmers. Who will tell their story, recognize their ultimate devotion to Filipinas? And here, around me, are the great grandchildren of the same farmers, burdened with the sustenance of the Filipino dream.... It is they who will redeem Filipinas, bestow on her the honor that was squandercd, the future that was betrayed by the demons of colonialism and the cupidity of her own native sons. All this is now here, engraved not just in my mind but in the record, incomplete though it may be, their forbearance.22 As the first paragraph of State of War reveals the novel’s setting, it also recalls how El Filibusterismo begins and immediately suggests what the novel is about: Twelve hours after sailing from Manila, the ship dropped anchor three miles off the island of K—, one of the thousand or so odd-shaped and odd-sized isles and islets dotting the Central Philippine Sea. Adrian Banyaga, who had watched dawn define the island with disconcerting swiftness, was roused from his contemplation of its rather drab waterfront by a volley of laughter in the ship’s lounge. Turning from the bay windows, he saw Eliza Hansen at one of the tables, cheerfully rolling down the sleeves of her blue camisa de chino, the cotton man’s undershirt which, with blue jeans and blue sneakers, had become casual costume for young adults in the last two or three years... Two tables away, in an identical costume, and with right cheek leaning on a loosely clenched fist, her elbow on the table, sat Anna Villaverde. Adrian blinked his tired eyes. Were it not for their color, the two women could have been twins. But where Eliza was of that rare fortuitous sienna skin, accidentally bred by a mingling of Caucasian and Malay blood, Anna was fair, of a golden tint that testified to an indefinable mixing of Chinese, Malay, and other strange bloods. A true child of the Philippine archipelago. 23 Eliza, Anna and Adrian are involved in the movement to liberate the Philippine archipelago from the clutches of the dictatorial “head of state.” The novel traces the roots of their involvement through the different wars that ravage the Philippines—from the Spanish regime to the American occupation, through the Japanese invasion until the present dictatorship. In the end, Anna, war-weary, listens to the taped voice of Ismael Guevarra, a valiant leader of “the army of the poor,” as she considers her, and her nation’s, past and future, and imagines her future son as her nation’s storyteller: “We begin as accidents and end as the sum of accidents. The rites of this land seize us by the hair and force us into a design begun a long, long time ago.” A shy laugh. The labuyo stirred. A cloud moved in the sky and, from the village, the voices of the children rang out, chanting Ferdinand Magellan, the crazy old coot; took five ships and circumcised... Ana sat up slowly, for silence had fallen, bird and insect calls gone now. She shivered in a sudden cool breeze, while the children’s voices went on and on, and bushes, tree leaves, and water trickling from the spring shimmered with a nacreous light. She thought she had fallen asleep and was waking now, stepping into yet another world of dreams. She rose to her feet, her joints slipping smoothly into place; the wild rooster stopped, inclined its head sideways, and studied her. As in a dream, she felt her own hand touching her neck, the space between her breasts, her belly, her navel. And she knew. Instantly. She was pregnant, the child was male, and he would be born here, with the labuyo—consort of mediums and priestesses—in attendance. He would be nurtured as much by her milk as by the archipelago’s legends—already she was tucking Guevarra’s voice among
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219 other voices in her mind—and he would be the first of the Capuchin monk’s descendants to be born innocent, without fate ... She knew all that instantly, with great certainty, just as she knew that her son would be a great storyteller, in the tradition of the children of priestesses. He would remember, his name being a history unto itself, for he would be known as Ismael Villaverde Banyaga.24 To make sure that the reader does not miss its point, Awaiting Trespass begins with the author’s preface: Awaiting Trespass is a passion—traditionally, a lengthy, chanted chronicle of agonies—set in the Philippines, 1981. The agonies in the novel are those of a nation and of a family, the result of usurpations that have turned Filipinos into exiles in their own country. Awaiting Trespass is a small book of hours about those waiting for their lives to begin again. It is a book of numbers about those who stand tip to be counted by trying to be reasonable and noble during irrational and ignoble times; to be honest and compassionate when virtues only complicate survival; to keep the faith when it is no longer clear to whom God is faithful. It is a book of revelations about what tyranny forces people to become; and what, by resisting, they can insist on being.25 The story begins at the wake of Don Severino Gil, a victim of the current oppressive regime and an uncle of Telly Mercedes Palma, a rather selfconscious woman who constantly writes poetry in her mind. Through the three days of the wake, Telly recalls, hears and sees how her family, friends and acquaintances have lived through the crucial events of Philippine history, particularly the current dictatorship. Severino’s casket, in an obvious allusion to Ninoy Aquino’s funeral, is exposed and paraded through the public streets for everyone to realize his martyrdom: On passing Telly, Paeng holds out his hand to her. She hesitates, then takes it, gives her other hand to Susan who is walking by, even as Paeng reaches out for Maria Caridad’s hand and she for her sister Maria Paz who is already holding on to Maria Esperanza. Their grief, Telly thinks, has become very much like the singing cries of birds; and she hangs on tightly to the hands holding hers. The heads of all I love/Are bones/ Down my back/Lifelocked/We bleed life’s breaths/Sometimes my body remembers them singing.26 Even before this, Telly already knows what she must do. She must write about her nation’s plight: The words come to her with the strength of surging waves as she stands braced against the casket. She thinks she will write after all about the family, gather them together; write about the nephew braver than she, who told her of young girls he has seen tied to stakes in Samar by government agents, then sliced vein by vein with razorblades, even their eyes at last. It will not have his fury, for lack of her having witnessed it; but she will until he can—when agents no longer follow him or search his house; or in case he even gives up writing. She will write it as a tale of what happens when men mutilate justice in their own country. Will this story include forgiveness? It will be about his uncle, too; it will be for him. In remembrance. She will let the words in her mind out into the world.27 Song of Yvonne is set in a city called Ubec—Cebu obviously fictionalized to represent not only Cebu but also the rest of the nation—during the second world war. The family of Yvonne, a nine-year-old girl, flees the city and lives the war out in the countryside. She watches how war turns friends into foes and strangers into confidantes, as she listens to the epics, about a people’s struggle to remain one and free, that her family’s servant Laydan tells. Laydan reveals to Yvonne the source of her epics: ... When I was twelve, I begged my parents to allow me to travel with Inuk. I cried for days until my mother accompanied me to the singer to inquire if I could be his apprentice. I sang to him the epic fragments which I had learned from a villager. He made a face, saying I had a lot to learn, but he took me in. We traveled from village to village for weddings, funerals, all sorts of celebrations, and Inuk would sing these beautiful songs, about the maiden in the skyworld, and the gentle goddess Meybuan who watched over the dead babies in the underworld, and other stories...28 The war does not spare Laydan, but she continues appearing to Yvonne and even makes her promise to continue telling her epics. At the end of the novel, when the family returns to Ubec after the war, Yvonne is about Laydan’s age when the latter apprenticed with Imuk, and, of course, Yvonne reveals the novel’s message: We were quiet for a long time; in the shade of that acacia tree, we dozed off. I awoke to the buzzing of a coconut beetle. I recalled how I had squashed the coconut beetle in Taytayan, but I didn’t feel bad. It had happened—that was all. Many things had happened. It was futile to apologize, to feel regrets over events that were now memories. There was so much to do; there was no use wasting
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220 time on what had been.... The cloud hovered above me, and I knew that Laydan was sitting on that cloud, peering down at me, listening. I shouted: “Hello, Laydan! I haven’t forgotten you. And haven’t forgotten my promise to you.”29 Yvonne must continue telling the tale of a people’s struggle to remain one and free. The Honey, The Locusts begins with an entry in Fe Moreno’s diary: MANILA 23 December 1942—11:25 P.M. Isaw Charlie today. After work, he walked me to the dorm. Sister Tecla permitted us to use the hall for a few minutes of talk. Will I be able to do what’s expected of me? He’s right, one can’t just sit this one out. Yet, life is so precious, so dear. Will I live through this war? Fe eventually leaves Manila to join the struggle against the Japanese invaders. The novel records her life as well as those of other Filipino women in the guerrilla movement during the war. The characters’ names obviously symbolize their heroism—Fe: faith; Caring, from Caridad: charity; Esper, from Esperanza: hope. They, and other women Fe meets along the way, do not merely support men at war; they fight the war themselves, as they live their lives as normally as possible— loving, hating, caring, suffering, rejoicing. Towards the end of war, Fe returns to Manila: She would remember these long after: the grim apartment building; the grimmer Japanese sentry; two young women, one in her provincial girlhood, and the older one suddenly hearing in her heart the melodies and lyrics of the songs now lost in those phonograph records... Then to be jolted back to world politics by the hard glint of the bayonet at the end of the soldier’s firearm, and snatching a thought: A bayonet? For sentry duty? A bayonet? Yes, Fe was to remember this scene and Commission tried the war crimes. For it was here, in this section of the city, perhaps in the very spot where she and her sister had stood, that during the battle for Liberation, all the young women living in the area were rounded up by the Japanese, brought to the Bayview Hotel some two long blocks down and raped. Several were killed. There were some who lived to tell the story. 30 The novel, of course, tells that story, and the other stories of women like Fe in the struggle to free the nation. The Firewalkers begins the way most legends do: Once upon a time, in the year of 19 hundred and 13, there lived in the mountain town of Lakambaga, the province of Cavite, a man named Gabriel Diego who was a sergeant of police. He was a widower and childless, and because this town fairly overbrimmed with blood relations and old acquaintances, he was conspicuously apart, patrolling the streets in his sevastopol cap, his faded khaki uniform with creases sharp as blades, hair and mustaches close-cropt. In the night of peace, the people turning in their sleep had learned to expect his quiet, formal coughing—as if he threatened to orate or to sing— to hear the drop of his cane punctuating his retreating footfalls every once and again.31 The novel, after all, is the myth of the Philippine nation, represented by Cavite, facing a new colonizer without having been really free of the old. Gabriel Diego becomes “the native chieftain,” torn between his colonizers and his own people. At the novel’s literally fiery end, he chants his nation’s tale: Gabriel Diego met the furnace wind of the fire, and his bare feet blistered at first step, his eyes hissed and melted and his brows, his lashes, mustaches, hair and the hair in his nostrils singed, caught fire. Great burning branches avalanched in explosions of fireball and cinders. Now, the wound in his belly tore him in pain. And so with his mouth choked and his chest, he said, And when you come upon the jumping sea to oar, with your cousins and your friends, remember to honor our mothers, of Makiling, Banahaw and Sinukuan; honor the sun, the moon, the seven sisters; salute the morning star and sing ... Sing: I am the child of David, who was of water born; child of the singer Carlos of the love songs and the lullabies; child of the bard Miguel, who knew the oracles and the names; child of Itang who died young; child of the youngest, Meyang, who healed with plants; sister to the Alapaap who took Talisay riding a cloud; child of Pedro the Golden One, eldest among the brothers who built the town between two streams; child of Pedro from the coast with swords and Saint Vichael, his patron; child of the, Matanglawin from Dilig who worshipped the warrior winds; half-child of Faranda the corsair; child of Silamat of the mountain where they fled when Salamat, his father was killed; who was child of the cousin of the Sultan of Burney; child of the Xarimao, whose home was in the jungle; who was child of the Alamid who bore the shield of Solomon and rowed his boat for war; child of the Civet
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221 Cat; who was child of Madagundong, brother to the volcano and all the mountain nymphs; child of the two winds who were children of the jumping sea; child of Tarik the morning star; child, and beloved, of the sun...32 Its title alone proclaims that The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Cafe is a tale of the nation, through and through. Its main character is writer researcher Robert Alejandro, who “discovers” the true-to-life legend of Leon Kilat and weaves an allegory of the Philippine nation around Leon and himself. At once, the beginning of the novel clearly shows that the novel itself is Robert’s project—meshing the past with the present in one cinematic sweep—as it makes Leon speak: Our shack is beautiful, Bestra, no pinpoint lighting at all, it looks more cheery and expansive than it really is, which is as small as the parts they give out on last shooting day. If this weren’t Bacong, Negros Oriental, Southern Philippines of the late 1800s I would say they were using vaseline on lens as in prurient photography. But it is Bacong, my birthplace, a small undistinguished seaside town a morning’s walk from Dumaguete, and the time is the late 1800s. The color of the day is sepia, like all the other days. So I shall take the mountains and put them on together with my pants, and I shall attempt not to laugh ceaselessly, dear sister. Bestra, o darling would be widow, and I shall step out into the cool ground before our shack without benefit of breakfast, for I have to help say mass with the Castilian priest who whips my ass, this brown posterior ever tardy for sepia mass at sepia dawn.33 The novel then cut-to-cuts between the past and the present, as it quotes historical documents alongside clearly fictitious passages, and makes real Filipinos meet mutants of fact and fiction. Legendary Buhawi and Pintada share chapters with Kidlat Tahimik and Adrian Cristobal. EDSA meets Bagumbayan. The final seven-page-long paragraph rambles about everything and everyone, all Filipino or within-the-Filipino-world, obviously pointing out how the great Filipino nation is one jungle cafe, and how everyone remembers, talks and writes about it: ... & someone else says to order alimango & someone else says “can you imagine a thousand Filipinos exiled to Guam not to mention the island of Fernando Po off the African continent and he never got no not a word” & someone else says “after a fashion” & someone else says “remember the great grandson of Charlotte Corday that awful traitor-poseur Francisco Saldua who resembling Padre Burgos mimed him wearing the cape of a synodal examiner walking down the streets of Cavite & someone else says “and why are we back in the revolution” & someone else says “aren’t we always” & someone else says “should we be” & someone else becoming impatient said finally ”who’s Sandra Dee?” & that someone was Leon our hero...34 The Author’s Note to Dogeaters proclaims that: This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, and dialogues are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Where the names of actual persons, living or dead, are used the situations, incidents, and dialogue concerning those persons are entirely fictional and are not intended to depict any actual events or change the entirely fictional character of the work.35 This, of course, only highlights the fact that the novel is really about the Philippines during the Marcos era. There is no question, for instance, who this Madame is, not only for Filipinos, but also for everyone else with a little CNN/Time/ Newsweek literacy: Madame reveals: Her unabashed belief in astrology, the powers of psychic healing, Darwin’s theory of evolution, and the loyalty of her homosexl1al constituents, Her faith in a nuclear freeze. Her respect for Oscar de la Renta.36 The story, however, focuses less on the Marcoses than on the other Filipinos living out, and through, the New Society. The novel enters the world of Philippine movies, high society, slums, drugs, sex, politics, military torture, and assassinations, as seen through the eyes of Rio. She is a Filipina who eventually lives in America, and, like many other Filipino expatriates, looks back with longing on her homeland. Her cousin, Pucha, berates her for mixing up fact with fiction, but the novel ends with a “Kundiman” of reconciliation, an irreverent, funny, poignant, and plaintive prayer to the mother nation: Our Mother who art in heaven, forgive us our sins. Our Lady of Most Precious Blood, Wild Dogs, Hyenas, Jackals, Coyotes, and Wolves, Our Lady of Panthers and Jaguars, Our Lady of Cobras, Mournful Lizards, Lost Souls, and Radio Melodramas, give us this day; Our Lady of Typhoons, deliver us from evil, forgive us our sins but not theirs. Ave Maria, mother of revenge. The Lord was never with you. Blessed art thou among women, and blessed are the ftuits of they womb: guavas, mangos, santol, mangosteen, durian. Now
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222 and forever, world without end. Now and forever. 37 In a book published in 1993, Hagedorn describes Dogeaters as “a love letter to my motherland: a fact and a fiction borne of rage, shame, pride... “38 SPECULATIONS I find it interesting then to speculate on why these Filipino novels in English are quite didactic in a nationalistic way. One reason may be that Filipino writers cannot but face the didactic tradition in Philippine literature, both in the vernacular and in English. Balagtas and Rizal have been required readings for almost all Philippine schools, colleges and universities for decades. Florante at Laura, Noli Me Tangere, and El Filibusterismo have been translated to English, turned into films and comic books, and considered as models by scores of other writers, including Filipino novelists in English. It is virtually impossible for any educated Filipino, as all the novelists this paper deals with are, not to know Balagtas and Rizal, and the nationalism they preach. It should not be surprising then if writers see themselves as instructors of being Filipino. According to N.V.M. Gonzalez: “...the Philippine novel, whether in Tagalog, Spanish, or English, has always had a social preoccupation. This was true ... of Rizal’s great works. It was true especially of the best Tagalog writers during the period from 1904-1916.”39 Bienvenido Santos explains it this way: In our works we Filipinos who write in English attempt to interpret the Filipino character to our readers as a typical human being with traits, strengths and weaknesses no different from those of other races and cultures. We could be likable and hateful, with contrasting characteristics warring inside us. Our love of family and closeness to one another, our inordinate sense of gratitude and hospitality to a fault often ride roughshod over accepted tenets of decorum and proper conduct in government. Our fun loving nature could appear strange to the outside world, like the festive dancing, feasting and singing on EDSA during the people power revolution of 1986. It was not a picnic, but it certainly looked like one to foreigners instead of the life or death crisis that it was. In our book, as well as in our heart, the Filipino could be mighty like the molave, resilient like the bamboo; a picaresque character, a charming rogue. Our minds and hearts have a love-hate relationship. We are both personal and professional in our dealings with others even when only one of these attitudes is called for; we are equally shy and overbearing. We are too self-centered and parochial to actually have a sense of national pride, our self-interests blur our sense of the common good. Our piety easily translates into fanaticism. How could we, writing one book after another, miss touch on these aspects of our nature if indeed, our task is to tell the truth and tell it well in English?40 And F. Sionil Jose, echoing Salvador Lopez, writes: “Art does not develop in a vacuum; the first artist is responsible not just to his art but to society as well.”41 There is, of course, the call of critics and other writers for Filipino, writers in English to focus their fiction on crucial Filipino concerns. N.V.M. Gonzalez assesses the situation this way: This persistent demand that our literature confront social reality is understandable. And so is, of course, the disclaimer that we shall continue to elicit from writers, to the effect that they write primarily for themselves. For, on the one hand, we have a society anxious for direction; on the other, we have writers jealous of their integrity. Philippine society must feel indeed the need to train its sights on a better world. Colonialism has by no means left us an unviolated Eden; on the contrary, it has bequeathed us what I like to call in my fiction Kaingin country where everything even the jungle itself—can grow. The mere thought of the catalytic potential of literature is already a great step. This means that we are asking language to help in the formation of the national character, that we are asking language to assist in the expression of the national soul, that we are asking language to preserve our past, make our present understandable, and present the future in clear enough terms. To ask this of language is to have great faith in it.42 So loud is the call for Filipino novelists in English to write about national concerns that Joseph Galdon complains that: Literary criticism has often demanded that the Philippine novel in English be proletarian, or nationalistic, or something else. The novel has not been allowed to be what must essentially and primarily be—a story.43 Even Cirilo Bautista—who, as one of the judges in the novel category of the 1991 Palanca Awards, writes in his assessment of the novels that won that year that “... for to us fiction is story, pure and simple”44—also lauds the fact that:
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223 ... our writers’ choices of subject matter reflect their knowledge of the value of the form as a tool for changing our concepts of socio-political realities. Indeed, Bamboo in the Wind, Confessions of a Volcano, and The Secret Life of Pedro Penduko indict, in their separate ways, those practices and institutions that mock the true meaning of social life and rob people of the chance for spiritual upliftment.45 Moreover, the rules for the Don Carlos Palanca Memorial Award for Literature, the most highly coveted prize in the Philippine literary scene, specify that, “In the Novel category, the theme is open and free. However, it should depict the Filipino way of life, culture or aspiration...” It is not at all accidental, then, that a number of the novels this paper studies are Palanca award-winners. I greatly suspect, though, that Filipino novelists in English very often write about Philippine society and being Filipino, even to the point of preaching about these concerns, in order to be more relevant to the rest of the nation. Their novels, after all, are written in a language not very many Filipinos read as literature. It is common knowledge that the best selling literary works among Filipinos, here and abroad, are written in Filipino novels, short stories, songs, comic books, radio and television plays, and feature films. And interestingly enough, all the novels this paper deals with call attention to the matter of language. A LANGUAGE LESSON The novels, in fact, call attention to the matter of language in a variety of ways. Many of the novels incorporate myths, legends, and other tales, including those from popular culture, told originally, and more commonly, in Tagalog, Filipino and other Philippine languages. Song of Yvonne translates into English the myths and legends of several Philippine ethnic groups. Cave and Shadows refers to the story of the Muslim princess Urduja as well as the tale of the cave of Dofiajeronima. The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Cafe uses the legendary lives of Leon Kilat and Buhawi, both heroes from Negros Oriental. Viajero even replicates a document in Sugbuanon, in native and Roman scripts. Killing Time in a Warm Place talks about manananggals. Papalolo in The Living and the Dead says that strange creatures haunt his coconut plantations. The people of Dogeaters listen to Tagalog radio soap operas, star in Tagalog films, and chant Tagalog incantations. Moreover, all the novels have words either in Tagalog or in several other Filipino languages, even as most conversations in the vernacular are translated into English. Some novels even have complete sentences in the vernacular. For instance, there are: “Makibaka, huag matakot! Makibaka, huag matakot!”46 in Cave and Shadows, “ Oy, Xmas pa sa mga sakang,” in Confessions of a Volcano,47 and the following dialogue from The Alien Corn: “Excuse me, po. Nabigla langpo tayo. Agunitpo—kahit sino man ang may kasalanan malimit kailangan siya’y pagbigyan. Patawarin, pagbigyan, pagbigyan. Ayon ba po yata ang nangyari sa EDSA!” Sandy stared at her. Respectful but unwavering, Dinah returned his look. “Ibig sabihin,” he muttered at her, “ maypatawad sa mga hangal at tampalasan?” With the well-targeted shot he wheeled back and got into his car and drove out out (sic) of the gate.48 There, too, are the Filipino/Filipinized names in many novels that do not make much sense in English but are nevertheless important to the novel’s meaning: Adrian Banyaga in State of War; Pucha Gonzaga in Dogeaters; Kilat and Buhawi in The Great Philippinejungle Energy Cafe; Alapaap, Matanglawin, Salamat, Madagundong, and Tarik in Firewalkers. There is also much use of what may be called non-American-nor-British-English and of Filipino Eliglish—or “Philippine English,” as The Oxford Companion to the English Language, in its article describing the language, calls the “English language as used in the Philippines”49—not only in dialogues but also in straight narration. American English is Salvador de la Raza’s first language in Viajero and, at one point, he even says: And I am now utterly confident with my Filipino—that’s the euphemism for the Tagalog of the sidewalk, I can now lecture in it although it is extremely inadequate when it comes to scientific and philosophical terms. In which case I revert to English which they understand anyway. 50 Salvador, however, writes this way: Terrible doubts as to the authenticity of my being had cankered me—i 3 a creature of flesh enough? Or a man, born of other men, my genes from some distant and dried-up spring. Or was it a bog, instead? Bear with me then, dear reader, my personal agony knowing as all men do that they cannot really reach out with certitude to the past and say, this is where it all began. In God’s hands perhaps? But God has no time, no place, no memory. This is so often true with us, devoid of the memory which gives us our truest identity. I have travelled, but in another sense I have never really left the place where I was born.51 Meanwhile, The Song of Yvonne has this sentence:
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224 Lola Beatrize, a hardworking business woman, a regular church goer, with good social standing, pretended as best as she could that her husband’s drinking and accompanying disgrace never happened.”52 The Alien Corn has this one: With the remembered picture came the memory of her solitariness there before Sandy walked into her life again, and more than even that, her deeper-rooted essential solitariness before she found her identity in the disarming ambiguity of her father’s people...53 while this passage appears in The Honey, The Locusts: He left at sunup. It was not unusual for him to do this, but given the circumstance, Hilda knew why this sudden departure. But she was glad to have him away. It meant a respite from the hypocrisy of acting as helpmate, putting up with intimacies which are expected between man and wife.54 Clearly, The Man Who (Thought He) Looked Like Robert Taylor mimics the Filipino English of many Filipino-Americans, particularly in this passage: - Philippine Consulate... - Hello. We got problem. - Beg pardon. Who’s calling please? - I’m a Filipino. Like my friend here - Whom did you want to talk to? - We have a argument, see? About Philippine independence... - Hold on, please. I’ll give you the Cultural Attaché… - Quiet! She’s giving us something. - Office of the Cultural Attaché... - Hello. Like I say, we got problem. My friend here says Philippine independence is July fourth. I says it’s June 19, Rizal’s birthday. We got a bet, see? - Sorry. You lose, both of you. It’s June 12. - We lose, both of us. Draw. Hey, how come June 12? - It’s a long story.55 In Killing Time in a Warm Place, “killed the lights,”56 which comes from the novel’s narrator, becomes a glaring example of Filipino English especially since the rest of his prose is almost always in flawless American English. In an essay on writing, Dalisay himself presents the language problem this way: If you plan to write in English, master the language. No amount of insight will excuse atrocious grammar and graceless usage. We don’t have to be embarrassed by this to begin with, because whatever we say, it isn’t our language, especially in the literary mode. But if you write professionally in it, they you’ll have to learn it as well as doctors or carpenters know their trades.57 His novel, in fact, shows how English “isn’t our language” through its occasional use of Tagalog words, even if they are somehow translated into English within the same paragraph. Dogeaters, first published in the United States and nominated for its National Book Award, uses Tagalog, and Tagalized, words with no immediate translations before or after them. The novel does not even have a glossary. It is also replete with Filipino English phrases and sentences. Take this paragraph, for instance: “I’m not hungry and I think we should leave,” I mutter through clenched teeth. The gang of boys nudge each other with their elbows, making faces at us. My overripe cousin bats her pale eyelashes at their leader the snake while she sips her drink with a straw, lost in thought. He leers at her; she smiles back, blushing prettily. Lorenza starts to get up from out table. “ Tayo na, Senorita Pucha. Your mother will be very angry if we stay out too late,” she threatens Pucha gently. Pucha is visibly annoyed. She gives Lorenza one of her contemptuous looks. “What about my dessert?” she whines, then turns to me. “Lorenza is your yaya, Rio—not mine. I’m too old for a yoya, puwede ba.” I glare at her. “Senorita Pucha, your mother ordered us to bring you home early,” Lorenza insists. Pucha ignores her and keeps eating. “I have to finish my dessert,” she repeats, her voice louder and more impatient. “Pucha,” I say with some desperation, “let’s get out of here. What are you going to do—give him your phone number? You mustn’t give him your phone number. Your parents will kill you! Your parents will kill me,” I start blithering. “He’s only a boy. A homely, fat boy ... He looks like he smells bad.” Pucha gives me a withering look. “Prima, shut up. Don’t be so tanga! Remember, Rio—I’m older than you, and you better not say anything to anybody!” She turns to Lorenza: “Did you hear me,
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225 Lorenza?” Lorenza sits back down, defeated. Pucha turns to me once more and speaks in a whisper. “I don’t care if he’s a little gordito, or Pangit, or smells like a dead goat. That’s Boomboom Alacran, stupid. He’s cute enough for me.”58 It appears that in calling attention to language, especially through the use of non-American-nor-British-English and of Filipino English whether deliberate or accidental; as an act of political will or because of incompetence in English grammar and syntax—the contemporary Filipino novelist in English, consciously or unconsciously, responds to a postcolonial call: That imperialism results in a profound linguistic alienation is obviously the case in cultures in which a precolonial culture is suppressed by military conquest or enslavement. So, for example, an Indian writer like Raja Rao or a Nigerian writer such as Chinua Achebe have needed to transform the language, to use it in a different way in its new context and so, as Achebe says, quoting James Baldwin, make it “bear the burden” of their experience (Achebe 1975: 62). Although Rao and Achebe write from their own place and so have not suffered a literal geographical displacement, they have to overcome an imposed gap resulting from the linguistic displacement of the pre-colonial language by English. This process occurs within a more comprehensive discourse of place and displacement on the wider post-colonial context. Such alienation is shared by those whose possession of English is indisputably “native” (in the sense of being possessed from birth) yet who begin to feel alienated within its practice once its vocabularies, categories and codes are felt to be inadequate or inappropriate to describe the fauna, the physical and geographical conditions, or the cultural practices they have developed in a new land. The Canadian poet Joseph Howe, for instance, plucks his picture of a moose from some repository of English nursery rhyme romanticism... Such absurdities demonstrate the pressing need these native speakers share with those colonized peoples who were directly oppressed to escape from the inadequacies and imperial constraints of English as a social practice. They need, that is, to escape from the implicit body of assumptions to which English was attached, its aesthetic and social values, the formal and historically limited constraints of genre, and the oppressive political and cultural assertion of metropolitan dominance, of centre over margin (Ngugi 1986). This is not to say that the English language is inherently incapable of accounting for post-colonial experience, but that it needs to develop an “appropriate” usage in order to do so (by becoming a distinct and unique form of english). The energizing feature of this displacement is its capacity to interrogate and subvert the imperial cultural formations.59 Jessica Hagedorn, in fact, writes this of Dogeaters: “It is a book I thoroughly enjoy creating, something I set out to write on my own terms and in the English I reclaim as a postcolonial Filipino.”60 The contemporary Filipino novel in English may even be preaching about its use of English/english, complementing its nationalistic didacticism. It seems to echo, then, Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido’s lament in her poem, “Muted Cry,” written in 1940: They took away the language of my blood, Giving me one “more widely understood.” More widely understood! Now Lips can never Never with the Soul-of-Me commune: Moments there are I strain, but futile ever, To flute my feelings through some native Tune... Alas, how can I interpret my Mood? They took away the language of my blood. …. These words I speak are out of pitch with ME! That other Voice? ... Cease longing to be free! How canst thou speak who hast affinity Only with promised-but-unflowered days, Only with ill-conceived eternity, Being, as they, mere space lost unto Space? Forever shalt thou cry, a muted god: “Could I but speak the language of my blood!”” A POSSIBLE PATH This study, then, points to a possible path towards describing the aesthetics of the Philippine novel in English. It seems that like many Filipino writers in the vernacular, the novelists in English, consciously or unconsciously, find a certain form of nationalistic didacticism a desirable quality in a novel. Their works, too, seem to say, whether or not the novelists admit this, that the language of the Philippine novel in English must actually find its own language: an english instead of the English. These speculations must, of course, be further explored and validated by studies of other contemporary Filipino novels in English. It is of course very possible that another study may yield results that oppose my speculations. This may even lead to a debate, and make the project to describe the aesthetics of the Filipino novel in English much more exciting. There are some things that, I think, will be good to explore regarding these novels. A number of them end with
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226 dreams, or dream-like states, for instance. Many main characters travel back home, return to their roots or settle in the hinterlands. Some novels are built around Filipino myths and legends. And many novels deal with writing, and the writer’s role in society. These, as well as other characteristics I have not seen in the novels this essay studies, may point towards other directions in describing the aesthetics of the Filipino novels in English. There are, of course, still many other novels that need to be studied. And, of course, I am sure that as I write this, someone somewhere writes another Filipino novel in English. NOTES 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 31 32 33 34 35 36 37 38 39 40 41 42 43 44 45 46 47 48 49 50 51 52 53 54 55
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NOTES ON The Filipino Novel A Child of Sorrow by Zoilo M. Galang (1921) Ø the first novel in English by a Filipino Ø its publication was remarkable for the fact that it took a short span of time (23 years) since the introduction of a foreign language for a colonial subject to use it in a novel. (It took India—a British colony—almost two centuries before an Indian native wrote the first novel in English) AESTHETICS OF THE CONTEMPORARY FILIPINO NOVEL IN ENGLISH 1. A common characteristic of the Filipino novel in English is __________________ (which can be found in the Tagalog novel as well), which means that “it sets out to instruct” “… taglay ng nobela ang layuning magbigay ng mga aral, isang katangian na naguugat sa tradisyong didaktiko. Ang nobela bilang salaman ng buhay na maaaring mapagkunan ng mga pang-araw-araw na panuntunan ang kaisipang paulit-ulit na binibigyang-diin ng mga nobelista.” —Soledad Reyes



Ø



didacticism occurs either as (a) __________________________________________ (b) __________________________________________ 1. __________________________________________ Ø Salvador de la Raza in F. Sionil Jose’s Viajero Ø Sisa in Alfred Yuson’s The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Café 2. __________________________________________ Ø the historical events here are not mere backdrops of the story; they, in fact, shape the lives of the characters



2. __________________________________________ Ø



this can occur in three ways: (a) __________________________________________



From Bienvenido Santos’s The Man Who (Thought He) Looked Like Robert Taylor, Solomon King, a.k.a. Sol, the main character of Robert Taylor, is a soltero and a Filipino oldtimer in the United States. He feels alone, not just because he is single, but also because he lives, as an American citizen, among strangers in a land that remains foreign to him: He had known what it meant to be hungry, without a cent in his pocket and forced to take dangerous and filthy jobs. And nobody need remind him that he was practically alone in the world. He knew. It was the painful truth: he was truly alone. He had no more friends and relatives in the Philippines. It had been such a long time.



Information taken for this lecture is from “English Lessons: Towards the Aesthetics of the Contemporary Filipino Novel in English” by Rofel Brion
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229 (b) __________________________________________ From Eric Gamalinda’s Confessions of a Volcano: Daniel, a journalist, grabs a grant to write in Japan to escape post-EDSA 1986 Manila, where he feels like a stranger in his own land. But in Japan, he gets involved with Filipino overseas workers, including Japayukis, and their Japanese lovers, friends and foes. On his first week in Tokyo, he spots a Filipina on a train, and realizes his own longing for home: But somehow he felt drawn to this unusual encounter; or, more to the point, it was unusual that a stranger on the train should choose him to effect an easy escape from—what? Her own loneliness, because that was how she struck him: proverbial lonely alien in a cold, antiseptic city, looking for the first stranger who could speak her language, tell her about home, et cetera.



(c) __________________________________________ From Nick Joaquin’s Caves and Shadows: Jack Henson comes from Davao to Manila, two years before Marcos declares martial rule, to help figure out a mysterious death. He feels like a stranger as he walks the streets of Manila again: Carried along in the crush, he was in no position for nostalgia [sic] who should have been in the mood for it, for here he was, a Manileño born and bred, treading the ground of his city for the first time in twenty years (he was forty-two). He glanced around for landmarks but, aside from the cinemas, all still in place, could recognize only the hotel towers of the Great Eastern and the Avenue. He wondered if round the corner on Ronquillo the Palace was still across the street from the old noodle joint Where you went for Chinese snacks after vaudeville at the Palace. When he left here on the honeymoon he had never come back from, the 1950s had started, the cumbanchero era Was peaking. There had since been rock and twist and discotheque while he blackened on an island off Davao, raising rubber, culturing pearls. Now he turned away from the smell of coffee, repelled from the cafe he had paused at by the a-go-go howling of its jukebox.15



3. _________________________________—or being one with one’s countrymen and with one’s Philippines—and suggests that the bond is all the more strengthened by speaking, or writing, about it or about the old country.



Ninotchka Rosca State of War



Bino A. Realuyo The Umbrella Country



Jessica Hagedorn Dogeaters



SPECULATIONS Why are our novels didactic? •
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F. Sionil Jose: “Art does not develop in a vacuum; the artist’s first responsibility is not just to his art, but to his society as well.”



•



Where does this tendency for didacticism lead to? •



Joseph Galdon complains: “Literary criticism has often demanded that the Philippine novel in English be proletarian, or nationalistic, or something else. The novel has not been allowed to be what it must essentially and primarily be—a story.”



MATTERS OF LANGUAGE Even if Philippine novels in English are written in a foreign language, how do authors seek to provide a distinct Filipino tone and sensibility? 1. __________________________________________ Cecilia Manguerra Brainard’s Song of Yvonne Nick Joaquin’s Cave and Shadows Alfred Yuson’s The Great Philippine Jungle Energy Café 2. __________________________________________ From Jessica Hagedorn’s Dogeaters: We compare notes after the movie, sipping our TruColas under the watchful gaze of the taciturn servant Lorenza. “I don’t like her face,” Pucha complains about Jane Wyman, “I hate when Rock starts kissing her!” “What’s wrong with it?” I want to know, irritated by my blond cousin’s constant criticisms. She wrinkles her mestiza nose, the nose she is so proud of because it’s so pointy and straight. “AY! Que corny! I dunno what Rock sees in her—“ she wails. “It’s a love story, “ I say in my driest tone of voice. Although I’m four years younger than Pucha, I always feel older. “It’s a corny love story, when you think about it,” Pucha snorts. Being corny is the worst sin you can commit in her eyes. “What about Gloria Talbot? You liked her, didn’t you? She’s so...”—I search frantically through my limited vocabulary for just the right adjective to describe my feline heroine— “interesting.” Pucha rolls her eyes. “AY! Puwede ba, you have weird taste! She’s really cara de achay, if you ask me.” She purses her lips to emphasize her distaste, comparing the starlet to an ugly servant without, as usual, giving a thought to Lorenza’s presence. I avoid Lorenza’s eyes. “She looks like a cat—that’s why she’s so strange and interesting,” I go on, hating my cousin for being four years older than me, for being so blond, fair-skinned, and cruel. Pucha laughs in disdain. “She looks like a cat, aw-right,” she says, with her thick, singsong accent. “But if you ask me, prima, Gloria Talbot looks like a trapo. And what’s more, Kim Novak should’ve been in this movie instead of Jane Wyman. Jane’s too old,” Pucha sighs. “Pobre Rock! Every time he had to kiss her—“ Pucha shudders at the thought. Her breasts, which are already an overdeveloped 36B and still growing, jiggle under her ruffled blouse.



From Bienvenido Santos’s The Man Who (Thought He) Looked Like Robert Taylor: -



Philippine Consulate... Hello. We got problem. Beg pardon. Who’s calling please? I’m a Filipino. Like my friend here— Whom did you want to talk to? We have a argument, see? About Philippine independence... Hold on, please. I’ll give you the Cultural Attaché… Quiet! She’s giving us something. Office of the Cultural Attaché...
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Ø



Hello. Like I say, we got problem. My friend here says Philippine independence is July fourth. I says it’s June 19, Rizal’s birthday. We got a bet, see? Sorry. You lose, both of you. It’s June 12. We lose, both of us. Draw. Hey, how come June 12? It’s a long story.



either this is just (a) incompetence in grammar and syntax…



Jose Y. Dalisay Jr.: “If you plan to write in English, master the language. No amount of insight will excuse atrocious grammar and graceless usage. We don’t have to be embarrassed by this to begin with, because whatever we say, it isn’t our language, especially in the literary mode. But if you write professionally in it, then you’ll have to learn it as well as doctors or carpenters know their trades….” Ø



… or an act of (b) political will—responding to a post-colonial call



WHAT’S THE DEAL WITH ‘POSTCOLONIAL’ LANGUAGE?



The Patriot Nissim Ezekiel I am standing for peace and non-violence. Why world is fighting fighting, Why all people of world Are not following Mahatma Gandhi I am simply not understanding. Ancient Indian wisdom is 100% correct. I should say even 200% correct. But Modern generation is neglecting— Too much going for fashion and foreign thing. Other day I’m reading in newspaper (Every day I’m reading Times of India To improve my English Language) How one goonda fellow Throw stone at Indirabehn. Must be student unrest fellow, I am thinking. Friends, Romans, countrymen, I am saying (to myself) Lend me the ears. Everything is coming— Regeneration, Remuneration, Contraception. Be patiently, brothers and sisters. You want one glass lassi? Very good for digestion. With little salt lovely drink, Better than wine; Not that I am ever tasting the wine. I’m the total teetotaller, completely total. But I say Wine is for drunkards only.



[Gandhi: proponent of passive resistance]



[Times of India: an Indian daily newspaper] [goonda: rogue] [Indirabehn: Prime Minister Indira Gandhi]



[lassi: an Indian drink]
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232 What you think of prospects of world peace? Pakistan behaving like this, China behaving like that, It is making me very sad, I am telling you. Really most harassing me. All men are brothers, no? In India also— Gujaraties, Maharashtrians, Hindiwallahs All brothers— Though some are having funny habits. Still, you tolerate me, I tolerate you. One day Ram Rajya is surely coming.



[Pakistan and China are India’s neighbors]



[Gujaraties, etc.: ethnic Indian tribes]



You are going? But you will visit me again Any time, any day, I am not believing in ceremony. Always I am enjoying your company.



From The Empire Writes Back: Theory and Practice in Post-Colonial Literature, edited by Bill Ashcroft, Gareth Williams, and Helen Tiffin:



That imperialism results in a profound linguistic alienation is obviously the case in cultures in which a pre-colonial culture is suppressed by military conquest or enslavement. So, for example, an Indian writer like Raja Rao or a Nigerian writer such as Chinua Achebe have needed to transform the language, to use it in a different way in its new context and so, as Achebe says, quoting James Baldwin, make it “bear the burden” of their experience (Achebe 1975: 62). Although Rao and Achebe write from their own place and so have not suffered a literal geographical displacement, they have to overcome an imposed gap resulting from the linguistic displacement of the pre-colonial language by English. This process occurs within a more comprehensive discourse of place and displacement on the wider post-colonial context. Such alienation is shared by those whose possession of English is indisputably “native” (in the sense of being possessed from birth) yet who begin to feel alienated within its practice once its vocabularies, categories and codes are felt to be inadequate or inappropriate to describe the fauna, the physical and geographical conditions, or the cultural practices they have developed in a new land. The Canadian poet Joseph Howe, for instance, plucks his picture of a moose from some repository of English nursery rhyme romanticism... Such absurdities demonstrate the pressing need these native speakers share with those colonized peoples who were directly oppressed to escape from the inadequacies and imperial constraints of English as a social practice. They need, that is, to escape from the implicit body of assumptions to which English was attached, its aesthetic and social values, the formal and historically limited constraints of genre, and the oppressive political and cultural assertion of metropolitan dominance, of centre over margin (Ngugi 1986). This is not to say that the English language is inherently incapable of accounting for post-colonial experience, but that it needs to develop an “appropriate” usage in order to do so (by becoming a distinct and unique form of english). The energizing feature of this displacement is its capacity to interrogate and subvert the imperial cultural formations.



Imperialism results in a profound linguistic alienation in cultures in which a pre-colonial culture is suppressed by military conquest or enslavement (linguistic displacement).
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233 Colonial writers then feel the need to transform the language, to use it in a different way in its new context and make it “bear the burden” of our existence



The alienation is then shared by those whose possession of English is indisputably “native” (in the sense of being possessed from birth) yet who begin to feel alienated within its practice once its vocabularies, categories and codes are felt to be inadequate or inappropriate to describe the fauna, the physical and geographical conditions, or the cultural practices they have developed in a new land.
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Soledad Reyes



Komiks



T



he term “komiks” is derived from the English “comics,” which refers to an art form that emerged in the United States at the turn of the 20th century. Setting the comics apart from other art forms were a number of conventions that in time became the distinguishing features of the new form: illustrated frames depicting a set of characters, their actions read from left to right; balloons containing words that accompany the action of characters drawn according to the textual and visual message, such as round balloons for dialogue, exploding balloons for highly charged context, cloud balloons for thoughts, and the like; visualization of action, such as exploding lines for violent impact or light bulbs for sudden ideas; and calligraphic or emblematic designs that help differentiate the male or female heroes from the villains. HISTORY



The first komiks character in the Philippines was Kenkoy, whose name was a corruption of Francisco, a common name. Created by Antonio Velasquez initially with writer Romualdo Ramos, Kenkoy first appeared in 1929 in Liwayway magazine, then the most popular weekly, first as a filler composed of only four frames. Later, the adventures of Kenkoy and his friends became a fullpage story in the same magazine. In this series, Velasquez used parody and caricature to depict Kenkoy, a man-about-town, a typical dandy, whose numerous encounters reflected the changes in values and mores effected by the American regime, including the phenomenon called “carabao English,” a local version of pidgin. In the 1930s, the komiks section had grown to include the adventures of Saryong Albularyo (from herbolario, a village doctor who works with herbs and other traditional medicine), Goyo and Kikay, an amiable couple whose names typify the local folk; Lukas Malakas, a big-muscled, civic-spirited, clean-living, and good-looking fellow who helps people in distress; Huapelo, a stock figure of ridicule with racial undertones; and other characters whose zany antics tickled the readers’ funnybone. The language used was Manila-based Tagalog. In its initial phase of development, the primary goal of the komiks was to purvey fun and laughter by regaling the readers of Liwayway with accounts of mistaken identities, coincidences, foibles and fumbles, all comic situations that eventually led to browbeating, fistfights, and arguments in a dazzling display of humor and wit. In this sense, the komiks was risible reading redolent of American slapstick and slap-thigh printed funnies. By the 1920s, a new generation of Filipinos, exposed to American cultural fare, had emerged. In 1933, Francisco Reyes’ and Pedrito Reyes’ creation, Kulafu, came out also in Liwayway. Kulafu was clearly derived from the phenomenally successful character created by Edgar Rice Burroughs, Tarzan, a white man brought up by apes in the THE LEGENDARY KENKOY WITH CREATOR dark, mysterious forests of Africa. In the local series, Kulafu was a hero ANTONIO VELASQUEZ ○
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FROM AN ISSUE OF KULAFU BY FRANCISCO REYES AND PEDRITO REYES



FROM KALABOG EN BOSYO BY LARRY ALCALA



who fought his numerous battles with people and nature amidst the country’s mountain ranges. A radical change in the format of the komiks took place after WWII. Instead of inhabiting the pages of Liwayway, the komiks as supplement was transformed into an independent magazine. The earliest venture, which proved to be short-lived, was Halakhak Komiks, 1946. Although it attracted the fledgling industry’s biggest names, such as Francisco Reyes, Francisco Coching, Jose Zabala Santos, Malang Santos, and Larry Alcala, it folded up after its 10th issue. Undaunted, Don Ramon Roces, of the influential publishing family, decided to put out Pilipino Komiks in 1947. After the initial success of this venture, three other Roces publications came out: Tagalog Klasiks, 1949, Hiwaga Komiks, 1950, and Espesyal Komiks, 1952. These comprised the highly successful quartet of Ace Publications’ komiks, which featured the country’s leading writers and illustrators. In addition to those mentioned above, the most famous ones were Mars Ravelo, Alfredo Alcala, Nestor Redondo, Ben Alcantara, Jim Fernandez, Deo Gonzales, and many others. Other publishers followed suit in the 1950s and 1960s which saw the emergence of Extra Komiks, Romansa Koiniks, Lagim Komiks, Wakasan Komiks, Wow Komiks, United Komiks, Ravelo Komiks, Kampeon Komiks, among others, most of which failed to survive the competition offered by the Roces-owned komiks magazines. For the reading public used to traditional narratives like the awit and korido, komedya and sarswela, and the popular novels and short stories of magazines, the newly formatted komiks appeared to be merely extensions of familiar reading fare. No longer a mere addition to the established weeklies, the komiks in these postwar years underwent several transformations even as various komiks writers played countless variations on the established formula that had attracted millions of readers and listeners before the birth of the komiks in 1929. With this new format, a komiks magazine had the freedom to go beyond laughter and parody, to transcend the limitations imposed by being a mere supplement in terms of material and theme. There was now room for other experiences: family conflicts, jealousy and revenge, fantasy and adventure, romantic love, oppression and class conflict, excursions into the nether and futuristic worlds, sports events, crime and punishment, and other aspects of actual as well as imagined lives. The form taken could be that of a filler for the first and last pages of a magazine devoted to humorous episodes; a short story called wakasan, with a wakas or ending for those who wanted the stories completed in sitting; a serialized novel; or an ongoing series like Kalabog en Bosyo (Kalabog and Bosyo), with a completed episode every issue. In the late 1960s and 1970s, another world of makebelieve invaded the pages of the komiks. Famous stars appeared on the magazine covers; columns focusing on the goings-on in the film industry formed an important section of the komiks magazine. A magazine was even named Superstar, an obvious attempt to attract the millions of fans of Nora Aunor, first actress in the country’s movie history to be awarded “superstar” status. In 1972, Ferdinand Marcos declared Martial Law and in its wake, new guidelines were devised by the KPPKP (Kapisanan ng mga Publisista at Patnugot ng mga Komiks-
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236 Magasin sa Pilipino) as an act of self-censorship, and as a response to the directive from the government-controlled press bureau. The komiks had by the 1970s spun out of control even as the stories and the series dealt with corruption, criminality, sexual passion, varied forms of perversion, and the many faces of poverty in a language that was racy and raunchy and illustrated with such verve and vigor. The new guidelines prohibited most of the “errors” of the pre-martial law days: nudity, cuss words, sex orgies, political corruption, crooked cops, clerics in love, among others. The result was a komiks world become antiseptic and dull, because the energy that flowed into the stories simply disappeared. However, this developmental thrust could not be sustained for a venture as commercial as the komiks. Eventually, the writers renewed their creative activity and dealt with the most horrifying creatures from the country’s legends or imitated popular Hollywood movies such as Jaws and The Exorcist. By the mid-1970s, the komiks was in its usual elements as it took the public by the hand into a world of mayhem, blood and gore, fantasy, thrill and the many forms of vicarious pleasure. The komiks as it evolved provided more than just occasional humor and lighthearted fun. In the 1970s and 1980s, komiks stories by Elena Patron, Gilda Olvidado, and Nerissa Cabral explored melodramatic stories of love, which became immediately popular, inspiring film versions by major directors and companies. The serial novel even insinuated itself in the country’s newspapers and tabloids, which presented make-believe stories side by side with hard news and opinion columns. CONTENT, FORM, AND FUNCTION In search of materials for their komiks stories, the first generations of komiks writers—Pedrito Reyes, Clodualdo del Mundo, Francisco V. Coching, Pablo Gomez, Mars Ravelo, Fred Carillo, Jose Zabala Santos—could easily go back in time. From the 19th and early 20th centuries came the colorful narratives of love and adventure, of handsome princes and beautiful damsels in distress, of indios courageously fighting the conquistadores. From the preceding decades came the series of mournful stories of unrequited love, of persecuted maidens, of children caught in a crossfire of intrigue and crime, of faithlessness and eternal love. They could also create local characters inspired by American counterparts, like Tarzan, Archie, Nancy and Sluggo, Mutt and Jeff, the Katzenjammer kids, and Dick Tracy. From the deep collective unconscious emerged terrifying images of preternatural forces and horrible creatures from the worst nightmares. The present also provided useful ideas on changing mores and lifestyles, on tradition pitting itself against modernization, and on the worsening condition of society where various forces were battling it out for power. Different devices and strategies are employed to convey these varied perceptions of the real and imagined world. Where the novel relies on the word, the komiks has to use an array of visual and verbal tools to communicate its meaning. Where description suffices in a short story, things must be acted out in the komiks with little or no ambiguity. For these visualizations, the komiks produced a group of competent illustrators, such as Elpidio Torres, Jesse Santos, Francisco Coching, Ading Gonzalez, Jim Fernandez, Federico Javinal, and Tony Velasquez, among others. In many cases, the writers were themselves the illustrators; thus, the writer had complete control over his material. In a world created by the komiks writers and illustrators, it is easy to be overwhelmed by the creativity and imagination displayed by the creators, and lose sight of the patterns which have shaped this make-believe universe. Patterns do exist-formulas that have determined thousands of narratives and story lines and countless characters, some of whom have become part of the collective mind. These patterns, on the other hand, have been formed by what the writers understand as the function of the tales. The komiks have served many purposes. For most people, they are entertainment fare that provides the reader temporary relief from the unbearable monotony or oppressiveness of life. For many, the komiks also serve to release deeply suppressed emotions—such as anger, hostility, and hatred—without inflicting damage to society. For many critics, the komiks is a site where the battle between good and evil are played out systematically with the forces of light eventually gaining victory over the forces of darkness. As a further proof of the komiks’ usefulness, the komiks writers themselves have argued that because of the tremendous popularity of these colorful magazines, millions of Filipinos from Aparri to Tawi-Tawi have learned the national language. The Tagalog used in the komiks is the simple language of the marketplace, of the streets, of the home, and not the formal, elaborate language of Balagtas and Lope K. Santos. Another argument used in defense of the komiks points out that the komiks in the native language is a foil to more formal texts in English perceived as the language of the ruling class. Where the upper and middle classes have their higher-priced, imported reading fare or Philippine texts in English, the lower classes have their ubiquitous komiks answering their various needs—emotional, psychological, and cultural. An art form selling simplifications of complex reality has indeed become a powerful institution in Philippine life. Its diverse influences on Philippine culture and consciousness have still to be assessed systematically, and its impact as a cultural artifact analyzed rigorously. Nevertheless, it is an incontrovertible fact that for more than 60 years, the komiks has been fascinating millions of readers who buy the colorful, relatively cheap magazines as some kind of weekly ritual that lightens the burden of daily existence. TYPES OF KOMIKS From the very beginning, the komiks have been perceived as the cheapest means for getting a good laugh. There are
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237 lighthearted fun and gaiety brought about by verbal witticisms. There is laughter provoked by the delineation of the foibles and weaknesses of the characters. The first serials in Liwayway were meant to make the readers laugh, and for this reason, the public was treated to the spectacle of a village herbal doctor dispensing all kinds of medicines for all kinds of sickness, including the dread disease of febrile passion; of a Chinese vendor in pigtails, speaking fractured Tagalog as he sold his wares; of perpetually warring couples; of young men with modish affectations, surviving through sheer grit. Getting into ridiculous and often batty situations and wriggling out of these predicaments constituted the stuff of most of the early serials, with the characters getting their comeuppance in the end. Deo Gonzalez’s lovable Saryong Albularyo and Tony Velasquez’s Kenkoy and his cartoon friends—Talakitok, Nanong Pandak, Rosing, Ponyang Halobaybay, Sarhento (later Medyor) Dikyam, Mang Terong, and a host of memorable characters—would survive into the postwar years. They were eventually joined by such characters as Tipin, the modern girl from Pobres Park, Kalabog “en” Bosyo, the lovable and zany duo who got into exciting adventures; and such personalities as Betia, Rita Rits, Pompa, and Susanang Daldal. Constituting a formidable group of funny characters are those who suffered from some physical or emotional defects. Kurdapya and Baby Bubut were female characters afflicted with a handicap—one was “ugly” by popular standards, the other simply refused to grow up (“bubut” means a stunted fruit). Bondying and Fefita Fofonggay, on the other hand, were male characters with similar “aberrations”—the one an overgrown boy dressed in mameluco, the other a stereotype of the Filipino homosexual, and both finally transformed into “healthy” males when fully roused by heterosexual feelings. These male and female characters were depicted as butts of society’s jokes as they found themselves in many embarrassing situations. This mercifully ended when the right man or woman appeared to save them from further humiliation. The series Jack and Jill is probably one of the clearest examples of the neat solution that love provides to characters confused about their sexual identities. Comic relief through funny talk and slapstick was the focus in a number of cartoon creations like Jose Zabala Santos’ Popoy, Menny Martin’s Pe, Ver, Milyo, and Mr. Pid, Mars Ravelo’s Buhay Pilipino (Philippine Life), L.P. Calixto’s Mga Kuwentong Barbero (Barber’s Yarns), Pat Reyes’ Kuwatog, Butsoy, Bokyo, Niknok, and other long-running series. One magazine called Funny Komiks aims at children, and usually features children or animals as main characters, either in a series or in completed short stories. Apart from the series or stories that provoke laughter, another category of texts utilizes characters and situations that are nonrealistic and fantastic. Where Kenkoy and Bondying appear as caricatures of real people, the characters in such series as Darna, a superwoman; Dyesebel, a mermaid; Harimanok (King Rooster); Petrang Kabayo (Petra the Horse); Darko, Silveria, Pungkuy and the Magic Bilao (the last word meaning a winnowing tray), Kapteyn Barbell (Captain Barbell), Karina Kariton (Karina the Pushcart Girl), Diyosa (Goddess), Super Balulanig, Ada, The Hands, Mambo Dyambo (Mumbo Jumbo), Booma, Ang Pan-day (The Blacksmith), and countless other tales inhabit a world looking only superficially Filipino, for it is a world where time stands still and the laws of nature and of logic are suspended indefinitely. In such popular stories, sirens and nymphs fall in love with mortals; barrio lasses and village blacksmiths are gifted with supernatural powers, horses and roosters talk; magic bilao, fountain pens, swords, and pushcarts fly and zoom into the air of their own accord; mysterious hands stalk and murder innocent victims; vampires and other preternatural monsters haunt their prey; satyrs and other creatures sow terror. In this world teeming with characters from the most horrible nightmares and the most desirable dreams, readers follow with bated breath the spectacular adventures of Captain Makisig or Captain Manila; cross over into the phantasmagoric world of Dyesebel and Zuma; experience the deathdefying love story of Maruja; follow the exploits of Mong and the Magic 5; or hurtle into the future while traveling with Zarex, Astrobal, and Jeric, the boy from Mars. Although some of the characters are endowed with some realistic details (Darna is an ordinary girl from the barrio and Karina is a scavenger), they are eventually, transformed into glorious creatures ready and willing to fight all kinds of enemies—people, nature, animals, and creatures from outer space. Darna symbolizes the Filipino woman as superhero, defender of the oppressed, fighter for some presumed ideal “Filipino way of life.” Yet, the inspiration was obviously not some local historical heroine but any of several pop-mythic icons—e.g., the Superman and Wonder Woman syndrome—imported from America. For generations, Darna and her kind were just about the only mode of female empowerment available to local imagination. More than in the comedy series, this genre allows the imagination to wander freely in the vastness of what could be. Limitations and constraints imposed by natural laws are shattered as Clodualdo del Mundo, Jim Fernandez, Mars Ravelo, Pablo Gomez, Hal Santiago, and others, continue to investigate both the mysterious past, with all its tales of the macabre, and the future, with all its uncertainties and promise of more technological advances. In many stories the male or female hero, who is a defender of the poor and oppressed, miraculously receives a magical gift, which could be a charm or an amulet. The charm is given on the condition that it be used for the weak and the downtrodden. In the battle that ensues, the forces of good and evil face each other—the good human characters helped by the positive forces, the evil ones supported by destructive forces. Thus, in this elemental fight, even nature is divided into radically opposing forces as human beings are categorized into good and evil people. The representation of personal conflicts appears in endless variety in stories which can be termed melodrama. The focus in such stories as Roberta, Bittersweet, Pieta, Sinasamba Kita (I Adore You), Dapat Ka Bang Mahalin? (Must You Be Loved?), Bukas Luluhod ang mga Tala (Tomorrow the Stars Will Kneel), Malvarosa, Gilda, Eva Fonda: 16, Nobody’s Child, Bakekang, among the more popular series, is the individual and immediate family, the forces that conspire to bring about estrangement, suffering, and even death. Mars Ravelo’s tale of the persecuted child, Roberta, is a clear indication of this very powerful trend in the komiks:
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the preoccupation with the pain and suffering of an innocent victim of cruelty and rapacity. This interest in situations revolving around family conflicts has been given numerous expressions. The plot can show the depth of a mother’s love as in Malvarosa or Kapatid Ko ang Aking Ina (I Am My Mother’s Sister), Bakekang, or Wanted: Perfect Mother; a young woman’s struggle to eke out a living, as in Eva Fonda: 16 or Gilda; the ebb and flow of romantic love, as in Bittersweet, Somewhere, Kung Mahawi Man ang Ulap (Though the Clouds Part); the plight of an unwanted child, as in Trudis Liit (Little Trudis) and Nobody’s Child; or a serious issue, such as homosexuality and how it invariably affects the members of a family, as in Tubog sa Ginto (Gold-Plated) and Ang Nanay Kong Tatay (My Dad Is a Mom). Although a popular genre from the very beginning, the melodrama attracted more readers in the 1970s with the entry into the scene of some of the most creative female writers: Elena Patron, Nerissa Cabral, and Gilda Olvidado. If the likes of Carlo Caparas and Jim Fernandez celebrate manhood and all the traits associated with the Filipino macho ideals, the female novelists appear to have trained their sights on women as central characters: the faithful wife, the suffering mother, the torch singer, the grateful daughter, the other woman, and the experiences these women undergo in the process of defining themselves. In these stories usually rendered in realistic terms, the writers explore the complexities of familial relationship and delineate intensely powerful emotions that grip the different characters, particularly their desire for a person or for a goal in life. Nerissa Cabral’s Tinik sa Dibdib (Thorn in the Bosom) is one of the best examples of a contemporary melodrama which features a protagonist confronting life’s any vicissitudes, symbolized by a deaf-mute sister, an uncaring mother, and a cruel stepfather, with whom she co-exists in the already demeaning condition of material poverty. For long treated as a medium suited to inferior intellects for its gross simplification, falsification, or distortion of reality, the komiks has assumed the role of social critic in some of its creations. In such stories as Dirty Politician, Sumpain Ka Nawa! (A Curse on You!), El Vibora (The Cobra), Magnong Mandurukot (Magno the Dip), Tulisan (Bandit), Totoy Bato (Rocky Totoy), Angela Markado (Angela the Marked One), among others, the writers succeed in reflecting the more sordid aspects of society. Featured are corrupt politicians, ruthless landlords, criminal syndicates, mulcting policemen, petty thieves, the arrogant rich, all of whom use power to victimize the slum dweller, job hunter, vendor, the innocent and provincial woman, the lowly employee, or the defenseless tenant. In these stories, what stares the reader in the face is weakness and gloom as the characters continue to lead miserable lives in a decaying city or war-ravaged barrio. The clear delineation of the victim of social injustice seems to be the forte of a number of writers that include Carlo Caparas, Pablo Gomez, and Ramon Marcelino. These stories are a dramatic foil to the resplendence and charm of fantastic tales and lugubrious romances. Aside from the comic, fantastic, and melodramatic, some komiks stories focus on action stories, much like those in the movies. Fast-paced action involves the male or female hero fighting a horde of enemies in a series of episodes that are unified, like the traditional epic, by the sheer presence of one protagonist. Included in this category are mystery stories such as DI Trece, the local version of Dick Tracy; adventure stories such as Alyas Palos (AKA the Eel) and Ang Panday; sports stories such as Mong, Juan Tornado, Magic 5, and Brown Matador; narratives dealing with the colonial past, such as Barbaro (Barbarian), Indio (The Native), Limahong (a Chinese pirate), Guardias de la Torre (The Guards of the Tower), and Prinsesa Urduja (a mythical princess). In the first decades of the komiks, the action stories penned by Francisco V. Coching, Francisco Reyes, and Clodualdo del Mundo, presented heroes that were ideally good. But over time, the nature of the protagonists gradually changed. Action stories highlighted people on the wrong side of the law, fugitives rebelling against, or escaping, an unjust and oppressive system. In the 1970s, the sports heroes became the favorite characters in a large number of stories of Carlo Caparas, Jim Fernandez, Teny Henson, among others. The changing mores in the early 1970s gave birth to the sexually explicit bomba komiks. Simultaneous with the rise of the bomba movies, a number of komiks magazines, not produced by the established komiks publishers, came out and presented a new view of sex and sexuality. The stories in these magazines, with names such as Sek-see, Barako, Bikini, and Toro, featured themes dealing with love licit and illicit, seduction and adultery, prostitution, and various forms of sexual aberration. The new breed of komiks magazines seemed to duplicate what films featuring Stella Suarez, Merle Fernandez, and other bomba stars, dared to make explicit—the pleasures and sensations of sexual love. The old komiks visualization of sexual love tended to dissolve into images of a passionate kiss, with accompanying acceptable moan balloons, or more euphemistically, into a view of waves symbolically lapping at the shore on a moonlit night; or into glimpses of the
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partners in bed covered in darkness and sheets. Now the stories in the bomba komiks literally show male and female characters in various stages of undress, cavorting playfully in bed; or in rape scenes, engaged in a fierce struggle showing a lot of flesh. This revised view of love invariably generated widespread outrage, not the least from the legitimate publishers whose share of profits was decreasing. This type of reading disappeared soon after the declaration of Martial Law, but made a dramatic comeback in the 1980s, in the last years of the martial-law regime. This time around, more magazines emerged and flourished with such naughty titles as Hayop (Bestial), Bold, Lagablab (Blaze), Boobs, and Sakdal-Erotic (Super Erotic). The last-mentioned was a revival of a 1950s magazine that contained highly suggestive illustrations to accompany the spicy, often explicit text describing purported “true life” police stories about sexual crimes, such as rape and adultery. What the bomba komiks did in the 1960s, the succeeding crop duplicated as they continued to present a different view of sexuality and gender relations to the reading public. Because of its popularity, the komiks has been used for “developmental” messages or outright political aims. In the 1950s, the komiks promoted the government’s anti-insurgency campaign especially in areas where the Huks were quite strong. In the 1960s and 1970s, the form was used by a number of government institutions, such as the Department of Health and the Population Control Institute. During the martial-law period, the komiks became the outlets for stories selling the idea of the Green Revolution, birth control, the beautification of the “City of Man,” the decongestion of Metro Manila, and other messages. At present, the komiks are utilized to explain to the people the whys and wherefores of the country’s staggering debt to the World Bank and the International Monetary Fund, and the horrendous implications of such indebtedness. KOMIKS AND THE MOVIES One popular art form whose history is inextricably linked to the komiks is film. Film producers from the 1950s to the 1990s have discovered how deeply the collective consciousness has been steeped in the komiks culture such that the popularity of any komiks story is a guarantee of the success of its film adaptations. Ever since the film industry started depending on this other highly visual medium, the komiks has been preparing the groundwork by presenting to the public a set of characters in a series of dramatic or comedic situations, often reflecting themes already proven as box-office hits. The film producer buys the rights to the widely popular komiks story and magnifies the appeal of the komiks characters by casting whoever are the most popular, hence “bankable,” actors at the time the movie is made. In the 1950s, the producers of the Big Three film companies—Sampaguita, LVN, and Premiere Productions— used a lot of komiks stories in their movies; in some cases, unknown actors and actresses were catapulted to stardom because they played the roles of characters who left their imprint‘s on the public imagination. Tessie Agana starred in Roberta and became an instant hit; Lolita Rodriguez and Dolphy reprised the roles of Jack and Jill in the series of the same title and achieved instant success; Fred Montilla was the boy who refused to grow up in Bondying; Rosa del Rosario first assumed the role of Darna; and Edna Luna became the first Dyesebel. The three studios were later joined by Lea in making movies out of komiks series with other stars of the 1950s and 1960s. Memorable roles were assumed by Susan Roces in Maruja and Susanang Daldal (Talkative Susan); Boots Anson-Roa and Snooky Serna in Wanted: Perfect Mother; Romeo Vasquez in Bobby; Rita Gomez in Diyosa (Goddess); Bernard Bormin in Alyas Palos (Alias Palos); and Chiquito in Kenkoy. Other successful stories made into films included Ang Panday (The Blacksmith), which later starred Fernando Poe Jr.; Barok (Caveman), Chiquito; Super Gee, Nora Aunor; Alakdang Dagat (Scorpion of the Sea), Elizabeth Oropesa; Bukas, Luluhod ang mga Tala (Tomorrow the Stars Will Kneel), Sharon Cuneta; Sinasamba Kita (I Adore You), Vilma Santos and Lorna Tolentino; Lilac, Snooky Serna; Angela Markado, Hilda Koronel; Bakekang, Nora Aunor; Zuma, Max Laurel; and Totoy Bato, Fernando Poe Jr. Dolphy has starred in
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240 commercial successes that were first serialized; among his memorable roles were those of Fefita Fofonggay and Facifica Falaypay. In the 1980s and until the 1990s, the most powerful producers have regularly mined the komiks magazines for material containing the ingredients for a successful (i.e., profitable) movie project. Regal, Viva, and Seiko Films—the Big Three of the present era—continue to adapt komiks stories deemed eminently “filmable,” which could use the talents of such personalities as Sharon Cuneta, Gabby Concepcion, Christopher de Leon, Lorna Tolentino, Maricel Soriano, among others. Komiks stories have been the basis for many of the films directed by the late Lino Brocka, Ishmael Bernal, Laurice Guillen, Jose Javier Reyes, Maria Saret, Celso Ad. Castillo, and other directors in the industry. A number of stories have also been filmed not once, but several times. Among them are Darna, Dyesebel, Bondying, Jack and Jill, Gilda: Pasan Ko ang Daigdig (Gilda: I Bear the World on My Shoulders), Ang Panday, and Kenkoy. Their popularity attests to their privileged positions in the hearts and minds of millions of komiks readers who find in them symbols, icons, or representations of basic emotions and forces. Moreover, a number of famous scriptwriters and directors started out as komiks writers, among them Celso Ad. Castillo, Carlo Caparas, Boots Plata, Orlando Nadres, to name a few.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



241



Soledad Reyes



The Structure of Meaning in the Komiks



A



n informal survey of the leading komiks magazines published from 1975 until 1980 suggests the stubborn persistence of certain motifs, themes and characters which hew closely to a number of set structural patterns in the komiks before 1972. Although heavy borrowings from the West have managed to change the topography of the komiks world, elements of traditional culture, assert themselves in the majority of the stories. The influence of tradition manifests itself in the use of local folklore as material, in the obsessive fondness for the barrio as the stories’ setting, in the manner in which the individual is shown in close relationship with nature and his fellowmen, and in the frequency with which the central characters are made to receive gifts from God or Mother Nature. Even those stories featuring the most advanced scientific discoveries or the most thrilling galactic warfare invariably touch on aspects of tradition familiar to the reading public. In other words, the stories display a number of formal strategies that manifest the writers’ and illustrators’ reliance on certain conventionalized ways of perceiving and making intelligible recalcitrant reality. Thus it would be instructive to cite some trends in the contemporary komiks to extract the patterns of meaning that readers respond to. Fantasy incorporated into adventure stories forms a major category. Indeed fantasy/romance is the main structuring tendency in these texts. Of the two hundred stories used in this study, roughly seventy percent (70%) follow a pattern that revolves around the exploits of a character with mystical/magical powers. The forms taken by the latter arc varied—a magic piggy bank (Oink Oink), the power of divination given to a half-woman half-horse (Petrang Kabayo), a flying and talking pushcart (Karina Kariton), a talking and singing rooster (Cockoy), a magic stick (Kaptayn Batuten) and a golden gun (Magnong Bertud), among others. With very few exceptions, the owner’s claim to these gifts springs from their having been victims of life’s cruel jokes or society’s scorn. Some are defenseless characters persecuted by wicked characters, while others are sickly and physically unprepossessing or are considered social outcasts because of physical deformity. The cripple, the three-headed girl, and the beggar are some of the protagonists in the komiks world. Thus Ute (Kaptayn Batuten), Pungkuy (Pungkuy and the Flying Tapis), and Pedro (Little Pedro and the Magic Bilao) have something in common—all of them are poor and all belong to the league of the “good guys.” Desirous of righting a basic anomaly, the writers seem to have arrogated upon themselves God-like powers to free these deprived individuals from an oppressive situation. God occasionally makes his appearance in the komiks to signify the possibility of change in this fictional construct. The lucky charm or magical object materializes: when the need for it arises, when ordinary mortals cannot do anything to destroy the evil forces lurking within and without. What is tacitly agreed upon by both the donor and the receiver is that the power will be used for a good cause. The inevitable opposition between good and evil structures most of these stories. The hero or the heroine is always on the side of the poor, more often depicted as being sinned against than sinning. He or she interacts with the oppressed—the market vendor being terrorized by hoodlums, the family about to be evicted from their house, and other characters saved from potentially harrowing experiences such as death by fire, water, earth and air. The downtrodden’s enemies, on the other hand, are pinpointed with remarkable accuracy; they are the ruthless businessmen, the various syndicates, the usurers and other agents of exploitation. Stories with rural settings depict the landlord or the roving band of marauders and landgrabbers as the enemies of the farmer. In a number of tales, the foe takes the form of a non-human creature—the man-eating crocodile, the rapacious piranha, giant bats, snakes and other wild beasts. In 1976, a number of stories zeroed in on the devil as the enemy. In the more “modern” or technologically oriented tales based on imported reading fare (from Flash Gordon to James Bond), the charms appear as marvelous gadgets and ultra-sophisticated weapons of death. A number of stories have chosen to deal with creatures from outer space or with some horrible creations of a mad scientist as the hero’s dreaded enemies. But Captain Makisig, Darna, or Karina Kariton are always around to save a city threatened with extinction. Within this category of adventure/fantasy may be found another related group. This refers to the typically “male” series, which follows with much gusto the triumphs of Filipino sports heroes. What seldom happens in real life— the sight of a local boy making good in international sports competitions—assumes the force of reality in the komiks, thanks to the fertile imagination and boundless faith in the Filipino athlete that writers such as Carlo Caparas and Jim Fernandez so proudly exhibit. Hence it is not uncommon to see half of the stories in the komiks magazines devoted to the exploits of the Filipino as a national or international sports celebrity. Among the more popular series are those that deal with basketball (Magic 5, Mong), with chess (Blind Chessmaster),
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242 with jai-alai (Fronton Queen), with golf (Holen Juan), and even with such non-Filipino sports as bullfighting (Brown Matador) and skiing (Pinoy Skier). Fame and fortune that have remained elusive in real life are placed within easy reach in these narratives. In many cases, these heroes prove their superiority to ordinary mortals not only during sports festivals but also during periods of emergency (typhoons, floods, epidemics, and earthquakes). The West’s systematic destruction of the hero and its attempt to replace him with the impotent, weak-willed anti-hero has not affected the local komiks’ concept of its hero—brave, magnanimous, gentle, and invincible. Comedy and much lightheartedness are liberally sprinkled in these narratives. The buffoon in Flash Ter, the hero in Super Balulang and Tigrum, the precocious heroine in Betia and Pompa, and the lovable boy-hero in Kuwatog, among others, are made to undergo experiences which effectively juxtapose serious and light moments. Like many old-fashioned comedies, these stories dutifully affirm life’s goodness as they reach their conclusion. Even the tales derived from the mind’s darkest labyrinthine ways—Darko and Lahi ng Aswang— end with a satisfying solution rooted in the belief that the dark forces will eventually be annihilated by the forces of goodness. Central to this scheme is the agent of salvation—the human redeemer to whom men must turn because there is no one else to turn to. On the whole, the universe in the komiks is peopled by kindhearted souls who must constantly struggle against sinister forces; ELPIDIO TORRES’S BONDYING poverty is the most pervasive of these forces. When not palpably present, poverty nevertheless defines itself through the gaps and spaces created by its absence. This is the terrifying void to which countless characters succumb predictably in a large number or stories. The other enemy is concretized in terms of the non-human creature that wreaks havoc on men. An injunction in the industry’s code states that writers and illustrators should refrain from depicting terrifying creatures. Despite this guideline, a number of writers have utilized these creatures in their narratives. Instead of using creatures drawn from Western literature and films, some writers such as Pablo Gomez and Carlo Caparas have returned to the past to resurrect the aswang, the tiyanak, and the kapre from the region into which science and rationality have banished them. The local komiks’ faith in the past thus runs counter to the belief that popular culture has no sense of tradition and that it shows an obsession with fashion and novelty. With some exceptions such as Oggo, the gentle and helpful ape, and the elves in Tikyong Tiyanak, the horrific creatures are a threat to the community as they go on a rampage of violence and destruction. But of seventy novels serialized in 1979, fifteen stories featured a non-human creature as the agent of death. The enemy, these novels seem to be saying, is not man but powerful beings that appear menacing and invincible. They constitute The Other that must be contained for paradise to be regained. The heroes in Philippine myths and epics faced apparently insurmountable odds—giants, enchanters, a thousand warriors—but the ending invariably showed Tuwaang, Lam-ang or Bernardo Carpio triumphant after a fierce struggle. Like their mythical counterparts, ELPIDIO TORRES’S TAONG BUWAYA the komiks heroes can defeat their most powerful opponents, and all the combined forces of the crocodile, the killer-bat, and the cannibal, among others. The confrontation between the readers and the realities shaped in the komiks assumes ritual-like dimensions, even as the readers contend with set patterns that obsessively repeat themselves in infinite variations. It is as if by allowing themselves the luxury of witnessing evil— whether emanating from nature, from the protagonist’s fellowmen, or from the blackness of his own heart—vanquished again and again, the readers are, for that brief moment, able to contain within the komiks world what cannot be contained and effectively checked in life. Life’s disparate realities and myriad impressions—baffling and incomprehensible—are shaped into recognizable patterns, and their contradictions smoothed out in the komiks universe. Taken collectively, the komiks stories seem to have taken on the dimensions of the people’s contemporary myths, for these texts contain in a simplified yet highly concentrated form the people’s modes of perceiving their realities. The compulsion to repeat the same patterns—good vs. evil, ascent vs. descent, chaos vs. peace, harmony vs. discord—clothed in richly-textured details, suggests the
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243 need to exorcise what is unpleasant and negative, lurking in the collective psyche. Within certain limitations, the world out there—the country in the 1970s—becomes comprehensible through the narrative structured by a number of codes and conventions. It is, of course, possible that the writers and illustrators are merely catering to the needs of the readers to be periodically terrified or entranced, to be silent witnesses to the violence unleashed by rampaging men and beasts, or to be regaled with marvelous and idyllic stories. Indeed, these works provide enough excitement, thrill and horror to help boost the magazines’ circulation. The public is given therapeutic treatment, but only if they pay. These factors have been cited by editors and writers as the main reasons for the komiks’ popularity. However, it can be argued that what has been cited on the manifest level does not explain the reasons for the komiks’ central position as the ordinary people’s favorite cultural fare. By probing deeply into the basic structure of meaning in the komiks, it is possible to extract certain observations, the most significant of which (at least for this brief study) is centered on the fact that what has been deemed unpleasant in real life and hence may not be articulated in ordinary discourse manages to surface in complex guises in society’s cultural artifacts. What has been repressed on the surface asserts itself—albeit displaced and distorted—in various images dotting the world created in the komiks. Those legendary creatures from the past and non-human creations from the mysterious regions of the universe— the past and future worlds—could very well be the komiks’ current images of societal realities, private and public nightmares, but mediated in various complex ways. It is possible to decode the meaning of this structure/configuration of images once the stories are set against dominant aspects of social life. In the process, it is possible to arrive at an understanding of the manner in which the reader generates the various texts’ meanings. THE KOMIKS AS A SYSTEM OF SIGNS In its history, the komiks has been criticized for a variety of reasons. A familiar argument states that the komiks offers no educational values to the readers, for they purvey nothing but trash and smut. Moreover, the komiks has been considered escapist fare because it is assumed that it does nothing but feed the readers with mindless love stories or modernized versions of legends and folktales that have lost their relevance. Furthermore, the critics see in the komiks a systematic conspiracy to deaden the reader’s sensibility, and to make him/her believe that everything is all right in the world. Running through these arguments is the assumption that shows a representational and moralistic bias. The komiks is faulted for its failure to be a mirror/reflection of life/reality/social experience. The characters do not act the way people do in real life; the situations are strung together in a non-logical way; in general, the komiks is non-representational. From this realistic perspective, the komiks thus appears escapist and cut off from the actual lives of the people. The crucial question—Why the immense popularity of the komiks?—has not been answered satisfactorily. One way of explaining the phenomenon is to approach the komiks from another perspective—as a system of signs that contains in a highly codified manner the structure of beliefs that conditions the reader’s perception and understanding of his/her world/reality. What is being problematized here is the way in which meaning is produced within a definite process and structure. In this view, the komiks is seen not as a direct mirror reflecting the world in an unproblematic way, but as a system complete in itself and referring back to itself. The komiks is a series of signs composed of the signifiers—words and images—and the signified—the concepts which the words and pictures call attention to. It constitutes a world depicted according to certain laws and conventions intelligible to the public. Petrang Kabayo or Kwatang are unfolded as texts with a well-defined narrative that is self-contained and may not be employed referentially—that is, as a vehicle to point to the reality outside the komiks world. To approach the komiks as a pure system of signs is to take an ahistorical stance even as the view forcibly abstracts the komiks from time and history. Therefore, in order to insert the komiks back into history, it should be seen as part of a complex semiotic system that determines the people’s way of reacting to the world. The komiks as a sign is transformed into a signifier that signifies a set of beliefs and attitudes ideologically determined. Thus the komiks as pure sign taken formally points to nothing but itself—to the self-contained world it has constructed where various realities have been given form and coherence. But as a signifier (one of the component parts of the sign) taken collectively, the komiks should be situated contextually against the larger ftame of reference consisting of the network of beliefs and structures of feelings that characterize society. The question posed earlier may thus be partially answered if we examine the function of the komiks in the lives of the people. Its crucial function appears to be rooted in its tremendous power to give form, to encapsulate the people’s goals and aspirations, to articulate desires thwarted in life by a conspiracy of social forces. The komiks visualizes and articulates, not in a one-to-one correspondence but in a highly complex series of mediations, what in life may not be named or talked about. In other words, the komiks dares name the unname-able, speaks of the unspeakable, makes present what is suppressed following its set of conventions. That which society would rather not talk about openly and would rather sweep under the rug—such realities as violence, injustice, exploitation, usurpation of power, untramelled sex, powerful erotic desires and the like—appear in different guises in the komiks world. By setting up an alternative world where dreams may be fulfilled, where desires are not aborted, where harmony pervades after the nightmarish descent into the underworld, the komiks offers another world which subverts that reality empirically perceived. Indeed, stories revolving around creatures of nightmare and fantasy, make use of characters whose reality derives not from their similarity with characters in real life (there are no satyrs and sirens in life), but from their internal validity and coherence as forms of structuration, as definite ways to image various kinds of experiences. They are the forms that give shape to aspects of contemporary reality which then appear transformed and displaced and less unintelligible to the readers. A simplification of complex ideological patterns thus takes place as Petrang Kabayo, Karina Kariton, and Bakekang confront their numerous adversaries.
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244 The komiks engages life dialectically. It does not reflect but it refracts that which seeks to determine and dominate the komiks as an institution. By wrenching itself free from that reality empirically perceived through its non-representational thrust, the komiks has constantly sought to enlarge the parameters of its activities. On the one hand, the komiks lays bare the conflicts and contradictions that form the narratives, such as those dealing with the local versions of Superman and Wonder Woman; this constitutes the nightmarish world of the komiks. On the other hand, the komiks has enough power to delineate the idyllic world of dreams and fantasies in a world which subverts the familiar world of injustice and aborted love. It is true that the komiks is “escapist” in the sense that it enables the reader to flee from a world that has become too much for the majority. But in its own way, the komiks forces the reader to return to this world with a heightened awareness that it may still be transformed. Indeed, the komiks’ unceasing and self-conscious production of stories set against unknown worlds points to a fierce struggle to obliterate the world and its realities which have given rise to the genre. The komiks of the seventies testifies to the deep-seated desire to set free what has remained suppressed in life. By erecting a world diametrically opposed to the world of oppression and injustice we know, the komiks continues to play a significant role in our lives.
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NOTES ON The Filipino Komiks KOMIKS Ø The term is derived from the English “comics,” which refers to an art form that emerged in the United States at the turn of the 20th century. Ø Setting the comics apart from other art forms were a number of conventions that in time became the distinguishing features of the new form: 1. 2. 3. a. b. c. 4. 5.



HISTORY •



The first komiks character in the Philippines was _____________, whose name was a corruption of Francisco, a common name. Ø created by ___________________________ with writer Romualdo Ramos Ø first appeared in 1929 in Liwayway magazine, then the most popular weekly, first as a filler composed of only four frames. Later, the comic hero’s adventures and that of his friends became a full-page story in the same magazine. Ø in this series, the artist used parody and caricature to depict his character, a man-abouttown, a typical dandy, whose numerous encounters reflected the changes in values and mores effected by the American regime, including the phenomenon called “carabao English,” a local version of pidgin.



•



In the 1930s, the komiks section had grown to include the adventures of 1. Saryong Albularyo (from herbolario, a village doctor who works with herbs and other traditional medicine) 2. Goyo and Kikay, an amiable couple whose names typify the local folk 3. Lukas Malakas, a big-muscled, civic-spirited, clean-living, and good-looking fellow who helps people in distress
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246 4. Huapelo, a stock figure of ridicule with racial undertones; and other characters whose zany antics tickled the readers’ funnybone. The language used was ________________________________________ •



In its initial phase of development, the primary goal of the komiks was to purvey fun and laughter by regaling the readers of Liwayway with accounts of mistaken identities, coincidences, foibles and fumbles, all comic situations that eventually led to browbeating, fistfights, and arguments in a dazzling display of humor and wit.



•



Later, a new generation of Filipinos was exposed to American cultural fare. In 1933, for example, Francisco Reyes and Pedrito Reyes created Kulafu, which is clearly derived from Tarzan.



•



A radical change in the format of the komiks took place after World War II: instead of inhabiting the pages of Liwayway, the komiks as supplement was transformed into an independent magazine. Ø the earliest venture proved short-lived, although it attracted the fledgling industry’s biggest names, e.g., Francisco Reyes, Francisco Coching, Jose Zabala Santos, Malang Santos, and Larry Alcala. Ø undaunted, Don Ramon Roces, of the influential publishing family, decided to put out Pilipino Komiks in 1947. After the initial success of this venture, three other Roces publications came out: Tagalog Klasiks (1949), Hiwaga Komiks (1950), and Espesyal Komiks (1952). Ø these comprised the highly successful quartet of Ace Publications’ komiks, which featured the country’s leading writers and illustrators. In addition to those mentioned above, the most famous ones were Mars Ravelo, Alfredo Alcala, Nestor Redondo, Ben Alcantara, Jim Fernandez, Deo Gonzales, and many others.



•



With this new format, a komiks magazine had the freedom to go beyond laughter and parody, to transcend the limitations imposed by being a mere supplement in terms of material and theme. There was now room for other experiences: family conflicts, jealousy and revenge, fantasy and adventure, romantic love, oppression and class conflict, excursions into the nether and futuristic worlds, sports events, crime and punishment, and other aspects of actual as well as imagined lives.



•



The new FORM consisted of: 1. ____________ for the first and last pages of a magazine devoted to humorous episodes 2. a short story called ______________, with a wakas or ending for those who wanted the stories completed in sitting 3. _____________________ 4. an __________________ like Kalabog en Bosyo, with a completed episode every issue.



•



In the late 1960s and 1970s, another world of make-believe invaded the pages of the komiks. Famous movie stars appeared on the magazine covers. A magazine was even named Superstar, an obvious attempt to attract the millions of fans of Nora Aunor.



•



In 1972, Ferdinand Marcos declared Martial Law and in its wake, new guidelines were devised as an act of self-censorship. The komiks had by the 1970s spun out of control even as the stories and the series dealt with corruption, criminality, sexual passion, varied forms of perversion, and the many faces of poverty in a language that was racy and raunchy and illustrated with such verve and vigor. Ø



the new guidelines prohibited most of the “errors” of the pre-martial law days: nudity, cuss words, sex orgies, political corruption, crooked cops, clerics in love, among others. The result was a komiks world become antiseptic and dull, because the energy that flowed into the stories simply disappeared.
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By the mid-1970s, the komiks was back in its usual elements as it took the public by the hand into a world of mayhem, blood and gore, fantasy, thrill and the many forms of vicarious pleasure.



•



In the 1970s and 1980s, komiks stories by Elena Patron, Gilda Olvidado, and Nerissa Cabral explored melodramatic stories of love, which became immediately popular, inspiring film versions by major directors and companies.



THE FUNCTIONS OF KOMIKS 1.



2.



3.



4.



TYPES OF KOMIKS •



______________________________ Ø Saryong Albularyo, Kenkoy, Tipin (the modern girl from Pobres Park), Kalabog “en” Bosyo (the lovable and zany duo who got into exciting adventures), Kurdapya, Baby Bubut, Bondying, Fefita Fofonggay, Popoy, Ver, Milyo, and Mr. Pid, Mga Kuwentong Barbero (Barber’s Yarns), Kuwatog, Butsoy, Bokyo, Niknok.



•



______________________________ Ø Darna (a superwoman), Dyesebel (a mermaid), Harimanok (King Rooster); Petrang Kabayo (Petra the Horse); Darko, Silveria, Pungkuy and the Magic Bilao, Kapteyn Barbell, Karina Kariton (Karina the Pushcart Girl), Diyosa (Goddess), Super Balulanig, Ada, The Hands, Mambo Dyambo, Booma, Ang Pan-day (The Blacksmith),



•



______________________________ Ø Roberta, Bittersweet, Pieta, Sinasamba Kita (I Adore You), Dapat Ka Bang Mahalin? (Must You Be Loved?), Bukas Luluhod ang mga Tala (Tomorrow the Stars Will Kneel), Malvarosa, Gilda, Eva Fonda: 16, Nobody’s Child, Bakekang.



•



______________________________ Ø Dirty Politician, Sumpain Ka Nawa! (A Curse on You!), El Vibora (The Cobra), Magnong Mandurukot (Magno the Dip), Tulisan (Bandit), Totoy Bato (Rocky Totoy), Angela Markado (Angela the Marked One), among others



•



______________________________ Ø DI Trece (the local version of Dick Tracy), Alyas Palos (AKA the Eel) and Ang Panday; sports stories such as Mong, Juan Tornado, Magic 5, and Brown Matador; narratives dealing with the colonial past, such as Barbaro (Barbarian), Indio (The Native), Limahong (a Chinese pirate), Guardias de la Torre (The Guards of the Tower), and Prinsesa Urduja (a mythical princess).
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______________________________ Ø Sek-see, Barako, Bikini, Toro, Hayop (Bestial), Bold, Lagablab (Blaze), Boobs, and SakdalErotic.



•



______________________________
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Gerry Alanguilan



Wasted



W



asted is a comic book written and drawn by Gerry Alanguilan, a comic book writer and artist based in San Pablo City, Laguna, Philippines. Wasted tells the story of Eric, a musician who loses his dad and his girlfriend, and goes on a rampage in the city looking for twisted justice, and ultimately, death. Wasted was first released as an eight-issue photocopied comics beginning in July 1994, the last issue coming out in July 1996. It was collected into one volume by Alamat Comics in 1998, releasing 500 copies. The entire story was serialized in several parts on the pages of PULP Magazine in the Philippines beginning in 2000, and eventually compiled the story once again as Wasted: The Final Edition in 2003, releasing 2000 copies. Comics writer Warren Ellis considers Wasted an “Early work by a potentially brilliant creator” in a review in 2001.



The entire graphic novel is found in the Appendix Section of your Reader.



ORIGINAL COVER ART (1994)



LATEST COVER ART (2003)
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GERRY ALANGUILAN is a comic book writer and artist based in San Pablo, Laguna. He used to be an architect. He now works as comic artist for many local and foreign titles, including some for Image, Marvel and DC (currently the "Superman Birthright" series with fellow Filipino Leinil Francis Yu). Aside from many local projects, he has a new obsession to track down old Filipino komiks artists and collect their original artwork. He hopes to compile enough to publish a book and open an exhibit in the city.
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Carlo Vergara



Ang Kagilagilalas na Pakikipagsapalaran ni ZsaZsa Zaturnnah



C



arlo Vergara’s Ang Kagila-gilalas na Pakikipagsapalaran ni Zsazsa Zaturnnah is considered by many readers and critics alike as a tour de force among the recent crop of Filipino comic books. Combining irreverent humor, pop culture sensibilities, and nuanced writing, Zsazsa Zaturnnah has been postively received by readers of various age groups and economic backgrounds. Zsazsa Zaturnnah tells the story of Ada, a cynical resident of a small provincial town, who gains superhuman abilities through a stone that falls from the heavens. With the ability to transform into the voluptuous and powerful Zaturnnah, Ada defends his hometown from dangerous otherworldly threats. Adding color to this simple tale is the fact that Ada is a homosexual, proprietor of his own quaint beauty salon. Joining him in his extraordinary adventure is his frilly-mouthed assistant Didi and his secret love Dodong. Because of strong language and suggestive imagery, the comic book is strictly for mature readers. Zsazsa Zaturnnah was first released in December 2002 as a two-part limited series, and since then has been prominently featured in the Philippine Daily Inquirer, Businessworld, Manila Standard, Art Quarterly Manila, Culture Crash, etc. as well as the television show Knowledge Power. After winning a much-coveted National Book Award, given out by the discriminating Manila Critics Circle, the two part Ang Kagila-gilalas na Pakikipagsapalaran ni Zsazsa Zaturnnah has been compiled into a single trade paperback by Visual Print Enterprises.



COVER ART



The entire graphic novel is found in the Appendix Section of your Reader.
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CARLO VERGARA’s first grafiction work, One Night in Purgatory, was cited as the best comic book of 2001 by the Sanghaya yearbook of the National Commission for Culture and the Arts, and earned a finalist slot in the Manila Critics Circle National Book Awards. His illustrations have appeared in Ruin and Ab Ovo for Kestrel Studios, Isaw atbp. for Quest Ventures, Angel Ace and Pantheon for Alamat Comics, the Philippine Daily Inquirer, and other publications. A graphic designer by profession, Vergara also pursued acting for professional theater and teaching in the university classroom.
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Timothy R. Montes



Literary Technophobia and the Case for Philippine Future Fiction I



F



irst, a caveat. Don’t be taken in by the title of this lecture. It’s a pretentious effort of a person in the humanities to “scientize” his language in order to stand on the same respectable level with his counterparts in the sciences (all of them Ph.D.’s at that). Had this been an informal class lecture in fiction writing, using the language prescribed by Strunk and White, I would have entitled this simply “Why Filipino Writers Need To Write Science Fiction.” (Now that you know what this lecture is really all about I hope you won’t leave the hall.) Literary technophobia is the closest term I can use to describe a certain kind of sensibility among Filipino fiction writers. No, it’s not a fear of computers— the novelist Edilberto Tiempo was trying to learn how to use one when he died in his seventies. William Gibson, the science fiction writer who coined the term “cyberspace,” uses a manual typewriter to write his novels. What I mean is more than an aversion for cell phones, TV and other technological gadgets. It is a fundamental lack, if not a fear of “science” in our literary tradition. In other words, our literary writers are afraid to write about science in their short stories and novels. Lest I be accused of thirdworldism, I would like to contextualize this generalization. The critical barb which should be hurled should sound like this: do you expect writers from a third world agricultural/feudal banana republic to write science fiction? Writers, after all, are a product of their social milieu and they can only write about things they know about; in our case, the most apt period style would be social realism. To ask Filipino writers to write science fiction and fantasy is therefore almost like asking a priest to write erotica. The truth is nobody can force a writer what to write about. We cannot legislate that writers write only a certain kind of fiction or judge artistic relevance on the basis of content alone. Look at all those ridiculous Chinese operas about the love affair of a farmer with his tractor in consonance with Mao Zedong’s literary revolution. In Russia, the most prophetic writers were not those who toed the party line, but dissidents like Pasternak and Solzhenitzyn—writers who refused to be boxed in by rules on what to write about. My injunction for the writing of science fiction should therefore be taken with a grain of salt. If we cannot force our writers to write science fiction, the best thing that can be done would be to create an environment that would encourage the uncoerced writing of it. II We begin with literary education since most of our prospective writers are students inspired into writing by the stories they read in schools. If we look at the history of the Philippine short story in English, we will realize that many of the most beautiful, most affecting stories are lyrical evocations of rural living. The stories taken up in Philippine literature courses in high school and college create a dominant mood, a flavor, of what Philippine literature is like. It creates a landscape of the imagination captured visually by the paintings of Fernando Amorsolo. Some scenes are indelible in the student’s imagination: Baldo riding on a carabao cart into the sunset of Nagrebcan with Maria and his brother Leon at the back ; Dodong taking a bath in the river on his way home to tell his father he was going to get married ; Tarang working on a kaingin in the wilderness of Mindoro . The cumulative effect of this exposure to the rural tradition has been the creation of an archetype that is antithetical to the scientific concept of technological progress. In my opinion, the anti-science strain in our early stories is not a polemic but a tone; for after all, our writers from the early period lived in that kind of rustic world. But the scales are always tilted in favor of rural life depicted in Edenic descriptions in contrast to urban living full of corruption and sordidness. Why do I mention these old stories about farm life in relation to the writing of science fiction? The question is ○
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TIMOTHY R. MONTES has a degree in biology from Silliman University but swerved to creative writing soon after college—and is probably best known as the last Tiempo protégee. A multiple Palanca awardee, he is now based in Davao where he teaches in UP Mindanao. His colection of short stories, The Black Men, was published by Anvil.
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254 answered by Gregorio Brillantes through his story “Apollo Centennial,” the first successful science fiction story written by a Filipino. The story is set in the future, in the year 2069, one hundred years after the first landing on the moon. Just like the celebration of the Philippine centennial two years ago, there is a big hullabaloo in the story about the hundredth anniversary of man’s conquest of the moon. But the story is not about high-tech gadgets of the future of the space age; it is a social critique of the Philippines. Although the story is set in the future, it is written as if things are occurring in the past. After one hundred years, nothing has changed in the Philippines — it is still a poor agricultural backwater where tenants live in a feudal society. The protagonist is a barefoot farmer who decides to go to town to see the much-touted Apollo Centennial exhibit. He braves the monsoon rains, crosses a river, follows a grass trail going to the poblacion until he reaches the plaza. He enters the exhibit of the Apollo centennial and looks at the black and white pictures taken in 1969. In the background, the taped voice of Neil Armstrong keeps on repeating: “One small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.” The juxtaposition of the poor farmer and the technological feats of the past creates a Twilight Zone effect because the man is twice removed from reality. In a way, Philippine fiction writing is still hung over the past like that man in the story by Brillantes. Today, although few writers write about carabaos and golden rice fields, the period style of writing from the past, realism and naturalism, continues to be the dominant mode in much of our writing. It is a style that is objective, cold, and, in the hands of careless writers, prone to banality. There is therefore a need to jumpstart not only the economy of the country but also the imagination of our literary artists so that they will be able to unshackle the fetters of the imagination in order to soar into (outer) space. III Our literary forebears, even if they obtained college degrees in the first half of the century, did not have what is so-called a scientific culture. The works of Bienvenido Santos, Nick Joaquin, N.V.M. Gonzalez, Edilberto Tiempo, F. Sionil Jose, etc., do not bear the stamp of a scientific perspective. Their works are informed by the old educational system that did not go beyond elementary algebra and basic chemistry. Of the early writers, only Arturo Rotor had some sort of scientific training but he stopped writing stories when he became a doctor. In contrast to the old masters, however, our generation of Filipino fictionists are not ignorant of science and scientific theories— from Darwin to Einstein to Heisenberg and Feynman. Many of us grew up as fans of sci-fi movies like Star Wars and Star Trek. Jessica Zafra is a graduate of the Philippine Science High School; Lakambini Sitoy and I were contemporaries in the biology program of Silliman University; Angelo “Sarge” Lacuesta, the latest winner of the Palanca and Graphic Fiction Awards, is a bio graduate of U.P. who, just like Jose Garcia Villa in the 30s, quit medical school. But you will not read any trace of “science” in our work perhaps because most of us turned our backs on science with it leaving a bad taste in the mouth. In the newest anthology of fiction written by my generation of writers (Dream Noises: A Generation Writes, Anvil, 1999 ) my fellow writers tackle themes of sexuality, they write about private obsessions, about womanhood, about ethnicity— but not one was brave enough to tackle anything about science or the future. Perhaps we are still smarting from the adolescent encounter we had with science— all of us, I surmise, hated science when we were immersed in it. But I suppose the time will come when we will be brave enough to confront the ghost of science past and be able to consciously use our own background in the sciences for the writing of a new body of scientificallyinformed speculative fiction. And now I would like to make a confession. I quit biology in favor of literature and creative writing because I had delusions of grandeur when I was younger. I realized that if I wanted to be great, if I wanted to make a mark, it would be so difficult to do it under the aegis of science. We were at least thirty years behind the U.S. and Japan when it came to science and technology. Science is a cumulative body of knowledge; if Newton was right in claiming that he stood on the shoulders of giants, then we in the Third World were standing on the shoulder of a pygmy. In the arts, on the other hand, one could rely on sheer talent and innate genius to be able to make a mark. I mean, look at it this way: it will be easier for a Filipino to win the Nobel Prize in Literature than for him to win in the fields of Physics, Medicine, or Chemistry simply because we are not in the frontier of knowledge in the sciences. My own escape from science was therefore a moral cop-out. In my own work, I’ve only managed to make use of biology once, in a story whose main character is a biology professor. But then the piece is a love story and has nothing to do with science. IV How much science does a writer need to know to be able to write science fiction? This question cannot be underestimated because if we want our creative writing students to be able to competently write science fiction in the future, they should be exposed to science and scientific theories in their education for them to validate the alternative worlds and realities they may create. I don’t want to join the fray regarding the general education program, for I believe the problem goes beyond the assignment of units to be required for the different subjects in the sciences and the humanities. Even the most rigorous and technical science program will not necessarily result in an integrative wisdom that will equip a student to write speculative science fiction. A creative writing major does not need to know how to derive E=mc2 from Newton’s universal law of gravitation. Besides, most writers hate numbers.
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255 What is perhaps needed is an understanding of the philosophical underpinnings of the study of science. I remember, when I was in college, being asked to memorize the scientific names of so many plants in a subject called Plant Taxonomy and how much I hated it because I did not see the point in taking in all those Latinate terms. It would have helped me get over the phobia for science if our teacher let us read Loren Eiseley’s essay “How Flowers Changed The World” for it would have shown us the relevance of our field of study in relation to the Darwinian concept of evolution. There are too many zoom shots of individual trees in the study of science that one yearns for the panoramic view of the whole forest once in a while. The humanities itself was a vast realm which had pretensions of scientific compartmentalization—we had a teacher who was a walking encyclopedia of Victorian Literature and whose reading and erudition was only confined to 19th century literature. As early as the 1950s, C. P. Snow was already complaining of the great divide between the two cultures—science on the one hand, and humanities on the other. We were graduating art students who had no inkling of what was happening on the other side of the fence and we were producing scientists who were unabashed philistines. Perhaps a good index of how successful we are in our general education program would be the production of a body of science fiction for it is in this genre that we see the marriage of science with the humanities. I look forward to the time when physicist s and biologists will be writing fiction and creative writers will be conversant in the latest scientific theories so that they can compete with the scientists in the writing of science fiction. My deeper appreciation for science came through literature when I discovered thee essays of Stephen Jay Gould in biology and Loren Eiseley in anthropology. They are, so to speak, scientific humanists or humane scientists. When I take up their essays in my creative writing class next semester, my students will not only learn prose style but also evolutionary biology and paleontology. The creative writer, in straddling the two worlds, need not lose himself in the welter of facts and numbers. What is perhaps needed is an acquaintance with the fundamental postulates of the different disciplines and teachers with imagination who can open up doors of wonder for them. V In 2000, the Palanca literary awards has opened a new category called Future Fiction. If science fiction is broad enough to embrace all forms of fantasy and speculative writing, then this is the closest thing we have to it. This category encourages the writing of futuristic scenarios of the Philippines based on the realities obtaining. Rizal, had he written a story instead of a propagandistic essay, could have qualified for the contest with the title “The Philippines A Hundred Years Hence.” I welcome this recent development for a reason. We have reached a point of literary exhaustion in dealing with history. From Rizal to Stevan Javellana to F. Sionil Jose we have been fixated on a backward-looking form of literature which plods along the route of realism. Like Lot’s wife, our literature has turned itself into a pillar of salt. To look forward is to unleash the imagination and to explore new styles to go with the creation of new worlds. Writers will have to confront the ghost of science or stealthily skirt around it such as what Brillantes did in his story. I suppose most scenarios of the future will turn out to be dystopian for this is the tendency of science fiction: to paint the future black and bleak and to be critical of science itself. But before future fiction as a genre exhausts itself we will have a brave new world in Philippine fiction to explore. Some problems have been posed regarding the setting up of a category called Future Fiction. Does it mean that stories in this category will be judged according to different principles from the mainstream short story category? Can’t science fiction stories compete on the same artistic merits as mainstream fiction? Well, in the U.S. there is no Pulitzer Prize for science fiction so they set up the Hugo and Nebula Awards. Notwithstanding these questions, the setting up of Future Fiction is a cause for celebration for it encourages and legitimizes a new kind of writing which will release us from historical and quasi-historical fictional reportage. In science fiction there is an opportunity not only to extrapolate the present with the future. In it, the familiar and taken-forgranted reality is defamiliarized and given fresh ways in making inroads to the study of the human condition. I hope that here at U.P. Mindanao our creative writing students will develop a more scientifically-informed, future-looking vision in their writing. Instead of relying on old formulas, they should always strive to make their writing new, fresh, and exciting. Who knows? Maybe someone will write a future fiction scenario of our school— “UP Mindanao A Hundred Years Hence.” But I hope that in that story set in the future we won’t be riding habal-habals anymore.
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Bienvenido Lumbera



The Rugged Terrain of Vernacular Literature



T



he serious study of vernacular literature did not gain much headway until the first half of the 1970s when the accelerating process of decolonization encouraged nationalist inquiry into the dynamics of cultural relations be tween the Philippines and its past colonial masters. The resulting rediscovery of the hitherto neglected native tradition has led to a fresh and enlightened appreciation of the attempts of our vernacular writers to assert through their works a vision of their society and its future. In 1965, anyone studying vernacular literature was likely to reach research deadends and to receive only minimal help from so-called authorities. This area of research was “a territory where the light is fitful and the maps fragmentary.” Today, there is a little more light and the maps are a little more reliable. But the terrain is still as rugged as ever: the problems are formidable. To make the problems seem less staggering, I have grouped them into three categories: (1) those pertaining to materials, (2) those pertaining to men, and (3) those pertaining to methodology. THE PROBLEM OF MATERIALS By materials, what is being referred to are primary texts and secondary materials, the works to be studied and the early studies, where such are available, on the works on related subjects. The problem here is very simple and very basic: it is that of availability. A paramount irony of our cultural experience under U.S. colonialism is represented by that institution in Philippine libraries known as Filipiniana. The Filipiniana section is supposed to be a repository of works about the Philippines written either by Filipinos or by foreigners. Here books are vigilantly guarded by librarians who make them available only to a select group of readers who have to establish their qualifications to make use of materials deposited in it. It is truly lamentable that Filipinos who have been through a university education have been conditioned to think that interest in one’s culture and history is a highly specialized preoccupation reserved for only a few masteral and even fewer doctoral students. When a Filipino enters a Philippine library, he should come into contact with books by Filipinos and about the Philippines. However, thanks to the institution known as Filipiniana, it is possible to be a bookworm in any of our better libraries and still be completely ignorant of the literary and scholarly works by Filipinos. Of course, it is true that available works by Filipino scholars and men of letters are hardly enough to fill a fairsized room in a system which effectively stifles creativity and productiveness among intellectuals lured by the promise of a “universal audience” through English into frittering away their talent and energy on learned topics in Western literature, areas of inquiry which Western critics and scholars are better equipped to discuss. The same educational system discourages many from gathering together works by Filipinos for purposes of serious study by insisting on the study only of literature that has “withstood the test of time,” meaning the masterpieces of the great master writers of the Western world. By impressing on Filipino students that what really mattered was Western expertise if they wished to be scholars or critics, our colonial education succeeded in devaluating native culture and its link with a past that was seen as “backward” and “narrow” and, in lieu of this, promote, d a culture that was projected as “modem” and “universal” and therefore “valid for all times and climes.” And so it was that the collecting of specimens of vernacular literature has been late by seven decades. Which only means that many works are no longer available, and if they are, these are kept in widely-scattered libraries. The specimens themselves are few, for only a handful of hardy nationalists persevered in gathering works that were in academic disrepute under the neo-colonial conditions that obtained in institutions of higher learning. Some such collectors were Julian Cruz Balmaceda, Marcelo P. Garcia, Carlos Ronquillo, Teodoro Agoncillo and Ildefonso Santos, to name only those who collected Tagalog literature. ○
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Poet and Ramon Magsaysay Awardee BIENVENIDO LUMBERA has a B.A. from the University of Santo Tomas, and an M.A. (1960) and Ph.D. (1967) from the University of Indiana. In 1976, he and several other critics founded the Manunuri ng Pelikulang Pilipino. His numerous works include Philippine Literature: A History and Anthology, Revaluation: Essays on Philippine Literature, Cinema and Popular Culture (1984), Tagalog Poetry, 1570-1989: Tradition and Influences in Its Development (1986) and Abot-Tanaw: Sulyap at Suri ng Nagbabagong Kidtura at Lipunan (1987).
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257 Collections are also woefully inadequate. The Philippine weather had done much to destroy valuable documents that have not benefited from air-conditioned archives, fire-proof vaults, or even termite-free storerooms. And so much of vernacular literature appeared in newsprint easily susceptible to crumbling after years of constant handling. The Pacific War wrought havoc on much printed material, not only because of the fires and bombs that destroyed many libraries storing vernacular literature, but also because paper became a high-priced commodity. Selling old newspapers and magazines was one way of augmenting badly-depleted family incomes during the war. In the process, a lot of valuable works have been lost forever. The limited accessibility of vernacular materials where they have been collected presents another problem. The fact that they are often found in Filipiniana collections has already limited the number of Filipinos familiar with their content. The problem is compounded by a widespread attitude that manuscripts, books, and sundry others left behind by dead writers are family heirlooms that ought to be kept within the family. It is necessary to appeal to such “collectors” either to donate or sell their holdings so that these could be made available to a large public. In this endeavor, educational institutions should take the initiative lest the collections pass into the hands of profit-hungry Filipiniana book dealers who then export them to libraries in foreign lands. THE PROBLEM OF MEN The problem of attracting quality brainpower to the study of vernacular literature is no longer as acute as it was ten years ago when any young Filipino who had an interest in literary studies automatically turned to the study of English and American literature. The nationalistic movement of the late 1960s did much to focus the attention of young people on the culture of the Filipinos. The more pressing problem now is the academic preparation for those who are eager to work on vernacular literature. The responsibility of meeting the problem rests with colleges and universities strategically located in the regions and equipped with an enthusiastic faculty and a reasonably adequate library of vernacular materials. In addition to collecting literary and culture artifacts, they ought to offer courses that would direct attention and energy to their collections. But it is not enough to offer token courses on vernacular literature. More useful would be a series of courses that would provide the students with a perspective to help evaluate Filipino literature works against the setting of our society’s history and culture. Such a perspective must be insisted upon because the study of vernacular literature can only become meaningful when it is related to the struggle of the Filipinos to assert their identity as a people and redefine that identity as they interact with the culture of their colonizers. In this connection, it is necessary to undo the general misconception that the history of Philippine Literature revolves around the achievements of our writers in English. Because they have been the more articulate and knowledgeable critics and literary historians, intellectuals writing about Philippine writing in English have been able to give this branch of Philippine Literature a nationwide and even international projection. This lead to a distortion of our literary history which should have as its central concern the narration of men, events and work pertaining to literatures whose history goes back to the days before the onslaught of Western colonialism. Once the currently distorted perspective has been corrected, it will become apparent that any serious student of Philippine Literature must develop proficiency in a vernacular tongue other than Pilipino. Previously, it had been assumed that proficiency in English or Spanish was essential, but the.relative importance of Cebuano, Iloko or Ilonggo literature makes it imperative that the expert be equipped to read in any one of the major vernacular languages other than Pilipino. Perhaps only after one has acquired reading skills in other Philippine languages will he begin to discover the oneness of all literatures written in the native languages. THE PROBLEM OF METHODOLOGY This is, to my mind, the most crucial need of the moment in the study of vernacular literature. Having been trained for literary study according to the critical assumptions in Western literature, those who are now turning to the study of Philippine Literature come equipped with a critical apparatus that is more attuned to the concerns and intentions of foreign writing. It is essential that a way be found of harmonizing the prospective student’s training in research and criticism with the demands if his new subject matter. In these pioneers years, the demand is quite elementary. Vernacular literature awaits to be collected, classified and then analyzed. A tentative methodology to realize these intentions can follow a four-step process. First: humanize the literary works. This consists of identifying the provenance of the literary work and establish its links with the writer’s life and other works. Background information of the literary work and on the writer is vital to determine the context within which the piece should be studied. There was a dearth of such information in previous academic studies of vernacular writing, and it accounts for much of the uncomprehending comment by mindless comparison and contrast with foreign writing. Where biography and social milieu, however, have been brought into a discussion of vernacular writing, discussion has often been made to rest after enumeration of data that barely hint at the dynamic intercourse between the writer and his work and the social setting. The need is, therefore, for a deeper appreciation of various psychological and social pressures that underlie creative writing. This would allow the reader to gain an insight not only into a poem or play but also into the mind of the artist and the structures of a given society.
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258 The second step is to situate the literary work in history. This means not merely the chronology and hierarchy of literary works within a given period of time, but more broadly, the sum total of social, political and economic events that influence the development of cultural forms. It is essential that, in addition to seeing the literary work against the author’s biographical background, the background of events that left an imprint on the writer’s mind and his productions should also be considered. Many characteristics of vernacular works that set them apart from English or American literary touchstones have been dismissed as flaws when they actually represented attempts by the writers to come to terms with the exigencies of writing at a given historical period. For instance, during the early years of American colonialism, a type of political poetry developed which overtly dealt with current events involving American officials. But they playfully evaded the responsibility for any-political overtones by a twist ending which claimed that everything that was narrated and said took place in a dream. Read out of context, the said poems may be summarily dismissed as “childish” or “simpleminded.” However, when seen in the light of the Sedition Law of 1901, the poems become significant pieces attesting to the persistence of political protest against the imposition of American colonial rule on the Philippines. Ideally, the literary work that is being situated in history ought to be viewed within three overlapping frameworks. First, the local framework has to be established. Within the town or barrio were the work appeared, what were the conditions that might have shaped its development? What, for instance, were the occasions for literary composition? Are there other local writers, previous and contemporaneous, alongside whom the author or piece must be evaluated? The second framework is regional in scope. The same line of questioning may be followed, but this time the piece is to be looked at as part of the total output of the region. No matter how fragmentary or piecemeal the information, it is useful to set it down. It is out of such attempts to place a work against the literary history of a given region that a more discriminating national literary history could be pieced together. Finally, the work may then be situated within the framework of literary development in the country as a whole. Such a framework can be more easily reconstructed than a regional framework. After all, Tagalog, English and Spanish writing have been fairly well-mapped out. At present, there are still many blank spaces in our national literary history and many works that have received attention probably will not loom as large as they do now as research in the history of regional literatures attains thoroughness and accuracy. The third step in my proposed methodology is to define the critical perspective that would help us understand the literary work and determine its worth either as sociological document or as literature. The provisional literary history in which we have located the work should lead us to some observations regarding literary traditions. In defining this perspective, we are actually looking for the sources of themes, techniques and intentions of a particular literary work. In short, we want to trace the significant efforts by writers in the past. Tradition does not imply a set way of saying what one means, or a meaning that is immutable. The student must always guard against the notion that literary development will follow the same rules regardless of time or place. This misconception accounts for the failure of many Filipino students to appreciate the works of their countrymen. Steeped in Western literary ideas and forms, they come to their native literature expecting to find the same things, a situation that inevitably leads to frustration if not culture shock, disorientation and consequent disdain for works that prove different from what they had been accustomed to in Western literature. To counteract this erroneous tendency, the student must develop an awareness of tradition, at the same time that he trains his eyes to recognize the affinities of the work to other literary pieces produced within the same culture. It will save him from the error of seeking in Philippine Literature what it does not presume to offer, considering the factors that shaped its history. Thus, the student can identify the unique national characteristics of universal literary genres, like lyric poetry, drama, or fiction. Given this awareness of transition, the student should be ready for the final step of making a descriptive of the literary work. The key word here is “descriptive,” not “critical.” The emphasis is necessary. Having come to Philippine Literature with a critical perspective derived from the West, the incautious student is prone to read a sarsuwela by Pius Kabahar the way he would read Shakespeare, a lyric poem by Leona Florentino the way he would read Emily Dickinson, or a novel by Roman Reyes the way he would read Stendhal. In the study of Western literature as it is conducted in our colleges and universities, the students are taught to be “critical.” The approach is productive because the authors offered in literature courses have already been consecrated as leading figures in their respective countries. But such an approach is bound to flounder when applied to a literature whose lineaments are still in the process of being defined, having been neglected for about seven decades by our own scholars and critics. Pending a more comprehensive picture of Filipino literature in the Philippine languages, the student will have to confine himself to a description of existing literary works. No doubt, value judgments will have to be made in order to separate the gold from utter dross. However, it is not the primary concern of literary study in its present stage to engage in a finely evaluative process. The task of the students of vernacular literature now is to report on the content, concerns, forms and devices in these works as social, political and economic pressures have shaped them. The study of vernacular literature is, then, both tough and easy. It is tough in that it asks the student to unlearn the assumptions and skill he had acquired in working with Western literature and to adopt an orientation that would render him once again a neophyte in literary study. But it is easy in that he is spared, at least for the time being, from the delicate task of passing judgment. It is also more rewarding than the study of foreign literature. The student of vernacular literature is free to ignore secondary sources, a freedom no longer enjoyed by anyone who studies the well-covered works and topics of Western literature. Such freedom would give him all the opportunity to make an original contribution to the fund of human knowledge that benefits his countrymen.
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ebuano literature refers to the body of oral and written literature of speakers of Cebuano, the mother tongue of a quarter of the country’s population who live in Cebu, Bohol, Siquijor, Negros Oriental, and parts of Leyte and Mindanao. As such, it is an important part of Philippine literature. Cebuanos have a rich oral tradition, including legends associated with specific locales, like the Maria Cacao legends of southern Cebu and those of Lapulapu and his father Datu Manggal of Mactan; and folktales like the fable “Haring Gangis ug Haring Leon”, which warn of abusive behavior by the dominant group. Many of the tales carry lessons, but just as many suggest the value of humor, keeping of one’s wit and resourcefulness, as in the Juan Pusong trickster tales. Among the early poetic forms are garay (verses), harito (shaman’s prayers), tigmo (riddles) and panultihon (proverbs), as described by the Jesuit Francisco Alzina (1668). The generic form for poetry is balak, characterized by the presence of enigma or metaphor called balaybay or sambingay. Most of the poems are sung, like the occupational songs and lullabies. The balitaw is an extemporaneous poetic debate between man and woman that is sung and danced simultaneously. Spontaneous versifying is highly valued, also illustrated in a dramatic form called kulilising hari, a variant of the Tagalog duplo, that is usually performed at funeral wakes. The written literature became significant only in the late 19th century. Tomas de San Geronimo’s “Soneto sa Pagdayeg can Santa Maria Gihapon Virgen” (1751) is the first of many piety-laden compositions that show a loss of the enigmatic symbol and metaphor of pre-colonial verse. The longest poetic form is the pasyon, a verse rendering of the life and suffering of Jesus Christ that is read during Lent. Secular narratives or corridos were composed in Cebuano, but only the prose versions survive, like “Doce Pares sa Pransiya” and “Sa Pagmando ni Hari Arturo.” Another important influence of the Spanish period is found in the plays called linambay (known also as moromoro because of its anti-Muslim theme), a regular fare at town fiestas that involved parti- cipation of the whole rural community and attracted audiences from the neighboring towns. The prose narratives developed into the sugilanon or short story, the first example of which is “Maming” (1901) by Vicente Sotto, the “father of Cebuano letters”; and later into the sugilambong or novel. The press contributed much to the development of literature by regularly publishing works of local writers, especially in the three decades before World War II. The Cebuano writer’s craft was honed in early translations of European fiction and imitations of American models, as shown in the works of Juan Villagonzalo, Uldarico Alviola, Angel Enemecio, Flaviano Boquecosa, Sulpicio Osorio, Nicolas Rafols and others. Pre-Commonwealth fiction was mostly nationalistic and didactic in spirit, to be replaced later by more escapist fare like stories of love, detection and adventure. A similar shift was seen in drama, but the more popular plays were a combination of social criticism and entertainment, as in the works of Buenaventura Rodriguez, Piux Kabahar and Florentino Borromeo. With the proliferation of publications, e.g., Bag-ong Kusog, Nasud, and Babaye, more and more poets emerged, producing around 13,000 poems before the war. Vicente Ranudo’s “Hikalimtan?” (1906) and “Pag-usara” (1922) became models of metrical precision and balanced structure as found in traditional Cebuano poetry. Its discourse of courtly love and its elevated tone would be replicated in the poems of Amando Osorio, Escolastic Morre, Tomas Bagyo, Pantaleon Kardenas, Vicente Padriga and others. Popular were light folksy pieces of political satires like Andres Bello’s fable “Piniliay sa mga Isda” (1916) and of social criticism like Piux Kabahar’s “Kinabuhing Sugboanon” (1929). Of another type are the mostly occasional and nonsentimental works of poets Emiliano Batiancila, Canuto Lim, Felipe de Leon, Vicente Kyamko, Marciano Camacho, Saturnino Abecia, Marciano Peñaranda; and Gardeopatra Quijano, a CCP Gawad recipient for Regional Literature (1993). At the center of this group was the prolific Aglipayan bishop Fernando Buyser, who invented the sonnet form called sonanoy. Another invention was the siniloy of Diosdado Alesna, which is made up of one or two amphibrach lines. Of the many publications before the war, only Bisaya has survived as literary outlet of Cebuano. Because of the ○
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Cebuano poet ERLINDA KIN-TANAR ALBURO, a Sillimanian,is the director of the Cebuano Studies Center of the University of San Carlos, where she also teaches language and literature courses. She chairs the Literature Section, Humanities Division, of the National Research Council of the Philippines, and is regional coordinator for Central Visayas of the Literary Arts Committee, NCCA. A poet and fiction writer in Cebuano, she is immediate past president of the Women in Literary Arts.
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260 rise in prestige of English and later Tagalog, postwar Cebuano literature was relegated to third class although Cebuano was still the language of home and street. A new vigor in poetry was contributed by bilingual writers Leonardo Dioko, Junne Cañizares, Ric Patalinjug and others, whose exposure to Western modes and styles helped strengthen the poetic utterance with irregular rhythms, precise and concrete diction and practical attitudes. It is in drama that Cebuano literature is probably weakest, although a few writers like Claude Al Evangelio and Allan Jayme Rabaya have sustained their writing. Beset by considerations peculiar to writing for theater, like rarity in publication and answering to the demands of the stage, Cebuano playwrights have slowly turned to radio- and TVscriptwriting. Most of the plays are written and produced on campus, for a limited audience. There is a renewed interest in the play, however, with the support of the Arts Council of Cebu, that has launched a program to encourage Cebuano playwrights with a contest and the production of the prize-winners. Writers’ groups certainly contributed to literary growth, notably the Lubas sa Dagang Bisaya (LUDABI) and Bathalan-ong Halad sa Dagang (BATHALAD), which have chapters in Mindanao. The latter is an offshoot of the former, which was at one time headed by Marcel Navarra, the “father of the modern short story in Cebuano.” By sponsoring regular workshops and contests and publishing their outputs and entries, these groups have encouraged younger writers to start writing, and older writers to shift in style and attitude. Some of the most-anthologized members of BATHALAD are Gremer Chan Reyes, Ernesto Lariosa, Temistokles Adlawan, Pantaleon Auman and Rene Amper. Amper, who used to write in English, is joined by Simeon Dumdum Jr., Vicente Bandillo, Melito Baclay, Ester Tapia and others who now write also in Cebuano. Like this second set of bilingual writers, many other Cebuanos started out in the campus papers, like the poets Robert Pableo Lim, Don Pagusara, Leo Bob Flores and Rex Fernandez in the 70s and 80s; as well as the recent crop consisting of Mike Obenieta, Adonis Durado and Januar Yap who are members of the Tarantula group. A noteworthy addition is the Women in Literary Arts (WILA), founded in 1991 by seven women writers. Perhaps the only organized women writers’ group in the Philippines today, WILA has twenty-five writers, half of whom write mainly in Cebuano, like Ester Tapia, Ruby Enario, Leticia Suarez, Linda Alburo, Jocelyn Pinzon, Cora Almerino, Delora Sales and Marvi Gil. Most if not all of these writers have attended the annual Cornelio Faigao Memorial Writers Workshop conducted since 1984 by the Cebuano Studies Center of the University of San Carlos. These workshops, which the Cebuano writers may attend as fellows a few times and as observers any number of times, provide a venue for the old and young, male and female to share works and discuss problems. For lack of regular outlet, they hold formal and informal poetry readings with varied audiences. BATHALAD, WILA and Tarantula conduct workshops both for their own members and for much younger writers in high schools and colleges.
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isten. Listen to this poem written sometime in the late 1930s by a young Filipino woman, entitled “Muted Cry” [1]: I. They took away the language of my blood, giving me one “more widely understood.” More widely understood! Now Lips can never Never with the Soul-in-Me commune: Moments there are I strain, but futile ever, To flute my feelings through some native Tune... Alas, how can I interpret my Mood? They took away the language of my blood. If I could speak the language of my blood My voice would whirl up through resistless space Swiftly—sure—flight no one can retrace, And flung against the skyey breast of God, Its scattered words, charged with a passion rare, With treble glow would dim the stars now there. II. Shakespeare, Dante, Sappho, and the rest, They who are now as poets deified, Never their language being them denied, Their moods could be felicitous expressed— Crimson of joy, purple of grief, Grey of unrest, white of relief— Their dreams so colored, living forms they seem, The real lent enchantment like some faery-dream. If I could speak the language of my blood, My feet would trace the path their feet have trod, And stake me a niche within their lot of Fame, Of jade-and-gold, and carve me there a name. Ah, could I speak the language of my blood, I, too, would free the poetry in me. And this now apathetic world would be Awakened, startled at the silver flood Of Song, my soul aptly expressing, Each flood-note listeners impressing
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EDNA ZAPANTA-MANLAPAZ is professor of English at the Ateneo de Manila University. Her publications include Aurelio Tolentino: Selected Writings (1975); Kapampangan Literature: A Historical Survey and Anthology (1981); Index to Filipino Poetry and Verse from English, 1905-1950 (1988), and Man of Earth: An Anthology of Filipino Poetry and Verse from English 1905 to the Mid-50s (1989), the last two with Gemino H. Abad. In recent years she has focused her critical attention on Filipino women writers. In 1993 she produced companion volumes: The Complete Poems of Angela Manalang Gloria and Angela Manalang Gloria: A Literary Biography, the latter the first of its kind in Philippine publishing. A forthcoming work, with Marjorie Evasco, is Inter-Views: Six Filipino Women Poets in English.
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262 More as the water-drop into a pearl congealed Than as a ripple on the ocean’s breast revealed. III These words I speak are out of pitch with ME! That other Voice?—Cease longing to be free! How can’t thou speak who hast affinity Only with promised-but-unflowered days, Only with ill-conceived eternity, Being, as they, mere space lost unto Space? Forever shalt thou cry, a muted god: “Could I but speak the language of my blood!” Whose voice is this? What was the language of her blood? Who took it away from her and why? Did the loss really render her mute, in what way, and to what extent? Is it ever possible to lose the language of one’s blood or to reclaim it? The answers to these questions constitute a veritable history, a genealogy of Filipino women writers using English as their medium, writers whose short stories and poems comprise the present anthology. THE MEDIUM AS MESSAGE: ENGLISH AS A COLONIZING LANGUAGE When in 1898 the United States—by right of what then-President McKinley called “Manifest Destiny”—decided to assume control and disposition of the Philippine government, it immediately recognized the urgent need to facilitate its administration of the islands by designating and propagating one official language: English. The language was to be taught to the native population of 7.6 million (First Census of 1903) through a nationwide network of public schools to be initially staffed by American soldiers-turned-teachers and then later by professional teachers. In 1910, 600 American teachers sailed from San Francisco on the S.S. Thomas as the first batch of the teachers. Such an ambitious plan clearly demanded a huge outlay of money from the U.S. government. How to justify this budget to the decisionmakers halfway around the globe in Washington, D.C.? General Arthur MacArthur put it in these terms: “This appropriation is recommended primarily and exclusively as an adjunct to military operations calculated to pacify the people and to procure and expedite the restoration of tranquility throughout the archipelago.” [2] In plain English, the propagation of English was to be an instrument of colonial policy. But the Filipinos were not aware of this at the time. They welcomed the establishment of the public school system and the propagation of English as acts of pure benevolence by the white Americans towards their little brown brothers and sisters. In any case, this investment of the United States colonial government paid off: when the first official census was taken in 1903, the literacy rate was barely 5%. By the time of the second census in 1918, the rate had increased to 49.2% and by 1935, to 65%. Today, at 88%, the Philippines has one of the highest literacy rates in Asia. (Compare this to 70% in China, 40% in India and 78% in Vietnam.) [3] Worth noting here is that as early as 1908 the United States established the University of the Philippines to provide a fast-track training program for bright Filipinos to assume positions not only in commerce and industry but more importantly, the civil government. It was estimated that during the period of the Philippine Commonwealth from 1935 to 1946, 85%-90% of the high officials of the government were alumni of the state university. [4] And so for 75 years—up until the implementation of the Bilingual Policy in Education in 1974—all Filipino students, in all levels of schooling, whether in private or public schools, were required to learn their lessons in all subjects through the medium of a foreign language. The successful propagation of the English language throughout the Philippines can be assessed using different norms, statistical and otherwise. Statistically, the Philippines can lay claim to being the third largest English-speaking country in the world, third only to the United States and Great Britain. [5] An alternative indication is the existence of a substantial body of literature written by Filipinos in the English language. The writing of this literature, begun as early as 1905 and continuing to the present day, is admittedly a mere tributary in relation to the mainstream of Philippine literature which is written in various vernacular languages, the most dominant of which is Pilipino. Though it is a mere tributary, it is a strong and swift current that has coursed through the national life for nearly a century. The more politically-oriented of the present generation of Filipino writers now claim that their predecessors’ view of English as an instrument of personal liberation was in fact illusory, since it ultimately served as an instrument of their colonization. What their political naivete prevented them from recognizing at the time was that while the use of English enabled them to appropriate Anglo-American literature as the site for their own poetry, it also alienated them from the centuries-old tradition of vernacular literature. In poststructuralist terms, the English language had so constituted Filipino poets as subjects that they were unable to recognize themselves as subject to cultural colonization. The irony of course is that the more completely they were colonized as subjects, the more blind they were to the facts of their subjection—and the less their anxiety over their alienation from their national heritage.
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263 But all generalizations have their exceptions, one of them being Trinidad Tarrosa Subido, the poet whose muted cry—”They took away the language of my blood” —we listened to earlier. The poem is a cri de coeur of the deep-seated anxiety that even now afflicts the present generation of Filipino writing in English. It is an anxiety which, in an earlier essay, I proposed naming “alien-nation.” [6] ENGLISH AS AN EQUALIZING FACTOR However real their experience of this anxiety, the prewar Filipino writers, not excluding Trinidad Tarrosa Subido herself, had a special reason for viewing English as an instrument of personal liberation. Unlike the young Filipino women who had to assert their right to formal education during the Spanish colonial period (and then, only with limited success), Filipino women of this time were welcomed into schools and even the universities. Sitting side by side with their male classmates, they listened to American professors teach them the rudiments of the English language. Unlike their previous experience with Spanish, they were right there alongside the males learning the same language. Even more significantly, they were learning a language totally foreign to both sexes. This time around, the males did not enjoy a headstart. This placed females and males at the same starting line, so to speak. In this way, English served as an equalizing factor, allowing women equal opportunity of expression. Of course opportunity is not the same as actuality. The relative absence of women’s writing in Philippine literature in English has not gone unnoticed nor unlamented. [7] But it is important to point out that, unlike women writers in the vernacular, women writers in English were present from the very beginnings of Philippine literature in English. Of the first four poems published in English, featured in the maiden issue of The Filipino Students’ Magazine of 1905, one was by a woman, Maria G. Romero. The credit for the first published short story in English, “Dead Stars” (1927) goes to a woman, Paz Marquez Benitez. of the prewar poets, Angela Manalang-Gloria shared stellar status with Jose Garcia Villa. Of the six modern poets identified by American New Critic Leonard Casper for inclusion in the 1954 landmark by that title, Edith Tiempo was one; more significantly, of those six, she is the only one who has continued to publish poetry, maintaining her status as a poet of the first rank. The literary history of Philippine literature in English has consistently featured writings by women. What circumstances have allowed women writers in English to write, if not copiously, at least consistently? The answer lies in the fact that Filipino women writers in E nglish-be longing as they did to the elite-have been blessed with advantages of wealth, education, and employment not available to most other Filipino women. To borrow Virginia Woolf ’s metaphor, they enjoy the luxury of having “rooms of their own.” Or do they? In his foreword to Filipina 1 (1984), which its editors claimed was first in local publishing history as “a book exclusively by women, but of and for women and men”, Nick Joaquin writes: The articulateness of the Filipina as writer becomes even more amazing if, accepting the Woolf dictum, one tries to apply it to the Filipino home, which may be said to be a house without private rooms for anybody, male or female. We live in houses of a single chamber, every space in it common to everybody in the family and within that space no doors are locked. No more than her brother does the average Filipina ever hope to enjoy, whether as child or as adult, a room she can call her own.” [8] This may be true of the average Filipina, as Joaquin claims it is, but is it true as well of the Filipino woman writer in English, who is well above the average? Not surprisingly, a different view is held by Kerima Polotan who, besides being an outstanding writer in English, is both housewife and mother of ten children. In an essay, “The Woman as Writer”, Polotan confesses: Very often, I wrote with a baby in my lap, my breasts dripping with milk, my face unwashed, the house in shambles, my maids on strike, and a terrible guilt. But I wrote. When I shut the door upon the world outside and turned to the world created by words I wrote on a broken-down sewing machine, I was beyond the reach of many things, the small despairs that visit the young wife with not too much money but more children than she had bargained for, trying valiantly to cope with a motherhood she secretly resented, and knowing in her heart of hearts that if she could, she would fly... I speculated on the sense of liberation that such an intransigence must bring on, of going far away to start all over again, with nothing but clean paper and a machine in a bare room. All a woman needs to write, another woman said before, is a room of her own.” [9] Polotan’s view does not of course cancel Joaquin’s view; they are merely writing from different perspectives of the same scene, one from the inside and the other, from the outside looking in. Since position means perspective, it is important to establish the position from which Filipino women writers in English write. Only then might we understand why they write what they write as well as for whom they write. Who are these women? To what socio-economic class do they belong? What level of education have they attained? What professional occupations are they engaged in? FILIPINO WOMEN WRITERS IN ENGLISH: A PROFILE The historical span of Philippine literature in English stretches to almost a century, consisting of almost four generations
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264 of writers. So long a span disallows claims other than generalizations, but they are helpful just the same in helping to describe this specific sector of Philippine writers. In the absence of any comprehensive directory of Filipino women writers in English, it may be permissible to use as a representative sample the fifty-two women whose works are represented in the present volume. As the brief biographical notes in the appendix confirm, these women’s median level of educational attainment is unusually high. With only a few exceptions, all of them hold bachelor degrees; many of them have masteral degrees and several, doctoral degrees. They are, moreover, graduates of leading educational institutions of the country: the state university system, principally the University of the Philippines; private sectarian institutions such as the pontifical University of Santo Tomas, Ateneo de Manila and De la Salle and in the south, Silliman. Those who completed their graduate degrees abroad received them from prestigious institutions of learning: Harvard, Columbia, Chicago, Stanford, among others. Adding lustre to the academic credentials of these women is the fact that most of them were on scholarship and graduated with high honors. An early outstanding example is Angela Manalang-Gloria (1907) who, being among the first generation of female students at the state university, graduated from there in 1929 with a PhD degree, major in English, summa cum laude. Supplementing their programs of study in academe, many women writers have attended creative writing workshops, principally those offered by UP and Silliman. A number of them, notably Edith Tiempo and Ophelia Dimalanta (1934) have been resident writers at the prestigious International Writing Program at Iowa. In fact, it was Tiempo’s studies under Paul Engle at Iowa that inspired her and her husband Edilberto to set up in 1962 the Silliman Summer Creative Writing Workshops, which in turn have trained many of the best young writers these last thirty years. It is a note of interest that the current program administrator of the International Writing program at Iowa is the Tiempos’ daughter, Rowena Tiempo-Torrevillas (1952), a well known writer in her own right. Their natural talent honed at creative writing workshops, these women writers have predictably won prizes in various literary contests, the most prestigious being the Carlos Palanca Memorial Literary Awards and those of the Cultural Center of the Philippines. A survey of the prizewinners in these competitions shows that women writers have consistently performed well through the years, competing successfully against male writers. Nearly all the fifty-two women presented in this volume have published collections of their work. In the case of a few early women writers, publications costs had to be drawn from their personal funds. Angela Manalang-Gloria’s Poems (1940), the first volume of poems by a Filipino woman, was published from money the poet had earned from an abaca marketing business. Immediately after the war, Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido and her husband pooled their resources to publish their joint collection, Two Voices (1945). Contemporary women writers are more fortunate, their collections published by university presses as well as commercial publishing houses. Among the most prolific are Ophelia Dimalanta, with four collections of poetry to her name, and Linda Ty-Casper, with a near dozen credited to hers. At least a dozen of these women have had their works published abroad, mostly in the United States. Jessica Hagedorn’s first novel, Dogeaters (1990), was nominated for the National Book Award. What professional careers engage these women? No one of them can claim being a professional writer in the sense of writing being her sole source of livelihood. Like most of their male peers, these women writers earn their daily bread at other occupations: as academics, journalists, publishers. With their impressive academic credentials, it comes as no surprise that many of them are employed in academe, with a few occupying administrative positions. For many years, Edith Tiempo served as the Dean of Graduate Studies at Silliman; up until her retirement, Virginia Moreno was Director of the UP Film Center, which she helped establish; presently, Ophelia Dimalanta is Dean Of the College of Arts and Letters at the University of Santo Tomas. Like academe, the publishing industry has been hospitable to women writers. Besides contributing feature articles and regular columns, these women writers have frequently occupied editorial positions in various newspapers and magazines. Most of them are freelance writers, working on a wide range of projects. Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido, for example, wrote The Feminist Movement in the Philippines, 1904-1955, which was commissioned by the National Federation of Women’s Clubs and co-authored a prize-winning four-volume series, Panorama of Literature for Philippine High Schools. Marjorie Evasco served for a time as the Director of the De La Salle University Press. Karina Africa-Bolasco is the publisher of Anvil Publishing Inc. Gilda Cordero-Fernando is the founder of a publishing house bearing her initials that specializes in Filipiniana. Whether for academic programs or creative writing workshops or pleasure trips, all these women writers have traveled abroad, some of them extensively. Their experience of travel and exposure to other cultures lends their writings an unmistakably cosmopolitan quality not always discernible in those of vernacular women writers. Not surprisingly, a number of these women are now expatriates. Not a few because of marriage. Ligaya VictorioReyes was a widow when she was posted by the Philippine foreign service to Honolulu, where she met a Filipino whom she later married. Cecilia Manguerra Brainard now lives in California with her American husband who was formerly a Peace Corps volunteers in Leyte. Nita Umali-Berthelsen now resides in Denmark, Toribia Mafio in New Zealand, Nice Rodriguez in Canada. The personal profiles of these women are not noticeably different from those of other middle-class women: most are married and have children. What is noteworthy is the significance these women attach to their various names of the married women, a good number use both their maiden and married names, some of them having adopted this practice long before it became fashionable: Angela Manalang-Gloria, Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido, Gilda Cordero-Fernando, Tita Lacambra-Ayala, Kerima Polotan-Tuvera, Lina Espina-Moore, Linda Ty-Casper. On the other hand, there are some women writers, now separated from their spouses, who have reverted to their maiden names, the resulting confusion notwithstanding: Marjorie E. Pernia is now Marjorie M. Evasco, Merlie Alunan Wenceslao, now Merlie M. Alunan. Even
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265 women who have never married, self-proclaimed solteras like Lina Sagaral Reyes, use their mother’s maiden names as part of their own, not merely for the obvious function of identification but as an act of identification with their maternal ancestry. Most of the young women writers, when they marry, decline changing bylines to their married names, thereby claiming their roles as writers as independent of their roles as wives. WORLDS-WITHIN-WORDS: TRADITIONAL WOMEN’S WRITING: “VILLAGE FICTION” Inhabiting the world they do—convent schools and large universities, quiet academic groves and busy newspaper offices, suburban bungalows and urban condominiums—and living the lifestyles they do—delivering papers at academic conferences, meeting deadlines at the press, performing at poetry readings-what kinds of worlds-within-words do these women create for their readers? Predictably, these women tend most of the time to write about the middle class world they know intimately by direct experience. “Village fiction,” Kerima Polotan has termed this writing. Neither vigor nor profundity nor wisdom need be lacking to the form, but its limitations are formidable. It offers no grand intellectual preoccupations, it does not venture beyond the home or the hometown or further than childhood or marriage. Such [writing] is conservative, even nostalgic in tone, though they may be brilliantly satirical in their analysis of the scene. They are short—today, in fact, they are short stories-high in style and low in construction. Women doubtless have a specific gift for this sort of thing. [10] The depreciating tone notwithstanding, Polotan could very easily have been referring to her own highly charged and finely crafted stories. Cristina Pantoja-Hidalgo (1944) also uses the term to refer to the stories of Gilda Cordero-Fernando (1930) in her review of the latter’s collections, A Wilderness of Sweets (1970). Gilda Cordero-Fernando’s world is middle-class suburbia. Moving among the split-level bungalows with their grilled iron chairs, braided carpets, shiny little cars in neat little driveways, hopping to the supermarkets on Saturday mornings, or taking a Sunday drive to the sea, she is completely at her ease. Even when that world is rocked by bombs and blown to bits, it is still her world, and she can record its smallest tremors vividly and touchingly. It is not a large world certainly. There are vast areas of human experience into which she does not venture. When she does put out an exploring foot, her vision fails. Thus there is a certain falseness about “Early in Our World.” It is a brave attempt to paint the lives of the very poor. The picture does not satisfy, because the author romanticizes; she romanticizes even the squalor and the sordidness. Thus she creates, not real people but caricatures, grotesque caricatures. These are squatters not as they see themselves, but as n tender-hearted colegiala sees them. One wishes she had remained on the other side of the tracks, recording the less desperate, but equally real struggles of the bourgeoisie whom she truly knows. [11] To what extent may Hidalgo’s observations about the strength and weakness of Cordero-Fernando’s fiction be applied to the writings of Filipino women writing in English? The answer would have to depend on which writings by which women writing at which times. For even as the world of the Filipino woman writer has evolved through time, so have the worlds they create in their writings. From the perspective of the mid-1990s, it is possible to discern two closely related developments in the history of Filipino women’s writings. The developments are so dramatic that they invite description as paradigm shifts in female consciousness. CONTEMPORARY WOMEN’S WRITING: BRAVING NEW WORLDS The first of these developments is the politization of women’s writings, as precipitated by the nationalist movement during the late 60s and early 70s. Though its activities were suspended by the declaration of martial law in 1972, the Malayang Kilusan ng Bagong Kababaihan (Free Movement of New Women), better known by its acronym MAKIBAKA (Struggle) succeeded in raising the level of consciousness of Filipino women. As women began to identify with other similarly oppressed and marginalized groups, the writers among them deliberately sought to enlarge their fictional worlds by admitting into them women removed from them by class. Examples from the present anthology include: Ninotchka Rosca’s story about a young farm girl gang-raped by soldiers in exchange for the release of her drunken father; Fatima Lim’s poem on a true life story about a Filipina in Tarlac who is struck dumb and driven mad by the trauma of abuse while a migrant worker at Kuwait; Rosa Magno’s triptych in verse featuring a school teacher in Tondo bound for jeddah, a Bargain-Basement- Bertha whose remains are shipped home to the Philippines, Filipino domestics and mail order brides as unlucky Cinderellas. Poets assumed the personas of women quite different from themselves and lent them their voices: Grace Monte de Ramos, as the mother whose bitter
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266 lot is “to give birth to men/who kill and are killed”; Marra PL. Lanot, as one of the seamstresses working in an “inferno factory”, producing coats worn on the other side of the sea. What lent these stories and songs some degree of authenticity was the fact that by this time, many writers had had exposure to, if not actual experience of, life outside the walls of their own middle class communities. The militancy exhibited by some of the women writers were responses to actual life experiences suffered during martial law. Mila Aguilar’s collection of poems Why Cage Pigeons was written entirely in prison and published by the Free-Mila-Aguilar-group. Marra PL. Lanot and her husband, writer Pete Lacaba, both spent time in detention camps, as did Ninotchka Rosca. The politization of women writers effected changes not only in their choices of subject matter but also of medium. Like their male peers, some women writers switched from English to the vernacular languages, in the hope of reaching a wider readership whose consciousness they hoped to raise. (However well intentioned these efforts may have been, it is not at all certain whether their writings ever reached the mass readership they were meant for, except perhaps for those that appeared in the underground publications.) Other writers chose to become bilingual, hoping for wider readership even as they retained their regular readers by writing in English. Bilingual poets presently abound: Marra PL. Lanot and Benilda Santos write in both Pilipino and English; Joi Barrios and Merlinda Bobis have recently published volumes of poetry featuring bilingual texts written in English and Pilipino. Representative of this group is Benilda Santos, a multi-awarded poet now in her early forties. When she first began to write poetry in high school, she wrote them in English. But when she went to college and there became highly politicize d-this was during the 1970s when the wave of Filipino nationalism was at its crest-she attempted to write “politically correct” poetry, i.e., poetry of protest written in the vernacular. Her first such poem, she recalls, was entitled “The Song of the Farmer’s Wife”. She now confesses that writing that first and other poems like it, she felt she was engaged in an activity that seemed strained rather than spontaneous, more intellectual than artistic. It was only later, as she became more skilled in her craft, that she found a voice in Pilipino that seemed to her not only politically correct but aesthetically right. Unlike some ot her contemporaries who make a deliberate effort to reach out to a wider and mixed audience by publishing poems in both English and Pilipino versions, Benilda Santos says she feels no compulsion to produce double versions of her poems. “I write the poem in whichever language it takes shape in my mind. Sometimes it is in Pilipino, other times it is in English. I just let the poem be.” [12] The second discernible development in women’s writing, though it did not come so much in the wake of the first as alongside it, has made its presence palpably felt only in the last decade: self-reflexive affirmation of womanhood. While the political crisis was at its height, women felt obliged to act as Filipinos first and as women, only after that. But as the political crisis subsided, women felt free to put their specific concerns as women at the top of their feminist agenda. Political struggle had forged bonds of solidarity among women and other marginal groups. In addition, women were now rediscovering and renewing age-old ties of kinship with other women. This movement finds its most lyrical expression in Marjorie Evasco’s preface to her collection of poems entitled Dreamweavers (1988). In the form of an open letter to the American feminist Gloria Anzaldua, Evasco confesses to feelings of estrangement from the women folk of her father’s family during a visit to her hometown: Born woman in a different time under different circumstances, I had the chances Nanay Tinay never had. I grew up in many schools which taught me the power of language and the language of power. I was trained too well to look at everything from a distance: how to evoke with words the life in the mountains without holding Nanay Tinay’s hands and letting her speak; how to judge the pitcher’s form without putting into the picture the village woman’s bent back straightening ever so briefly at the well before she is bent over again; how to follow the proper rules of language without even asking why I had to invoke the divine or the human only in the masculine. This language of exclusion cut up my tongue and my dream life into separate pieces. It is this language that excludes our foremothers from our books, and continues to push us to the periphery of things, render us invisible, separate us from each other, maim our bodies and our spirits. In the long process of wakening to the deepest levels of my creative life’s fragmentation, I have recently come to terms with the healing art of “speaking in tongues.” I have remembered our mother’s original language, the metaphors of connectedness. No longer is it enough to know how to manipulate the word-thoughts so that they sound clever, objective, universal. No longer is it possible to believe in my illusion that as a middle-class, college-educated woman, I was different from other women and therefore exempt from the burdens carried by other women. No longer can I allow the academic hocus-pocus to mythify the writing craft, isolating the hours I spend writing from the ways the rest of womankind lived, suffered, celebrated. in my gut I knew that I had to come to terms with the corpo-reality of my art, my woman’s body congruent with my language, my vision, my advocacy. The truest healing has occurred at this level. For women poets of Evasco’s generation, re-membering has meant first of all reaffirming blood ties with mothers, grandmothers, aunts, sisters, daughters. In “Poem for Grandmothers, Mothers and Daughters,” Ma. Luisa Aguilar-Cariño writes: We take Our places round the table, raise
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267 Glasses in a silent toast To necessary bonds we share. See how Each tendril on our heads Soaks deeply up the generation’s store Decanted wine of umbrage and of gall, The anise flowers blooming into taste: The root and passion of us all. Going beyond the bounds and bonds of family, they express unexpected feelings of kinship with strangers: Marjorie Evasco, with a street urchin selling sampaguitas; Rowena Tiempo-Torrevillas, with a woman of the hill country; Merlinda Bobis, with a vendor of mangoes. Kinship with these women is now perceived as not merely one of political alliance but of personal bonding. As Joi Barrios reminds women in her poem “Women Talk,” these bonds are no less than blood ties, even of a literal kind. Look beyond the competition or the race. Our lives are not entwined Only by this man but bound by rituals of womanhood: first blood of puberty, blood at hymens breaking, blood at childbirth. The intertwining of the political and the personal is evident in the collections of women’s writing that, seemingly of a sudden, saw publication in the 1980s. In 1983, Caracoa, the literary journal of the then-exclusively male Philippine Literary Arts Council, devoted an entire issue to the works of nine women poets. The following year, Women in Media Now (WOMEN) published twin volumes featuring women’s works, both written and graphic, under the common title FILIPINA. [13] A collection of avowedly feminist writings appeared in 1987 under the title Kamalayan. In 1988 the Cultural Center of the Philippines’ literary journal, ANI, produced an issue featuring only women’s works. In 1991 the Babaylan Women’s Publishing Collective was organized and has since produced several books. Ultimately much more significant than these special issues is the steadily growing number of works contributed by women to current publications. The growth is graphically marked by Gemino Abad’s three-volume retrospective anthology of Philippine Poetry in English. [14] The first volume, covering roughly the first fifty years, includes only six women among a total of 80; the second volume, five among 49; the third volume, which will carry the anthology to the present time, approximately 10-25 women among 50. The current trend—the upswing of women’s writing—is unmistakable and, one hopes, irreversible. CLAIMING THE SELF, WRITING THE BODY Besides the upswing, there has also been a shift: a shift away from disembodied speech towards gender-specific speech. Not to merely say again, or in a better way, what men already say, but say what only they, as women, can say. Where else to begin but with one’s body? The primacy of the female body-and of women’s need to reclaim their bodies as being theirs first, before it is their lovers’ or their children’s-4s affirmed over and over again in works by the present generation of women writers. While the experience of parenthood, for example, is common to both men and women, there can be no denying the difference in the way parenthood is experienced. No wonder then that women writers are drawn over and over again to telling stories of their bodies bearing children. Pregnancy and abortion are issues that males can certainly discuss and dramatize in their writings, but decidedly not in the same way that females do. Stories such as Ligaya Victorio-Reyes’s “Maternity Leave” or Jessica Zafra’s “Portents,” poems such as Marra PL. Lanot’s “Tribeswoman” and Grace Monte de Ramos’s “Brave Woman” are distinctly female contributions to a national literature that aspires to wholeness. The uniqueness of women as child-bearers is too obvious to be ignored, and therefore readily conceded to women writers as territorial right. What is still under heavy dispute is women’s right to express female desire. In a poem titled “Filipina,” published in 1945, Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido explains the predicament shared by women in Filipino cultures: You wonder why my feelings For you, my love, are sung. And never plainly phrased by The unaffecting tongue. It is because my passions Are restless, rash, and strong To native sense immodest Unless expressed in song.
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268 Such immodesty did not go uncensured. Angela Manalang-Gloria’s Poems (1940)—the first published collection of poetry by a Filipino woman—failed to win any prize in the Commonwealth Literary Awards because, among other reasons, the all-male board of judges reportedly found some of the poems morally objectionable, specially one entitled “Revolt from Hymen.” Even when their subject was not specifically female desire, women who dared write about sexuality were criticized and worse, suspected of sexual indiscretion in their private lives. When Estrella Alfon’s story, “Fairy Tale in the City,” was published in 1955, she was charged in court with obscenity. Her supporters claimed the suit was leveled less at the story itself than at Alfon’s private life, unconventional by the standards of the time. When Kerima Polotan’s Stories were published in 1968, contemporary readers were startled both by the extent to which the sexual dimension of the stories was brought to the forefront, as well as the female perspective from which these were drawn. Readers were even more startled by Ophelia Dimalanta’s love poems, written “in a contemporary key”: tell it the bedpost brother sadly wives would rather now order than disorder beds and bungle biorhythms could even be motherly and solicitous yes over them soft old pooped less cocksure and superior all arrogance ejected and one loves to do them do them to death thus damned done in and spent ................……………………………. for chrissake hold your tongue and let me come It was a mere question of time when a collection of erotica by women would be published. In 1992 it did, with the tantalizing title of Forbidden Fruit. Reader response to the bilingual anthology was immediate and predictably impassioned. To a woman, females greeted the book with raves: a “landmark book”; “a guidepost towards eventual liberation”; “a reason for women to rejoice”; “a sumptuous celebration of erotica, both of the body and the mind.” Male reviewers were visibly discomfited by the book’s appearance and admittedly ambivalent in their responses. One of them, who confessed to having approached the book “with a leer,” later spoke of the book as “a wonderful indicator of the much welcomed freedom of female writers to express themselves.” However, he ended the same review by encouraging readers to get a copy “and learn something from the girls.” Another male reviewer concluded his own mixed review of the anthology with a cavalier dismissal of the text by referring to the book’s cover, a ripe sliced papaya: “Great cover. This book should boost the sales of papayas.” As another male reviewer observed, “The book brought out a basic difference in the male and female notions of the erotic. Men complain that the book isn’t erotic enough and women counter sighing, that men do not understand what a woman finds erotic.” Having once eaten of the forbidden fruit, women writers are certain to continue writing the erotic. Not even the flaming swords of well-intentioned guardians of public morals can expel them from the Philippine literary landscape. SONGS OF OURSELVES While Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido may have claimed that it was only by using the language of her blood that she could speak the language of poetry, her very poem—written in the English language—was proof otherwise. Any lingering doubts are dispelled by the cumulative evidence of nearly a century of Filipino women’s writing in English. Whether as children or parents, lovers or wives, citizens or expatriates, they speak as women living in the specific culture that is the Philippines. Whether intentional or not, their writings are a response, submissive or subversive, to that culture’s construction of them as women. The present anthology is a chorus of many voices singing themselves as Filipino women. Listen! NOTES 1.
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Gay Lit. 101



T



he semester’s almost through and in the University of the Philippines where I teach everyone’s busy wrapping up things. From the time I started teaching at the Department of English and Comparative Literature five years back, I’ve always dreaded these last few weeks before the end of the schoolyear. They invariably spell tons of papers that remain unchecked and lessons yet to cover in the little time that is left. Of course, students get the other end of the rotten deal. I mustn’t give teachers all the credit in the academic pursuit of wisdom (which to us is more like making a living, anyway). Students must dread these final days just as much as their overworked professors do. I would actually hate to be in my own class, since as a teacher I seem to be given to too many mood swings and inordinate demands (this rare moment of self-awareness came to me after taking a long, hard look at my syllabus). Take my gay literature class, for example, in which the number of students has dropped to nearly half the original figure on account of the heavy reading and writing load: 72 stories requiring around 15 short papers, as well as one final paper that summarizes what they’ve learned throughout the semester. At this point, I suppose I should give a short background of the subject’s history. Gay literature was first offered at the UP in 1994, right after I finished my M.A. thesis on Philippine gay (male) culture. Ladlad, the first anthology of gay writings by Filipinos, had come out earlier in the year. Gay culture had also been seeing an effervescence of sorts: plays and films and books dealing with homosexuality were enjoying a kind of popularity among the country’s culturati hitherto unbeknownst. The sea-change may have been due to a kind of historical transformation attending the highly sexualized decade of the 1990s. Talk of women’s reproductive rights, sexual behavior (in the context of population control and AIDS prevention), and gay and lesbian liberationist discourse, all helped in effecting a shift of attitudes in mainstream Filipino society toward the subject of sex and sexuality. In fact, by the late eighties, a new generation of middle-class gay men whose socialization afforded them more freedom to speak openly about their sexuality (or to think of sexuality in totally new ways), came to the fore and organized themselves. UP has never been impervious to social upheavals of whatever kind, and in 1994, it proved willing enough to listen to yet another group of voices coming from the margins. I agreed to teach the course because it was one of the best ways I knew to redeem the gay issue from the bathetic, mass-media morass in which it had been languishing, and because I myself would like to learn more about it (and I am still learning, of course). The first time around, teaching gay literature seemed too difficult, the emotional entanglements it entailed too tortuous. I had to be skewered over the coals by the local media that found the course by turns newsy and outre: imagine, homosexuality can now be taught in school—in the premier state university no less! And certainly, making sense of the enormous amount of material that I had to teach was harrowing enough, without all those television cameras poking into my reluctantly public classroom. Come to think of it, my poor students must have been confounded by all this, too: none of them had expected that their choice to enlist in this subject could cause them (or their families so much anxiety. As a result of the media’s mainly patronizing curiosity about what sorts of unspeakable things we were taking up in class, we all had to plug along that semester, especially during its first few weeks. As time passed, however, the hype exhausted itself and finally we were able to go about our work more quietly (though not necessarily without the occasional shock courtesy of one or two racy stories and plays). The subject has been offered for two semesters thereafter, although not consecutively. Each time I taught it I had felt it necessary to alter the reading list, either by adding more readings, or changing them altogether. I have also had to rethink the strategies I used to clarify the issues involved in studying the various writings about homosexuality which, since the subject is the only one of its kind (and therefore enjoys no cognate courses that would logically pursue its methods and conclusions), have had to come from all over the world. For the first two classes, I thought that providing students some handle in literary theory would help them understand the selections better. The class that I’m currently ○
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271 teaching, on the other hand, has been spared from much of this, only because its constituency is much more heterogeneous (and it would appear, heterosexual) than my first two classes which had in mostly consisted of literature majors. For the present batch of gay literature students—whose home colleges are as geographically and disciplinally distant from one another as Mass Communication and Business Administration—I decided to inflict a whole lot of gay short stories rather than their erudite, critical readings by the many gay and lesbian scholars from all over the world. My readings for this semester comprise a merry muddle of gay writings coming from the Philippines, Latin America, Europe, and North America. And, surprisingly enough, even without the theoretical foregrounding on the concepts involved in studying gay literature, my students have been able to identify the same issues that I would have wished to introduce to them via theory. One of the first lessons they learned is that it is quite difficult to define what homosexuality is, given thc lack of universal agreement across cultures as to what constitutes it. The Latin American stories (compiled and translated by William Leyland) illustrate this very well: there are male characters in them who regularly engage in homosexual sex, and yet remain “macho” simply because they look the part, as well as enact the role of the activo (penetrator) in the sexual act itself. A similar case may presumably be found in the Philippines, and my mostly female class has found it frustrating that they can no longer be too sure about their boyfriends (prospective or otherwise) As the stories from Ladlad illustrate, gayness is not so much a matter of how one looks anymore, as what one feels and does. (And who can tell just what everyone feels and does during his most private moments?) Another issue—although one that is related to the definitional problem attending the idea of homosexuality— is how to view gay literature itself. If what defines gayness is homosexual desire, and if what proves the existence of homosexual desire is a complex network of deep-seated and largely unconscious feelings, acts and roles, then what are the qualities that would distinguish gay literature from straight literature? For the moment I have come up with a way out of this conceptual impasse: gay literature may be defined both as a self-conscious as well as an unconscious production. In simpler terms, this means that writings about gayness by gays who know they are gay, as well as any writings that can be read in a gay way, may qualify as forms of gay literature. The first form of gay literature is simple enough: all the stories in Ladlad are instances of it, along with the stories coming from the American anthology series, Men on Men, edited by George Stambolian. (The editorial policy of Ladlad and the American series explicitly stipulates that the contributing authors be gay). There are stories written by women that talk about the gay experience (such as those that may be found in The Penguin Book of Gay Short Stories, excellently selected and edited by David Leavitt), and they constitute a special sub-genre, one that poses its own set of questions as far as the idea of crossing boundaries of gender and sexuality is concerned. Nonetheless, since these literary texts frontally—and sometimes even, obscenely—tackle questions of gayness, they qualify as a kind of self-conscious homosexual production as well. The second form of gay literature is more problematic, because it involves questioning the grounds upon which we are able to distinguish forms of desire. One very clear example of literature that isn’t about the gay experience and yet can be read in a gay way would be the poems and treatises written by the ancient Greeks (Plato et al.), that celebrate the paederastic union of the erastes (the lover, who is a free citizen, adult and the penetrator) and the eromenos (the beloved, who is a slave/youth, not yet a citizen, and the penetratee).These pieces of ancient Greek writing cannot strictly be called gay because they were all premised on a form of sexual consciousness that was quite different from the one that produced the idea of homosexuality in the West sometime in the late nineteenth century. If one should look into the concepts of sexual difference obtaining among the ancient Greeks, one would discover that it wasn’t the gender of one’s sexual object choice that was important, but rather distinctions of age, social status, and sexual role. Likewise, sex wasn’t symbolically central to ancient Greek life, and so engaging in it didn’t have to amount to anything definitive about who one was. This kind of “proto-homosexual” writings can, however, be read to illuminate what gayness means, simply because they demonstrate the multiple ways in which male-male desire can be (and indeed, has been) perceived and enjoyed all throughout the history of human civilization. Or perhaps I should visit the more recent past in order to prove what I mean. Before the idea of homosexuality became widely known and institutionalized in Europe, male friendships and homosexual acts were mutually inclusive things. Both may be seen as component parts of a continuum of male homosocial bonds that ranged from heterosexual rivalry, to bureaucratic subordination and mutual admiration. But with the development and promulgation of the concept of homosexuality as a psychiatric condition, and with the introduction of the concept of the homosexual person whose sexual desire for members of his own anatomic sex described a pathological psychosexual state, the homosexual aspect of these bonds was suddenly subjected to erasure and violent disavowal. The event of homosexuality’s invention thus produced, according to Gay Studies diva Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick, the “homosexual panic” that may be seen inscribed in the Paranoid Gothic novels of such writers as Charles Dickens, Laurence Sterne and William Makepeace Thackeray. In other words, the absence of patent homoeroticism in a male-authored text does not imply that such a text cannot be read as an example of homosocial (that is to say, most probably homosexual) writing. There are stories that were written by such early-twentieth-century gay writers as Henry James and E.M. Forster (stories which were judiciously selected by Edmund White for The Faber Anthology of Gay Short Stories) that treat the intimacy of men in largely metaphorical terms. And of course, the ubiquitous menage a trois in the literature of the period lends itself to a homosocial reading as well: the rivalry of two men for the same beloved woman is actually a product of a detour of their proscribed desire for each other. Lover A desires Woman C, less because of her own intrinsic attributes than because he imagines Lover B to be desiring her as well. And then there are those stories where one male character exhibits hatred for another male character, a hatred that is both unmotivated and underexplained. I am thinking of a particular story (“You May Safely Gaze,” by James
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272 Purdy) in which a man dwells on his dislike for two of his officemates, an obsession that he openly (albeit unselfconsciously) relates to another co-worker over lunch. And certainly, after some time, the lunch partner turns suspicious (and so does the reader) of what his friend actually feels about these officemates, since he seems rather fixated on them, and has obviously been paying them—including their well-built bodies—a little too much finicky attention. What all this does is to worry my beleaguered students to the point of surrender: Who isn’t gay, then? While I do not wish to claim that the homo/hetero distinction has suddenly turned false in every way, I hope that the testimony of the different literatures we take up in class renders our easy conceptions of our own—as well as of other people’s— sexualities somewhat too simple to be true. Sexual desires are rather complex realities that all at once straddle both choice and accident, nature and nurture; they are also extremely malleable human attributes that have the potential to vary from culture to culture, and from history to history. Moreover, despite the fact that these stories may be gay (because they discuss conscious and/or unconscious gay experiences), they nonetheless talk about things that are never so different from the experiences of non-gay readers that they cannot be understood from just anyone’s own unique perspective. The primary motive of the subject may therefore be summarized as one of negotiating the tricky crossovers between sameness and difference. Every time my students are able to identify with a gay character’s joys or tragedies, I am quick to remind them this character’s specific situation and therefore his undeniable difference. When a particularly raunchy or violent story drives a painful wedge between the “aberrant” character’s life and my student’s own sheltered lives, I make a plea for sameness in the name of the universally human feelings of loss, suffering, and love. While the students who enrolled in gay literature must have done so because of a variety of reasons—ranging perhaps from a desire to understand their gay brothers and friends, to a desire to understand themselves—they all might hopefully come out of it with a renewed awareness of what being human (as well as what good literature) could mean.
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The Development of Muslim-Filipino Literature



I



t may be necessary to define the meaning of “Muslim literature” as it is used in this essay. It may either mean literature written or produced by Muslims or literature written on or about the Muslims. Correctly so, the logical reference is more to the latter because there has been very little literature written by Muslims who have only recently awakened to the significant role written literature plays in the struggle for social progress and well-being. The Muslims failed to develop the kind of intellectual societies in the Middle East where one of the richest repositories of knowledge is found. The apparent lack of interest in literary pursuits was not due to a number of factors, which tended to hinder or discourage the development of intellectual activities: 1.



There was no intellectual atmosphere in Philippine Muslim societies in which debate or controversy could stimulate the production of a variety of literary forms in the same way that Hellenistic and other non-Islamic influences created in the Middle East the kind of intellectual exchanges which resulted in voluminous literary achievements. The Muslims, relatively secure from the outside fears, were content to just the verbal articulation of their intellectual energies. The Spanish language was never encouraged in the same manner that Latin, Greek, or Arabic was in the Middle East or Europe. So that, Spanish anti-Muslim literature never got into Muslim consciousness and, therefore, could not generate any meaningful intellectual reaction, vital to literary development. The only contact Muslims and Spaniards had was in armed conflict, which persisted throughout the Spanish rule. There was no common linguistic vehicle in Muslim societies through which Muslim intellectual resources could be channeled. The jawi which was derived from the Arabic and which could have served as an excellent means was limited to a few in the upper crust of Muslim societies. It was not properly developed and propagated through a system of mass education in the same manner that other languages ware. The local languages thus remained the oral vehicle of intellectual communications within Muslim societies but devoid of the scriptological compliment essential in the development of written literature. It was not until Frank Laubah introduced the literacy method in the 1930’s, first, in Lanao, and then, in other parts of the Philippines that the Muslims were able to acquire at least an elementary knowledge of English and the use of the modem alphabet which subsequently opened their minds to the word of American literature and to their vast literacy traditions. The frequencies of conflicts in Muslim societies prevented in development of a leisure class which could provide in nucleus for intellectual stimulation and growth. The energies of the people, particularly the intelligent, the creative, and the upper class, were consumed in costly feudal warfare, colonial wars, and non-productive labors.



2.



3.



4.



The Muslim people, however, have not lost their vast literary talents and their love for poetry, narratives, epics, etc. They have, in their own unique way, succeeded in preserving a vast amount of oral literature which has been handed down from group to group, from generation to generation by poets, reciters, and singers. As already said, Muslim literature may be categorized into written and oral. The oral literature are the poems, riddles, wise sayings, short narrative sermons, and epics which are called in the native by various names: darangan, pamgsabil, kissa, katakata, tukud-tukud, khutbas, etc. There are as many varieties of forms and themes, not necessarily structures, as there are Muslim ethnic groups in the Philippines. An examination of some of the oral literature will reveal certain patterns of development, which might permit some degree of facility in the classification and analysis of this type of literature. Perhaps, Muslim epics night offer a good basis for study and analysis of Muslim literary talents. The Bantugan epic is a good specimen to show the kind of native talent or mind which went into the creation of the Magindanao epic tradition. The development of the story form Bantugan’s successful search for his sister, Princess Ulauanan, to his triumphant conflict with a Spanish general, over Sultan Manialungan’s daughter, and, finally, to his miraculous transformation ○
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274 with his Princess into a mountain and an island in the face of an impending military defeat by the Spanish General reveals the kind of optimism which has always characterized the attitudes of the Muslims in battle. It is an optimism which is not affected by difficulties nor obliterate death. This epic seemed to have undergone variations. Another version of this epic is found in Maranao literature suggesting possible borrowing between the two societies and not necessarily the primacy of one epic tradition over another. The geographic proximity of the two societies night explain the dual existence not only of the Bantugan epic but also of the other similar stories. A good example of Maranoa epic literature is Maharadia Lawana, which is not duplicate in other Muslim societies including Cotabato. It portrays the triumphant but risky adventures of two datus, Manangini and Mangarwana, who end up killing the wicked Lawana in his own palace and recovering from him the abducted Princess Potre Taia whose purity has been preserved by some kind of supernatural intervention. The absence of any reference to colonial influence or features makes the epic a Pre-Hispanic creation and the absence of any reference to Islam takes the time of the epic to PreIslamic. Its similarity in theme and structure to the Kamayana makes it, one India’s contributions to the development of Maranao literature. The parangsabil is the epic tradition of Sulu. It is distinct from that of Lanao or Cotabato and does not show any influence from either Magindanao or Maranao literature. Nor does it also show any converse influence on the tow literary traditions. The geo-political influence isolation of Sulu from the rest of Mindanao prevents any meaningful exchanges between Muslims of Sulu and those of Mindanao. The parangsabil is usually recited in the evening and over some kind of merriment. It lasts from seven to ten days or more depending on the speed of the reciter and the length of the epic. It varies from community to community or from region to region. It increases in length through tine incorporating the most notable events or conflicts in the course of its development. Its principal characteristic is conflict around which revolve all poetical, musical, and literary elements. It is in effect a primary source for the study of Tausug armed struggle as viewed from local perspective. Because of its assimilating process, it is in reality a distinct type of historical narrative, which complements the sarsila - the brief and chronological account of the Sultanate. An example of this type of literature is the “Parang Sabil of Abdulla Putli,” sung by Indah Mura of Jolo. This epic might have been developed in the Spanish or post-Spanish period because of its reference to the “kastila.” But the parangsabils of Takbirul, a noted reciter/singer of Siasigo probably to pre-Spanish origin because of the absence of references to the Spanish era. There are, however, later parangsabils which include Sulu’s struggle against Spanish and American power. Majul thinks that these types of literature night have been introduced from Southeast Asia, possibly Sumatra although an indigenous origin might not be highly improbable. The kissa and katakata are distinctly Sulu narratives usually told overnight. There is, however, no source or study describing the characteristics of each type. But it seems that the kissa is shorter and is generally intended for immediate completion in one story telling. But the katakata may be told over a period of one to two days or nights and assumes variations in context or plot although not necessarily in characters. Therefore, it stands as an intermediate form between kissa and the parangsabil. An example if the kissa is Ama Iyun, Ina Gandil, Lunsay Buhok, or Manik Buwangsi. An example of katakata is Abunnawas or Pusung which is common among Tausog and Samal societies of Zamboanga, Basilan, and Sulu. But there is one point, which should be mentioned in connection with the Sulu narratives: the parangsabil is recited and sung while the kissa and katakata are only recited or told. There is no explanation suggested by any study. It seems that the integration of literary and musical elements in the parangsabil was needed as a literary device to neutralize the boring effect of the long and continuous recitation of the epic. But whether the parangsabil is literature or music is a question to which there is no definite answer. It requires a determination of the point where the literature ends and music begins and this is difficult. Other types of Muslim oral literature include the khutbas and tukud-tukud which are common in Muslim societies of Mindanao and Sulu. The khutbas are sermons of imams, panditas, hadjis, and other religious leaders containing reference to political matters as well as religious obligations. The tukud-tukud are riddles which are usually references to local interests or settings. They are complimented by a rich amount of wise sayings, which are attributed to sages who have nabu or ingat (wisdom and intelligence). Written literature of and about the Muslims may be conveniently divided into Hispanic, American, Filipino and Muslim according to certain changes in literary direction and distinct periods of history during which such changes emerged. The Hispanic literature on the Muslims was a product of socio-political conditions. By this is meant that the only produce was the type that the state of affairs and research in the colony could allow. Since the Muslim areas were never placed under real Spanish control except for a few brief interregnums of uncertain peace and truces, Spanish institutions such as schools, missions, etc. could not be really developed as centers for studies. It was almost impossible to conduct any empirical study of Muslim culture, tradition, ethnology, history, and society since the Spaniards and Christians were not received well in Muslim societies. The biased pre-conceptions of Spanish society in so far as Islam and its followers were concerned prevented Spanish scholarship from developing along empirical lines. Therefore, Hispanic literature on the Muslims was mainly based on Spanish perceptions of situations or realities in Muslim societies. In fact, a great deal of the literature produced were accounts of Muslim raids, piracies, slavery, and Spanish military expeditions. These were experiences, which Spanish chronicles or observers could easily write. In short, the Spanish sources could not be objective especially in the light of the fact that Spain had been, for over seven centuries, under Moorish rule, which, although benevolent in some ways, was never truly accepted by Christian Spain and Europe. The prejudice carried by the conquistadores and religious missions to the Philippines tended to influence Spanish interpretations of Muslim societies. Thus, the works of Francisco Combes (Historia de Mindanao...), Jose Montero y Vidal (Histoia de la Pirzteria... ), Vicente
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275 Barrantes (Guerras Piracicas), Pio del Pazos (Jolo: Relato Historico... ), and other historical studies were based on an antiMuslim interpretation. Therefore, it is logical not to rely too much on them for any interpretation of Muslim history and culture except where the Spanish view of Muslim problems is desired or needed. In brief, Hispanic literature on the Muslims had two basic assumptions: 1.



That the Muslims or “Moro,” as they were called, savages, pirates, and warlike and should either be Christianized or put to the sword.



2.



That all the Muslims belonged to only one ethnic group, uncivilized in culture and debased by the “Mohammedan religion.”



American literature on the Muslims developed along two distinct lines. One continued the anti-Muslim assumption of Hispanic literature. This was reflected mostly in the papers of American militarists such as Leonard Wood, John Pershing, Tasker Bliss, Harry Bandholts, and others. Najeeb Saleeby, an American Arab, who served in the Moro province for quite a time and was in a position to write on the Muslim people, set the other lines. His contributions to Muslims studies: History of Sulu, Moro Problem, Studies in Moro History, Law, and Religion, and Moro Documents were published before 1914. Saleeby pursued the thesis that the Muslim people were a united, proud, and sensitive race, rich in culture, loyal to tradition, and devoted to the Islamic faith. The papers of Frank Carpenter, Henry Stimson, and school officials such as Charles Townsend and Mrs. Llorillard Spencer had some sympathetic references to the Muslims. Some American adventurers and travelers including missionaries began to look more critically at Muslim studies. They collected data by actual observations and interviews. Examples were the Bateman collection of Myths and Legends (1906), the Ziegler collection of Sulu folklore(1932), the travel memoirs of Percy Hill, and the literacy materials of Frank Laubach. Since the postwar period, American interest has somewhat developed along historical and anthropological directions. Historical studies were undertaken by Clifford Smith (1949), Dorothy Rogers (1953), Peter Gowing (1970), and Ralph Thomas (1972). Studies on various aspects of Muslim culture and society were done by Mednick on Maranao social organization, Kiefer on Tausog armed conflict, Nimmo on Badjao culture, Ashley on Sulu linguistics, Speher on Sulu-Zamboanga archeology, and Rixon on Sulu oral tradition. The main thrust of the American contributions to Muslim studies has been largely on what the Americans did in Muslim areas during the colonial era and on the systematic collection o f cultural data. American historical studies justified colonization (Smith) and underlined American significant impact on administration, progress, and integration (Rogers, Gowing, and Thomas) to such an extent that Peter Gowing in American Mandate Over Moroland (1969) challenged any power to match America’s record in the Muslim areas. Anthropological studies were concerned with testing theoretical models of hypothesis and the collection of valuable data for these, dissertations, books, and other publications. Generally, however, the post-colonial period did not alter the dichotomy of Pre-Muslim and Anti-Muslim literature with the latter still getting a dominant emphasis particularly in Christian literature. Christian literature, especially those propagated by fundamental or conservative groups has been stressing the soteriological aspect of the Christian ministry. The non-Christians are regarded in Christian doctrines as “lost” or “unsaved” and are in need of what is often referred to as “the saving knowledge of Christi”. This slant is subtly interwoven in biblical stories, human interest testimonies, and Sunday school lessons. It has remained in both Catholic and Protestant literature. To remove this slant means in reality a fundamental modification of the Christian Mission and a reinterpretation of the Great Commission. It will mean the abandonment of soteriology in the Christian doctrine and its possible replacement by some kind of Christian sociology which emphasizes the improvement of the practical or material aspects of human society. Filipino literature on the Muslim did not depart from the Hispanic-American pattern and heritage. Since there is correlation between literature and the kind of orientation people tend to develop, the Christian Filipinos, being educated in the colonial tradition, acquired and, later, preserved the colonial bias against Muslim history and culture. The expression “a good Moro is a dead Moro” was a popular concept in the colonial era and had become an important ingredient in Filipino literature. There were, of course, some exceptions such as the El Renancimiento which was one of the few sources to call Jikiria a “patriot.” But as a whole and until more recent times, Filipino writers still looked at the Muslims as uncivilized and warlike, and, therefore, ought to be Christianized and “integrated.” Official reports and comments on Muslim affairs and problems, particularly related to conflicts, were filled with suspicions and mistrusts except for comments and views of Filipinos of the type of Teopisto Guigona who served in various administrative capacities in Mindanao. Guingona, in several of his communications and statements believed in the policy of attraction, which involved what he fondly referred to as “New Deal” policy, Jorge Bacobo, President of the University of the Philippines believed in teaching the Muslims their own culture and tradition. But the persistence of colonial influence in Philippine policies and education prevented any meaningful change in the direction of Filipino literature on the Muslims. The change came only in the 1950’s when unity and integration of what official sources called the “cultural minorities” were strongly felt. The costly Kamlun Uprising in Sulu, which intermittently lasted from 1952 to 1954 stirred Filipino writers and analysts to look deeper into Muslim history and culture. Essays in the free press by journalists like Jose Rodriguez, Filemon Lutay, etc. represented an effort to go beyond Army reports. Today, many Filipinos have taken a sympathetic look at the Muslims because of the outbreak of numerous conflicts in Mindanao and Sulu, greater in magnitude and complex in nature. But the main responsibility of rectifying literature injustice is Muslim scholarship. Literature by Muslims, not counting the huntar and tarsilas which are royal annuls and genealogies, great
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276 amount of anti-Muslim literature. Noteworthy were the short stories and essays of Ibrahim Jubaira who is nationally recognized for his distinctly Muslim stories. Later contributions came from a few rising and concerned scholars and academicians: Saber on Maranao social problems, Imao on Sulu art, Santanina Rasul on Sulu education, Baradas on Maranao customary law, Madali on Maranao literature, Mastura on Islamic law, Ikali Jainal on Sulu kinship, Kasman on Badjao-Tausog rituals, Glang on Muslim political problems, Jainal Rasul on Muslim identity and law, and this writer on the history of Sulu and on Muslim uprisings, movements, and disturbances. Perhaps, of more influence has been the works of Cesar Majul particularly his recent Muslims in the Philippines (1973) and his essays on the Sultanate and National integration. The main concern, however, of Muslim writers has been to de-moroize the Muslim image. This has been provided by essays or contributions in two aspects of Muslim studies: 1.



2.



a re-interpretation of Muslim raids, depredations, attacks and wars as reactions of the Muslims to Spanish colonization. This is the main emphasis of essays by Cesar Majul, Mamintal Tamano, Alunan Glang, Jainal Rasul, this writer, and practically all the Muslim scholars and writers. a resuscitation of the Pre-Hispanic culture of the Muslim people mainly through the reconstruction of Muslim prehistory and its essential relation with the high level of Islamic civilization, complimented by the presentation of contemporary remains of Muslim art (ukil, julis, sarimanok, etc.), music, and dances (sowa-sowa, lugo, dallingdalling,pangalay, singkil, duldang-duldang, etc.). Majul’s Muslims in the Philippines is the first effort to reconstruct Muslim pre-history and the essays of Imao, Baradas, Madali, and non-Muslim writers such as Casifio, Arce, Szanton, Trimillos, Sphoehr, etc. are efforts to bring to light Muslim pre-Hispanic culture. The serious drawback, however, of Muslim scholarship lies in three areas of research which are vital to any “validate” effort of Muslim studies. The first folklore studies. A cursory survey of Muslim literature reveals that there is very little that has been done to systematically collect the tremendous amount of oral literature, which pertains to each Muslim group in the Philippines. Some commendable efforts have been done by Ateneo de Manila’s Institute of Public Culture and the Notre Dame of Jolo for Sulu’s oral tradition and to a certain extent by the Mindanao state University for Maranao Cultural tradition. But serious efforts are yet to be seen in the collection of the oral literature of the Magindanao, the Yakans, the Samals, and other non-Christian groups. Still undone is a credible interpretation of folklore materials already collected. And until a reasonable body of oral literature is developed, the reconstruction of Muslim prehistory remains anchored on the fragile structure or purely historical sources which are plagued by colonial limitations and biases.



The second area is archeology. Thus far, a modest beginning has been attempted by American scholars in Zamboanga and Sulu but similar undertakings are yet to be seen in all the Muslim areas where archeological potentials for Muslim art and other aspects of culture are vast. Until this is done, the reconstitution of Muslim pre-Hispanic artistic tradition remains completely dependent on contemporary survivals of indigenous art which has affected by time and change. The third area is the theoretical framework of Muslim studies. There is something common in all the literature thus far produced by Muslims and non-Muslims, colonial and non-colonial, pro and anti-Muslim. This approach is based on the assumption that there is only one Muslim history, one Muslim people, one Muslim culture, and one Muslim problem. The effect of this unitarism has been clearly portrayed in the development and persistence of colonial policies and programs. The government applied one policy to all the Muslim problems. It assumed that an individual leader of a group of Muslims could represent the entire Muslim people in the Philippines and that, by dealing with such an individual or group, the problems in Muslim societies would be solved. That this unitary approach is unrealistic, inappropriate, and ineffective may be seen from at least two perspectives: 1.



2.



Culturally, the Muslim people are divided at least into six ethno-linguistic groups whose languages are mutually unintelligible and exclusive. The Lanao Muslims speak the Maranao; those of Cotabato, the Magindanao; those of Sulu; the Tausog and Smal; those fo Basilan, the Yakan; and those of Zamboanga, a mixture if Tauzog, Samal, Bangingi. Historically, the Muslim people have never shared in a truly meaningful was a common historical experience except in terms of the fact that they all fought the colonial powers just as did the other Christian Filipinos. The only difference lies in the fact that the Muslim resistance was more consistent and persistent lasting longer than any of the ethnic groups of the Philippines. The struggle, however, against colonialism did not involve any coordination of efforts or even aims. There was no connection between Muslims of Lanao, Cotabato, Sulu and other Muslim areas which had separate independent movements or struggles of their own. The only common things were their nominal adherence to Islam.



In effect, the theoretical deficiency calls for an alternative based on a pluralistic approach to Muslim studies. It proceeds from realism and recognizes the basic differences of Muslim groups in terms of ethnology and language without necessarily over looking the similarities in some aspects, especially Islamic. So that, pluralism assumes that basically there has been no Muslim unity either on the basis of history of culture and that the unity referred to as “Muslim” or “Islamic” is Moro of a desired goal of contemporary Muslim movements rather than a present or historical reality. Each Muslim group is a distinct society in itself and its own context and right. The only aspect in which unity is applicable is in
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277 adherence to the Islamic faith whose unifying influence has been seriously hampered or affected by the indigenous preIslamic traditions. An adoption of this pluralistic approach puts any Muslim movement on a realistic basis from which a meaningful process of unification can be properly developed, otherwise, unity remains elusive. To realize the aims of pluralism necessitates the utilization of a “social science” methodology, which seeks to divest Muslim literature of its emotional content inherited from colonialism and unrealism. The merit of a social science perspective lies in the fact that it is based on the integration of disciplinary contributions to the understanding of social phenomena and problems. But its success depends on social consciousness and pedagogic orientation and on the willingness of scholars and students of Muslim history and culture to change theoretical directions. A modest attempt can, perhaps, be made along the following: 1.



2.



3.



A comprehensive bibliographical survey of all Muslim literature extensive and proper annotations to provide information on the emphasis and content of Muslim literature from which meaningful areas research can be identified. Alfredo Tiamson of the Ateneo de Davao has begun a commendable effort in this direction but a more extensive annotation is needed. A historio-graphical survey of Muslim studies to identify the period during which certain type of literary emphasis arose and from which knowledge social studies can help reconstruct the context or conditions in which such emphasis and Muslim literature developed. A sectoral research group on two mutually inter-dependent or inter-related studies. First is a systematic collection, classifications, and interpretation of oral literature by native scholars (Maranaos for Lanao, Magindanao for Cotabato, Tausugs and Samals for Sulu, etc). in the local languages. Then, the collected materials can be translated into Filipino or English to provide the Philippine society and the international community with a rich body of Muslim primary sources upon which social science studies can be made. Second, is a translation of Filipinistic literature in the Muslim languages to provide a realistic channel for national values and nationalism to be disseminated among the Muslim people. The process of inter-cultural exchange through literature and language leads to the integration of values and the mutual appreciation of the distinct contribution and importance of each ethno-linguistic group to the development of Philippine society and to social progress. Ultimately, the process will result in the preservation of local cultures through the local languages, the enrichment of the Filipino as a truly national society in which the integration of the various ethnic group is not only brought about by the force of law but also by the dynamic sharing and participation of people in an ever synthesizing cultural milieu and symbiosis.
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Charlson Ong



A Bridge Too Far (Thoughts on Filipino-Chinese Writing)



W



hat is Chinese-Filipino literature? The easiest and probably the most conceited answer from one like me is simply that it is what I do, and proceed to read an excerpt from my novel-in-progress which I believe may be of more interest to you than a rundown of obscure persons and publications long dead and forgotten. A writers’ congress should perhaps have at least some readings of creative works. And I had in mind to volunteer myself, except that I fear not having anyone to drink with this evening. Firstly, Chinese-Filipino is literature written by Filipinos primarily for Filipinos. Its practitioners are Filipinos of Chinese descent, usually natural-born citizens whose first language is often Filipino or Amoy—or both, if linguistically possible. Fact is, they grow up in a hodgepodge of Amoy-Filipino-English, which is often the true language of their dreams and thus of their poetry. They are most likely third-generation descendants of Chinese immigrants and write mainly in English and/or Filipino. If the preceding definition sounds a mite selfserving, it is not entirely unintended. What I consider Chinese-Filipino literature is a new literature, a very young literature most of which is only being written at the moment. It has yet no major works to boast of, no epics or canons, masters or messiahs. Our memories are not of China but of Chinatown. We do not have conquering heroes or legendary warriors to celebrate, only merchants, artisans, entrepreneurs. Ours is not a history of conquest, or even of mythicized barter but of occasional persecution and continual accommodation. The Chinese has always been the invisible person in Philippine society. Seen yet not seen; inscrutable, unknown. He lives in the heart of the city, conducting much of the commerce that created a nation, yet is consigned to the periphery of the collective imagination—little more than shadow or caricature. It is a condition that has served both the establishment which often thrives on corruption related to illicit Chinese commercial activities and which relies on important goods and services provided by this merchant class—as well as the Chinese who choose the safety of anonymity. Making heroic the unheroic and exceptional of the commonplace is the concern of much modern fiction. Small wonder literature created by minority peoples often thrive. The Chinese have of course been in the Philippines for ages. They had come as traders, artisans, and laborers in several waves of migration since the twelfth century. The earlier generations of ethnic Chinese, using their mother language, had also written about their experience in the country which were published in some community organs. Dr. Susy Tan, in her study “Chinese Language Literature in the Philippines,” describes three such generations of writers. The first generation of immigrants who came in the thirties and who were educated in China and influenced by the May 4 (1919) new literature movement in China; the second generation of Philippine-born Chinese who received bilingual education and who started writing in the sixties; and the present generation of writers consisting mostly of the “new immigrants” from China, Hong Kong and Taiwan who came during the seventies and eighties. It might appear to some as a matter of semantics, but I would tend to look at these literature written in Chinese as Filipino-Chinese writings rather than Chinese-Filipino. At times they do concern the realities of the local Chinese experience, but it is my impression that these writers were writing as overseas Chinese in the Philippines, or as hua chiao. And that their political commitments, slated or otherwise, had either been deliberately obscured or remained largely with China. In this regard, we have to consider the historic fact that most of these writers were nominally Chinese nationals residing in the Philippines. It used to cost a modest fortune and much bureaucratic hassle for Chinese people in the country to be naturalized, and many died without even becoming citizens even though they were born and bred in the Philippines. The former President Marcos’ move to facilitate the naturalization of the Chinese in 1974 in the face of the Philippines’ impending recognition of the People’s Republic of China in lieu of the government in Taipei, proved to be an important turning point of the Chinese in the country. Before the nationalization of foreign schools in the sixties, Chinese schools in the Philippines followed dual ○
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279 curriculums—one based on the local Department of Education curriculum and another patterned after the Kuomintang system in the mainland (and later Taiwan). Flag-raising ceremonies involved both the Philippine and the Nationalist China emblems. The portraits of Dr. Jose Rizal and the Nationalist Chinese hero, Dr. Sun Yat-Sen, hung side by side in school corridors. It is hardly surprising then that those educated in such a milieu would retain stronger political commitments to China. Filipinization of schools meant the standardization of the curriculum to conform to local requirements. The teaching of Chinese as a language course was limited to 10 hours a week, and all references to China as the mother country were henceforth removed. The thinking within the community through the past two decades has increasingly leaned toward integration or assimilation—that is, recognition by and of its members as Filipinos of Chinese descent. This is the context that the third-generation of writers are working in. It is significant to note, as Tan observed in her study, that Chinese-language literature in the Philippines since the seventies is being written by new immigrants from East Asia rather than by the local-born. I believe this demonstrates the continuance of Chinese-language literature as an immigrant literature in country. The third-generation writers write mostly in English and/or Filipino because these are the languages they are better equipped in. A majority choose English over Filipino since they are mostly educated in Catholic and Protestant schools which traditionally stress the use of English. Facility in using the Chinese language has admittedly deteriorated over the past 20 years, and although many Chinese-Filipinos born after the sixties still communicate in Amoy, they hardly read, much less write, in the Chinese language. As a written language, Chinese is accessible only to around 2 percent of the population so that anyone aspiring to national significance in literature will likely not consider it as his or her medium. The fates of languages are often dependent upon their political significance. Spanish, the language of Rizal, once dominated among the educated in this country has faded, and Chinese may yet become more widely accessible. Still, I personally doubt at this point the feasibility of considering Chinese as one of the various Philippine literary languages; although I do commend the efforts of those who are translating works in Chinese into English or Filipino. Philippine literature is in many ways a literature in translation. We do need cross-translations of works written in our various languages if we intend to evolve a vigorous and representative national literature. So, too, the texts created by previous generations of Chinese in the Philippines, whatever their formal literary value, are important historic and anthropological documents whose recovery, preservation, and translation are significant not only to the ethnic Chinese but to the nation at large. And I believe more work is needed in this regard. Will a translation into a language accessible to the majority make Filipino-Chinese writings a more acceptable asset of Philippine literature? I do not know. These are questions that will have to be answered by future scholarship. After all, most of us today read Rizal in English or Filipino translations. We might take a few pleasant discoveries in going through the writings of earlier generations of Chinese in the country. In the end, it will depend upon character of the literature translated—its content and concerns and whatever impact it has upon Philippine society. If we consider Chinese-Filipino literature to be created by third-generation Chinese-Filipinos, it is evident that this is a literature with very little tradition. The third generation are largely more inclined to read in English and Filipino rather than in Chinese. The writings of the first and second generations have not been well kept, anthologized and popularized, and are mostly lost on and irrelevant to the third generation. Chinese-Filipino writers in their twenties and thirties grew up with the Beatles, Woodstock, Motown, U2, Police, Freddie Aguilar and Francis M. rather than on traditional opera or Hong Kong/Taiwan matinee idols. They read Hemingway, John Irving, Saul Bellow, Nick Joaquin more than they do Lu Shun or Ba Jin. They are in fact working from mostly “oral” tradition when writing about ethnic experiences. That is, from the tales, legends, and anecdotes recycled by parents and grandparents. And if the output has thus far been limited, it is partly because people whose survival have previously depended much on silence and diffidence can be rather stingy with their remembrances. Some memories are better left untold. Still, it is a potentially vast and exciting literature whose creators can be found in the various creative writing programs in our universities or on the staff of dailies and magazines. Names like Caroline Hau, a colleague at the University of the Philippines, now pursuing postgraduate studies in Cornell; R. Kwan Laurel, and many others will doubtless figure more prominently in the literary scene as we close out the century. I will of course be remiss in failing to mention Paul Stephen Lim who is perhaps the first major Philippine Chinese writer in English. His stories, collected in his book Some Arrivals Mostly Departures, chronicle the different situations of those of his generations—Chinese citizens born and bred in Manila, university-educated, who care little for either China or Taiwan and yet feel quite unwanted in their country of residence. Lim, as do his fictional characters, resolves this existential dilemma by himself relocating to the US. In this sense, I consider him a transitional figure from Filipino-Chinese to Chinese-Filipino writing of the present generation. Cultural recovery is a growing concern among Chinese-Filipinos more at ease with their dual heritage. Where their elders have sought to mask their identities from the prying eyes of the establisment, some of the third generation have chosen to add their original surnames to the Filipinized names earlier adopted by their grandparents. Many among the third generation also realize the continuing loss of fluency in the Chinese language—both my 10-year old nieces can hardly speak a passable sentence in Amoy—and seek to preserve, however diluted, the language of their elders as well as a passable command of Putonghua, the lingua franca of Chinese people the world over. TV shows such as PinPin, produced by Kaisa—an organization of Chinese-Filipinos headed by Mrs. Teresita Ang See who came to recent prominence in the anti-kidnapping crusade—are part of this effort. The Chinese-Filipino writer is often engaged not only in recovery but also in reconstruction. He has to fill in
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280 gaps left by lost traditions, failing memories and his own inability to comprehend the harsher, crueler world of his elders. He has to redeem the images of his past foisted upon society by the media: images he himself grew up with. And to replace the irredeemable with those he finds more valid and concise. I have, for instance, always argued against the penchant of some Chinese-Filipinos to replace Intsik with the Spanish Chino in every situation. The word intsik, just like impe, is derived from the Amoy terms, for uncle, while ingkong or akong are derived from the Amoy word grandfather. These were originally terms of respect. That they later acquired pejorative meanings is a result of historic racism. And in seeking to purge them from popular lexicon we, in effect, capitulate to racism by denying its history instead of facing up to it and purging its residual effects by recovering such words it had abused. Chinese-Filipinos should take to Intsik in the manner that Afro-Americans and other negroes now call themselves blacks and how Rizal and his gang chose to name themselves Indios Bravos. A recent collection of Asian-American fiction edited by Jessica Hagedorn is interestingly titled Charlie Chan is Dead. Charlie, the embodiment of oriental inscrutability and intelligence, was created partly as an attempt by the US pop media to present a more positive image of the Asian to balance out the hellishness of the evil Fu Manchu and Ming the Conqueror. He probably gained some degree of acceptance from earlier generations of Asian-Americans, but eventually became a stereotype that had to be slain. Similarly, popular representations of the Chinese in Philippine society have run the gamut from the evil pirate Limahong to the pig-tailed Akong of Kuwentong Kutsero—a friendly and often good-spirited, if occasionally pennypinching and profit-oriented, neighborhood store keeper. Today the character is partially recycled in Mr. Shooli, the witty social commentator of Jun Urbano’s defunct Mongolian Barbecue. It is a gauge of social change, however, that Urbano had chown to fashion his character as a Mongolian to avoid upsetting ethnic sensibilities. So, too, Chinese-Filipino writers have declared the death of Akong and sought to replace him with the representations more truthful and honest. In so doing, he must deal not only with a partially obscured and misconstrued past but with the vagaries of the present as well. He needs to confront his western-oriented education, his denial of his elders’ values, his command over financial resources as well as the demands of his educators and peers. He must ask why he should be named John Kennedy Tan, for instance, or George Washington Sy, or Neil Armstrong Lim, or Jacqueline Susan Lao, or Charles Ong, for that matter. He knows that the Chinese is not just victim or outsider. That he is no longer pirate and neighborhood store keeper. He has become Henry Sy, Claudio Teehankee, John Gokongwei, Jose Mari Chan, as well as Dewey Dee, Rolito Go, and Kenneth Ng Li. Capitalist, entrepreneur, professional, artist, swindler, murderer, kidnap victim. All these are misrepresentations of the Chinese-Filipino. Anything less is suspect. The overseas Chinese have always referred to themselves as hua-chiao, or literally, Chinese bridges. There is much poetry in seeing oneself as a bridge between cultures. An Asian-American journal calls itself Bridge, while here at home, Kaisa continues to put out the monthly Tulay. Chinese-Filipinos today refer to themselves as hua-yi, (hua-ge in Amoy) to acknowledge their ethnicity, but consider themselves members of the national polity rather than mere residents. Is there a symbolic burning of bridges in this choice of self-appellation? Perhaps. The Chinese-Filipino writer may continue to straddle a dual heritage. But where his predecessors, unable or unwilling to make it across, sailed away to look for other bridges to cross, the hua-yi now finds himself ensconced on the other side looking back at bridges half-burned, misted, decayed, encrusted with ancient vines that yet give occasional bloom to fresh flowers. This paper was delivered at the National Literature Conference in Cebu City sponsored by the National Commission on Culture and the Arts, in February 1994.
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hinese-Philippine literature may refer to the writings by the Chinese residing in the Philippines; to the works in Chinese by Chinese Filipinos; or to works, in any language, by Chinese Filipinos. Generally, however, ChinesePhilippine literature is equated with the writings in Chinese, English, Filipino, and other languages by Filipinos of Chinese descent, which deal with their experiences as Chinese in the Philippines. Not much has been written on Chinese-Philippine literature in the Filipino languages, so Chinese-Philippine literature written in Chinese and English will be the main focus of this discussion. CHINESE-PHILIPPINE LITERATURE IN CHINESE



Contact between the Chinese and the Filipinos began during the Han Dynasty, 25-220 AD, when the Philippines was frequently mentioned in many government annals, and continued through the Sung and Ming Periods. During these centuries, traders from southern China exchanged their fabrics, porcelain ware, metal products, and other goods, with local beeswax, mother of pearl, birds’ nest, and raw silk, among others things. The contact between Filipinos and Chinese, however, was not limited to commerce. Along with the exchange of goods was the exchange of cultures. Many Filipino and Chinese folktales, for instance, paralleled one another. The manananggal (self-segmenting ghoul) of the Capiz folktales had a counterpart in the self-segmenting witches in the Ho Han Shu (Later Han Annals), 420-479. The Philippine creation myth in which the first man and woman were born froma split bamboo resembled the popular tale of the Yunan and Kwei Chow regions of China about the “bamboo boy.” Books about the Philippines circulated in China as early as the 10th century. Mostly travel books, they described the lifestyles of the early Filipinos and their business procedures. Among these books were Tai Pin Hwan Yu Gi (The Peaceful Universe), ca 984, Wen Shein Ton Kao (Text Examination), ca 1317, Lin Wai Dai Da (A Reply to my Friends From Southern China), 1178, Chu Fan Gi (The Stories of Foreign Countries), 1225, and Dao Yi Chi Lioh (Brief Introduction of Island Countries), 1349. In these books, the Philippines is often referred to as “The Three Islands.” The positive impression that these books created about the Philippines attracted generations of Chinese to the Philippines, including those who were Christianized by the Spaniards. A significant contribution of these Chinese immigrants was the printing of the three earliest books in the Philippines, which were published in Binondo in 1593. Two of them were Chinese translations of catechisms: Doctrina Christiana en letra y lengua China, compuesto de los Sangleyes, de la Orden de Sancto Domingo. Con licencia, por Keng Yong Chino, en el parian de Manila (Christian Doctrine in Chinese Characters and Language, Composed by the Chinese, of the Order of Santo Domingo. With License by the Chinese Keng Yong, in the Parian of Manila), a translation by Keng Yong or Eng Kang of Doctrina Christiana (Christian Doctrine); and Ban Chen lao jen~ Twan Shih-lu (True Religion), a translation of Apologid de la verdadera religion (A Defense of the True Religion). In addition, the first movable printer in the Philippines was co-founded by a Christianized Chinese, Juan de Vera, who worked with Fr Francisco Blancas de San Jose. However, it was not till the end of the 19th century, when China was in political turmoil, that the Chinese in the Philippines organized themselves as writers. What helped foster this development was the appearance of the first Chinese newspaper and of the first Chinese school in the Philippines. Hwa Bao (Chinese Daily News) appeared in 1888, but because of the general illiteracy among the Chinese in the Philippines, it existed only for a year. Edited by Yang Wei-Kung, it became the avenue for exiled Chinese reformists to criticize the Chinese government’s conservatism. From 1888 to 1919, three other newspapers appeared: Ye Yu Sin Bao (Useful Friends Daily News), 1899, Min Ye Bao (Manila Advantage Daily News), 1900, and Kong Lee Bao (Social Justice Daily News), 1910. All of them dealt with China’s political affairs. Although they were all short-lived, they encouraged many Chinese to contribute political writings. Together with the appearance of Chinese newspapers was the founding of Chinese schools. The Anglo-Chinese School was opened in Manila in April 1899. Tan Kang, then the Chinese consul in the Philippines, recommended Chinese scholars to head the Anglo-Chinese School. These scholars then edited and revised the content of newspapers to include literary pieces, mostly in the classical Chinese style, charactenzed by numerous allusions to Chinese history, elegant diction, ○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



○



JONATHAN CHUA teaches at the Ateneo de Manila University.



A READER AND WORKBOOK IN PHILIPPINE LITERATURE



282 strict observance of parallelisms and, in poetry, rhythm, and rime. The classical style dominated the literature of the Chinese in the Philippines until the 1930s, when the New Literary Movement, begun in China in 1919, reached the Philippines. The New Literature abandoned the restrictions of the classical style. It used colloquial Chinese and veered toward realism and socialism. A semiweekly magazine Hong Tow (The Horncritic), ca 1930, became the mouthpiece of writers of the New Literature; and writers’ organizations, called Black Shadow Literary Society, 1933, and New Life Society, ca 1930, were established. The 1930s were specially fruitful years for the Chinese writers in the Philippines. Literary magazines like Wei Eye (Only Love), 1933, Student’s Literary Front, 1933, Ten Ma (Pegasus), 1934, and Hai Fong (Sea Wind), 1935, appeared, and many newspapers included literary sections. These literary magazines, however, were short-lived, never reaching the 1940s. Important writers of this decade included Sy Yinchow and Ba Chin. The growth of Chinese literature in the Philippines was halted by the invasion of the Japanese. The only Chinese newspaper allowed to circulate was the Japanese-controlled Manila News, which did not contain a literary section. During the Japanese Occupation, many writers in Chinese worked with underground tabloids. These include Show Done Bao (The Sweep News), ca 1942, edited by Sy Yinchow, and Da Han Hwen (The Grand Chinese Soul), 1943-1945, edited by r Shu-bao. Many writers in Chinese contributed poems and essays that attacked the Japanese. The poet called Do Jo (aka Ker Su Bao) and the fictionist Ya Lan were among the leading writers of this period. After WWII, literature in Chinese was revived. In addition to the establishment of more Chinese schools, the underground tabloids then became dailies. The editors of these dailies encouraged young Chinese in the Philippines to write. Among the dailies were Chung Cheng 1i Bao (Kai-Shek Daily News), edited by Sy Yinchow, Hwa Chao Son Bao (Chinese Commercial News), edited by Lan Ten-min, Da__Hwa ji Bao (Great Chinese Daily News), edited by Ker Shubao, which sponsored a short-story writing contest in 1969, and Cheng Fong Bao (The Herald), edited by Tsai Chin-fu, which serialized the novels The Overseas by Lee Jen Yu and The Baguio Concentration Camp by Lee ChenTzu. Some books were also published at this time. Literary Anthology, 1946, edited by Sy Yinchow, was the first literary anthology since the 1930s. Gou Meng Chi (A Collection of Memorable Dreams), another anthology, was published two years after. The first essay collection, Fang Chaw Mon (The Dream of Fragrant Grass) was published by Sy Yinchow and Ker Shu-bao in 1951. Anthologies of poetry and drama were also published. They included Poetry Anthology of Chinese Filipinos, 1957, and A Play Anthology of Chinese-Filipinos, 1959. The growth of Chinese-Philippine literature in this period was brought about, to a large extent, by the establishment of the Chinese-Filipino Literary Workers Union in 1950. Its founding members included Ker Shu-bao, Sy Yinchow, Hsu Chieh-Tzu, and Lin Wen-shih. From 1950 to 1962, the Union held short story contests and playwriting contests, and winning entries were published in the Union’s official publication, Wen Lien Literary Magazine, 19501956, 1959-1962. The Union’s members also translated works by Filipino writers, such as Jose Garcia Villa, NX.M. Gonzalez, and Nick Joaquin, into Chinese; they wrote critical essays and held numerous seminars that dleveloped many of the ChinesePhilippine writers today. These seminars not only focused on literature but also dealt with the arts and handicrafts. The 1960s saw the birth of more literary societies. At least five new literary societies were established, which attracted many Chinese college and high school students in the Philippines. These were the Liberal Poetry Society, 1960, headed by the poet Chin Tzuhow; the Geng Yuan (Farming Garden) Literary Society, 1960; the Sin Keng (Hard Farming) Literary Society, whose works were published in The Great Chinese Daily News, Fukien Times, and Chinese Commercial News; the Chinese-Filipino Literary Hall, 1965, which published The Chinese-Filipino Literary Anthology, 1971; and the Manila Amateur Dramatic Society, ca 1950, which produced and published plays annually till the declaration of Martial Law. Books published in the 1960s included The Construction in the Window, 1962, a poetry collection by Lin Chuan, The Emerald Ring, 1967, a short story collection by Yee Mei-mei, and Under the Roof of Manila, ca 1960, an anthology of plays. While many of the young Chinese Filipinos were experimenting with more modern styles, some still wrote in the classical vein. The classicist poets included Lin Lai-Yau and Lai Yun-fu. Although they were no longer in the mainstream, they formed small groups, some of which were formed even before WWII, like the Ton Yin Poetry Society, ca 1930, later renamed Jau Yin (Under the Shadow of a Banana Tree) after WWII. Other societies included the Nan Hsin Poetry Society, 1950, and the Lai Society, 1959. In these societies, the classicists held monthly meetings to read and discuss one another’s poetry. The years after the war marked the turning point in Chinese-Philippine literature. The writings produced during this period can be called truly ChinesePhilippine. Till then, writings by the first-generation Chinese in the Philippines were centered on China. The earliest works described their loneliness in the Philippines, their longing to return to China, and their dreams for China. The Philippines for the Chinese then was a temporary resting place. However, the second- and third-generation Chinese, born and raised in the Philippines, were attached to the Philippines more than to China, Although they had wished to return to the mainland, the complete Communist control of China in 1949 dissolved all their dreams. What for their parents was a temporary resting place became for them a permanent home. The writings of these groups focused on the experiences of the Chinese Filipinos. The chief concerns of their works were identity and assimilation, as well as their war experiences. The declaration of Martial Law in 1972 was to widen the gap between the Chinese Filipinos and China and to influence the development of Chinese-Philippine literature. The nine years of Martial Law was a dark time for Chinese-Philippine literature. During these years, all Chinese
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283 publications were banned. Only the United Daily News, 1973, was allowed circulation a year after the declaration of Martial Law. The Ton Fang Bao (Eastern Daily News), later renamed World News, was allowed to circulate in 1975 after diplomatic relations with China were established. Both papers, however, had no room for literary pieces. Many ChineseFilipino writers were forced to write for newspapers in Taiwan or Hong Kong. Sy Yinchow published books in Taiwan, including his poetry translations in Famous Classical Poems Anthology, 1972. The classicists, however, were not banned from writing classical poetry. Chinese-Philippine literature was almost dead until Martial Law was officially lifted in 1981. Five Chinese newspapers resurfaced. These were the United Daily News, the World News, the Chinatown News, 1982, the Chinese Commercial News, 192219721 1986, and the Universa I Daily News, 1986. They devoted as many as 15 pages for literary works, both classical and new, and criticism each week. World News published short stories like “Mayflower Festival,” 1983, and “Road,” 1988, by Ke Qing Tan. Some papers like the United Daily News had sections for works by students and children. Not only were Chinese newspapers revived but also were Chinese literary magazines. Among the more influential was the Chinese Philippine Literary Front, published by the Farming Garden Literary Society from 1984 to 1986. In 1984, the magazine expressed its stance on literary issues. Among its pronouncements was that Chinese-Philippine literature should depict the life of the Chinese Filipinos, both its delights and difficulties. Books published during the post-Martial-Law period included a collection of essays by Lin Liu, a teacher, titled Chow lei Gi (Humble as Grass), 1975; Tsu Shan ju Shih (My Risks), 1972, an account of the war- years by Wu Ban-shan; Ta Han Hwen (The Chinese Soul), 1980, a collection of poems and essays by Do jo; Wan Yu Shih Chow (Forgetting Worries), 1982, another collection of poems and essays by Chuan Yung-ping; My Poems, 1989, a poetry collection by Maningning Miclat; and Wang Wen-han’s The Thorny Road, 1990, a work that depicts the experiences of an immigrant, translated into English by Joanne Cheng. Along with the revival of Chinese publications was the re-organization of many literary groups and the establishment of new ones, which promoted many literary activities. Among those still active are the Society of Contemporary Arts and Literature, formed in 1981, and the Chinese-Filipino Literary Association, founded by Sy Yinchow a year after. The classicists formed the Min Gon (Manila River) Poetry Society in 1981 and continue to meet today, while the more modern poets established the Chin Daw (Thousand Islands) Poetry Society in 1985. In 1984, the ChineseFilipino Children’s Literature Research Society was organized; since then, it has sponsored seminars on children’s literature. Literary societies that were revived were the Chin Kwan (Morning Light) Literary Society, 1947, 1987; the Geng Yuan (Farming Garden) Literary Society, 1960, 1981; and the Sin Keng (Hard Farming) Literary Society, 1960, 1981. Members of these literary societies filled the literary pages of the Chinese dailies with their works and encouraged young Chinese Filipinos to write. Despite the revival, however, Chinese-Philippine literature in Chinese suffered a crisis in the post-martial law years. The Filipinization of the Chinese schools, begun in the 1960s, produced Chinese Filipinos who could not read, speak, and write well in Chinese. The young Chinese of today, raised in the 1970s and 1980s, are no longer so familiar with the customs and traditions of their ancestors as their parents and grandparents were. Because of these factors, contemporary literature by Chinese Filipinos has been written in English or Filipino. To offset this, new Chinese immigrants were encouraged to stay in the Philippines. It is these new immigrants who have become the leaders in contemporary Chinese-Philippine literature in Chinese. They have established several literary societies, such as the Literary Society of Chinese-Filipino Youth, 1982, founded by Tsai Chin-tzu, an essayist from Taipei, and the Chi Si Ya Gi (Wonderful Gathering) whose members are all new immigrants studying in universities in Manila. These societies meet to read and to discuss one another’s works, and they handle the literary pages of many Chinese dailies. Other societies include Hsueh Chun (The Studying Group) Literary Society, 1983, composed of immigrants from China; the Ho Gwan (Wide River) Poetry Society, 1984, and Tzen Hun, 1983, composed of both local Chinese Filipinos and immigrants from China and Hong Kong. The last organization has sponsored contests in short-story and essay writing. Because most of them are immigrants from China, Taiwan, and Hong Kong, these writers express homesickness, just as the first generation of Chinese writers in the Philippines did. They also tend to write more about personal, transhistorical subjects, such as love and companionship, than about the concerns and problems particular to the ChineseFilipinos. As such, their literature cannot be called truly Chinese-Philippine. Some works, however, reveal an attachment to the Philippines or their experiences as Chinese Filipinos, such as Ya Lan’s short story “The Love of Blood Relations in Skyedge,” 1984, which expresses a Chinese Filipino’s love for both China and his birthplace, the Philippines, and Claro Ben Lim’s “An Epic on the Bloodless Revolution,” 1988. However, Chinese-Philippine literature is now largely found in the writings of Chinese Filipinos in English. LITERATURE IN ENGLISH AND FILIPINO Chinese-Philippine literature in English is a relatively recent development. The oldest among Chinese-Filipino writers in English were educated in the late 1960s and the 1970s, during which time the Chinese language began to be supplanted as a first language for them by Filipino or English. Unlike its counterpart in Chinese, Chinese-Philippine literature in English explores the problems of the Chinese Filipinos and their relations with other Filipinos. Notable writers are Benito Lim, Lilia Lopez Chua, and Doreen Yu.
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284 Their works express the conflict felt by many Chinese Filipinos today, that between their Chinese heritage and their Filipino environment. Other writers are Robby Kwan Laurel, Caroline Hau, Bliss Cua Lim, Joaquin Sy, Charlson Ong, and Paul Stephen Lim, Charlson Ong, and Paul Stephen Lim have already entered the mainstream of Philippine literature. Ong’s short-story collection Men of the East, 1990, won the National Book Award, and Ong has won Palanca awards and an Asiaweek award. Paul Stephen Lim, now teaching at the University of Kansas, has won a Palanca for his one-act play Password, 1975, and has broken ground in America as well. His play Woeman was staged in New York in 1982, and his collection of short stories Some Arrivals, But Mostly Departures was published locally in the same year. Because these writers write in English, they find no difficulty in publishing their works. Magazines and journals, such as Solidarity, Focus, and the Sunday Times Magazine have published works by Benito Lim, Doreen Yu, Anthony Tan, and Paul Stephen Lim. Among the works published are Ben Lim’s “A Bird’s Eye View of Chinatown” in Mithi, 1985, and Anthony Tan’s poems “Filial Piety” and “Second Elegy for the Chinese Dead” in lose. An important outlet for Chinese-Philippine literature is Tulay, 1987, a periodical that aims to bridge the gap between the Chinese and the Filipinos and between the older immigrant Chinese and the younger more Filipinized Chinese. Besides featuring creative works, whether in Chinese, in Filipino, or in English, by Chinese-Filipino writers, it also translates Chinese folk tales, histories, classic literature, and moral tales. Among the books by Chinese-Filipino writers in English are The Sultanate: a Novel of a Davao Chinese Seeking His Cultural Identity, 1969, by Jose Anglioto; the poetry collections Descending the Stairs Twice, 1983, by Lilia Lopez Chua, and and if i were this poem and other poems, 1987, by Bliss Cua Lim (Felicidad Cua Lim); Blending Cultures, 1986, a collection of works by the students of Lin Ting Ting, several of which deal with the Filipino-Chinese experience; Discovering New Horizons, 1989, an anthology of fiction, poetry, and essays by such writers as Jane Que Tiu, Maningning Miclat and her father Mario Miclat, Eddie Choa, Andrew Ariola, and Albert C. Lim; and Woman of Am-Kaw and Other Stories, 1992, a collection of short stories by Charlson Ong. The Chinese in the Philippines: Problems and Perspectives, 1990, edited by Teresita Ang See, is a collection of essays which deal with aspects of Chinese-Philippine life, including literature, Chinese values in the Philippines, and the image of the Chinese in the Philippines. Crossroads: Short Essays on the Chinese Filipinos, 1988, edited by Teresita Ang See and Lilia Chua, contains selected essays originally written in Chinese, from the now defunct Orient News, and their English translation. The essays in the book touch on such issues as Chinese education in the Philippines and racial identity. Studies in Chinese-Philippine literature in Filipino are virtually nonexistent, but there are a handful of writers of Chinese-Philippine literature in Filipino. Among them are Ricardo Lee, who, although he is better known for his screenplays, has written a story on the Chinese-Philippine experience; and Joaquin Sy, whose stories have appeared in the journal Mithi and whose essays have been collected in his book, Tamad Nga Ba Si Juan? (Is Juan Really Indolent?), 1991. Hs writings deal mostly with socioeconomic problems in the Philippines. Tulay remains an outlet for writings in- Filipino, such as Eddie Choa’s poem, “Ako’y banyaga sa aking Bayan” (I Am a Foreigner in My Own Country), 1993. As Gloria Chiu Yap notes in her study of Chinese-Philippine fiction, there are a handful of writers of Chinese descent whose works feature Chinese characters or Chinese Filipinos but do not explore their experience in the Philippines. Examples are Deedee Siytango’s “You’ve Got to Talk to Someone,” 1968, which explores the problem of communication between parents and offspring. Conversely, there are stories written by Filipinos whose theme is the Chinese-Philippine experience. These include Dionisio Gabriel’s “China Opera,” 1969, which depicts the subordinate condition of young Chinese women. “Mr. Cheng and the Great Wall of Culture,” 1960, by Tita Lacambra-Ayala explores the conflict young Chinese feel between a Western education and a traditional family background. The themes of many Chinese-Philippine writings, whether in English, Filipino, or Chinese, vary, but all of them have been influenced by the historical circumstances. Being immigrants, most of -the early Chinese Filipinos wrote about their memories of China and their desire to return to China. They also described Chinese affairs and wrote many critiques of the Chinese government. During the Communist takeover of China, many Chinese Filipinos wrote anti-violence literature, which includes The Tragedy of Liberation, 1553, a play by Fong San, and “The Old Soldiers Go to the Front,” 1954, a poem by Lin Lih. More China centered than Philippine centered, these works are not really Chinese-Philippine literature. They are more the literature of the sojourner. Many other writers also focused on the social problems of living in the Philippines. In “ACR,” 1953, a short story by Jeng Ching, the main character loses his life when he goes into his burning house to save his Alien Certificate of Registration (ACR), without which he will be deported to China. Loneliness is another subject. “Passing Bell Echoes at Dusk,” 1984, tells of the isolation many old Chinese feel. Their only relatives are in China, but they cannot return to their country to die there because they cannot afford the funeral expenses. Loneliness partly arises from the inability to assimilate. In Jaime An Lim’s “Bye Bye Birdie,” 1971, the protagonist, an old-generation Chinese, gets ridiculed for his inability to speak the local tongue, “Fantasy of the Maid,” 1960, by Benito Lim paints an even sadder picture. A Chinese mother cannot communicate with her adopted son, who prefers to speak with her yaya. During the war years, many works by Chinese-Filipinos showed anti-Japanese-sentiments. “The Silent Volcano,” 1942, by Do Jo compares the Filipinos and the Chinese in the Philippines to the Mayon Volcano, silent but potentially destructive. “The Wild Pasig River,” 1947, by Hsu Chieh-tzu is a short story that depicts the life of the Chinese Filipinos under the Japanese. After the 1960s, the popularity of this theme died away.
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285 Many Chinese-Philippine works dealt with the relationship between Filipinos and Chinese. “Juan de Licaros— the Friendly Filipino,” 1986, a short story by Tze Ming describes the friendship between a Chinese shopkeeper and Juan, a Filipino farmer. A similar story is “Chinese Are Good Neighbors,” 1987, by Ying Hsiang. Many Chinese writers also expressed good sentiments towards the Philippines, as in “The Moment of Leaving,” 1947, a poem by Do Jo, translated from Chinese by Peng Chang Feng: Oh, Manila, I was unwilling to part from you You have made me grow For that, I feel grateful. However, the dominant theme in many Chinese-Philippine writings today is the cultural conflict that many young Chinese-Filipinos feel. It arises from their having Chinese roots, on one hand, and their being raised in the Philippines, on the other. Benito Lim’s stories show the problems that arise out of the split-family system, in which a migrating Chinese leaves his Chinese wife in China and marries a Filipino woman in the Philippines. Doreen Yu focuses on the problems of young Chinese women who have been exposed to ideas of liberation. Their education usually clashes with their family’s Confucian ideals. In her “Anais,” 1976, and “Twentieth-Century Romance,” 1978, the protagonists rebel against traditional Chinese practices like arranged marriages. In Paul Stephen Lim’s short story in English, “Flight,” 1982, one finds the expression of the problem that plague many Chinese Filipinos. The main character Wing says, I am Chinese, and yet my roots are in the Philippines. So why is it that I have never identified (and continue to feel that I will never be able to identify) completely with the Filipinos? I know only one thing, that every day I feel the alienation growing-what is it the priest says at Mass? ”Through me, with me, in me.” Yu-Ho’s poem in Chinese, “The Wild Plant,” 1986, translated by Peng Chang Feng, expresses the same conflict: The leaves without stalk The one with stalk is rootless The one with root lacks mud That is a kind of wild plant named Overseas Chinese. Perhaps this search for identity will remain dominant in the works of Chinese-Filipino writers as long as the Chinese Filipinos are not fully assimilated into Philippine life and culture.
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s there a “Filipino American” Literature? Current and inclusive notions of Asian American literature assume the existence of this substratum without really delineating its contours. There is no sustained discussion of how “Filipino American” literature, if shaped as such a substructure, problematizes some of the claims of Asian American literature as a constitutive paradigm. Although developed unevenly as a category and distinctive body of writing,’ “Asian American Literature” now commands a significant presence in the American academy and the movement to revise the national literary canon. The imperative, then, is to test the descriptive and explanatory powers of this general paradigm in light of its as yet undetermined but nominally acknowledged tributary formation of “Filipino American writing.” To leave this area unmapped is to create exclusion, internal hierarchy, and misrepresentation in the supposedly heterogeneous field of Asian American cultural production. The informal but long-standing directive to align “Filipino American” literature with the Chinese and Japanese American mainstream of Asian American literature has had its own consequences. When asked to construct “a literary background of Filipino-American works” for a founding Asian American anthology, the writers Oscar Peñaranda, Serafin Syquia, and Sam Tagatac declared: “We cannot write any literary background because there isn’t any. No history. No published literature. No nothing (49).” Their statement proved not only to be quite precipitate but also uncritical of the limiting assumptions foisted on their project by the anthologists. Already implicit in this view was their disconnection from the exilic literature created by N.V.M. Gonzalez and Bienvenido Santos, or in more recent times, by Ninotchka Rosca and Linda Ty-Casper. Perhaps, rather than the veracity of its claim, what remains compelling is how this declaration expresses the incommensurable sense of non-being that stalks many Filipinos in the United States and many Americans of Filipino descent. WITHOUT NAMES: WHO ARE WE? Indeed, one cannot discuss the (non-)existence of “Filipino American” literature without interrogating the more decisive issues of self and peoplehood, of invisibility. This combined problematic certainly shapes the available expressions. For example, the Bay Area Pilipino American Writers titled their first collection of poetry after Jeff Tagami’s historically textured piece, “Without Names” (Ancheta et al. 1985). “Who are we?/What are we?” asks public historian Fred Cordova in his picture book and oral history on Filipino Americans (230). In a 1989 essay, the journalist Cielo Fuentebella pointedly observes that even with the group nearing the two-million mark, “our numbers don’t add up to visibility in business, media, and the cultural field. And all these at a time in history that is being dubbed as the Asian/Pacific Century (17).” From these various expressions, one detects some hesitance to claim the name “Filipino American” unproblematic ally. The term “Filipino American” itself seems inadequate, if oxymoronic. “The Filipino American cannot be defined without elucidating what the problematic relationship is between the two terms which dictates the condition of possibility for each-the hyphen which spells a relation of subordination and domination” (San Juan, “Boundaries” 125). There is some recognition, in other words, of the irreducible specificity of the Filipino predicament in the United States, and corollarily, of the literary and cultural expressions that it has generated. Although one finds many self-identified Filipino Americans and Filipino American texts (the preferred term is “Pilipino American”), their relationship to this provisional term seems to be ambivalent and indeterminate, shored up only by its roots in 1960s ethnic identity politics. Hence, I choose the formulation “Filipinos in the United States” for this discussion while also tactically deploying the conditional but meaningful category “Filipino American.” The task of my essay is to characterize the available writings by Filipinos in the United States and Filipino Americans in light of community-formation and Philippine-American (neo)colonial relations. I seek to describe a literary tradition of Filipino exilic writing and an exilic sensibility that informs both the identity politics and the cultural production ○
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287 of this “community-in-the-making” (San Juan, “Exile” 36). As does any preliminary account, this essay has several limitations. Because of the urgency of the task and space considerations, the survey of some of the available writings is only suggestive, if incomplete, and the arguments or propositions (along with the bases) for constituting them as a tradition are abbreviated. That the writings and the history of the group codify their own theoretical claims is a question to which I pay the most attention, for “each literary tradition, at least implicitly, contains within it an argument for how it can be read” (Gates xix-xx). I concentrate on the older writers whose works have reached a certain consolidation, and then suggest some beginning orientations with which to steer future readings of the work of the younger writers who are in several stages of emergence. Motifs of departure, nostalgia, incompletion, rootlessness, leavetaking, and dispossession recur with force in most writing produced by Filipinos in the United States and Filipino Americans, with the Philippines as always either the original or terminal reference point. Rather than the United States as the locus of claims or “the promised land” that Werner Sollors argues is the typological trope of “ethnic” American writing (40-50), the Filipino case represents a reverse telos, an opposite movement. It is on this basis that I argue for a literature of exile and emergence rather than a literature of immigration and settlement whereby life in the U.S. serves as the space for displacement, suspension, and perspective. “Exile” becomes a necessary, if inescapable, state for Filipinos in the United States—at once susceptible to the vagaries of the (neo)colonial U.S.-Philippine relationship and redeemable only by its radical restructuring. The intergenerational experience will certainly dim this literary/historical connection to the Philippines for many Filipino Americans. But the signifiers “Filipino” and “Philippines” evoke colonialist meanings and cultural redactions which possess inordinate power to shape the fates of the writers and of Filipino peoples everywhere. These considerations overdetermine their dominant sense of non-belonging in the United States, the Philippines, and other places. The word “overdetermine” adequately describes the complex of historical inscriptions, developments, processes, interventions, and accidents in which their present predicament is embedded. For Filipinos in the United States and their history of community-formation, it is not enough to examine immigration policies (symptomatic of a U.S.-centric approach to which most sociologists/historians are prone) that by themselves fail to account for the diversity of immigration patterns. “The historical, economic, and political relationships between the United States arid the country of origin, as well as the social and economic conditions in the source country, have to be examined to explain the major differences in immigration streams” (Cariño and Fawcett 305). Robert Blauner’s point that the status of any Asian American group should roughly equal the status of its country of origin in relation to the United States bears remembering (Takaki, Race and Ethnicity 159). Conceptually useful for the Philippine case, both of these views also expand American immigration, ethnic, and cultural studies beyond their parochial purviews of American nation building, acculturation, arid settlement. INVISIBILITY AND (NON-)IDENTITY IN HISTORY Among the various Asian countries of origin, the Philippines holds the sole distinction of being drawn into a truly colonial and neo-colonial relation with the United States, and for this reason it has been absorbed almost totally into the vacuum of American innocence. It was the founding moment of colonialism, “a primal loss suffered through the FilipinoAmerican War (1899-1902) and the resistance ordeal of the First Philippine Republic up to 1911, that opened the way for the large-scale transport of cheap Filipino labor to Hawaii and California [and inaugurated] the long, tortuous exodus from the periphery to the metropolis” (San Juan, “Boundaries” 117). Hence, while rooted in the earlier period of Spanish rule, the specter of “invisibility” for Filipinos is specific to the immediate and long-term consequences of American colonialism. The invisibility of the Philippines became a necessary historiographical phenomenon because the annexation of the Philippines proved to be constitutionally and culturally problematic for American political and civil society around the turn of the century and thereafter. (A consequent case in point was the anomalous status of immigrant workers and students for much of the formal colonial period when they were considered Arnerican “nationals” but without the basic rights of “citizens.”) To understand the absence of the Philippines in American history, one faces the immense task of charting the intense ideological contestation that developed in the United States around the Philippine question at the point of colonial conquest, and the active rewriting of American historical records from then on that articulated and rearticulated the verities of “American exceptionalism.” As Amy Kaplan suggestively notes, “the invisibility of the Philippines in American history has everything to do with the invisibility of American imperialism to itself.”‘ Discursivelv, the unbroken continuity of this historic amnesia concerning the Philippines has had real invidious effects. Note the repetitious and unreflective use of the modifier “forgotten” to describe, even renew, this curse of invisibility which may be said to have been bestowed on the Philippines as soon as the bloody war of conquest and resistance began to require stringent official/military censorship in the United States around 1900. No one has bothered to ask some of the more unsettling questions: Who is doing the forgetting? What is being forgotten? How much has been forgotten? Why the need to continue forgetting? Contemporary examples abound. An historiographical essay by the American historian Peter Stanley bears the title, “The Forgotten Philippines, 1790-1946” and sticks out in a retrospective survey of American-East Asian studies, a field which has always revolved around China and Japan (May and Thomson 291-316). Quoted in Russell Roth’s journalistic account of the long and costly Filipino-American War, one writer admits that “our movement into the Philippines is one of the least understood phases of our history, one of those obscure episodes swept under the rug, and forgotten” (1981). In a truthful exemplification of the workings of hegemony, a chapter of Takaki’s Strangers From a Different Shore is
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288 devoted to “The Forgotten Filipinos” (314-54) and one Filipino American documentary work itself, Filipinos: Forgotten Asian Americans, finds the term as unproblematic and adequate (Cordova 1983). GENEALOGIES OF EXILE AND THE IMAGINED COMMUNITY So it is that “in the Philippine experience, History has provided its own despotism” (Gonzalez, Kalulang 32). It is in the various forms and manifestations of this despotism that one can locate the productive conditions of possibility for Filipino writing and the making of Filipino identities. For something as specific as Filipino writing in the United States, the banishment of the Philippines and Filipinos from history, the global dispersal of Filipinos, the migrant realities of Pinoy workers and urban expatriates, and “the alienation of the English-speaking intellectuals from workers and peasants speaking the vernacular” (San Juan, Ruptures 25) must constitute the set of tangled contexts. They amount to a common orientation of the experiences, writings, and identity politics toward a “national mythos,” following the creation of a “Filipino diaspora... the scattering of a people, not yet a fully matured nation, to the ends of the earth, across the planet” by the colonial moment (Brennan, “Cosmopolitans” 4; San Juan, “Homeland” 40). Through a coordination of the expressive tendencies and impulses of Filipino and Filipino-American writers in the U.S., a “literature of exile and emergence” can be constructed from the normally separated realms of the old and new countries. I see the obsessive search for identity that marks Philippine literature in the colonial language (and the vernacular, which is not possible to cover here), and the identity politics articulated by first- and second-generation Filipino American writers (after the social and ethnic movements of the 1960s and 70s) as specific streams with certain points of confluence. In recognizing the intimate connection between Filipino nation-building and the problematics of FilipinoAmerican community-formation, and hence, the radical contingency of both processes, the seeming scarcity of “published literature” (sometimes attributed to the smallness of the Filipino-American second-generation) ceases to be a problem. That “we still don’t have anyone resembling Maxine Hong Kingston for the Filipino immigrant community here” begins to make sense and points us to the many writers who write about the situation in the Philippines and the Filipino American writers who may be U.S.-grounded, yet articulate this same ancestral focus. The orientation toward the Philippines prevents prevailing notions of Asian American literature from reducing Filipino writing in the United States to just another variant of the immigrant epic, even if this in itself must be seen as an ever-present and partial possibility as time passes and Philippine-American relations change. In what follows, I examine some expressions of exile and gestures towards return—either explicit or latent— that typify the available writings. How do they characteristically respond to, or even embody, the experience of exile and indeterminacy and the question of redemptive return? Put another way, what are the intersections between historical experience and literary history, between subjection and subject-positions? I organize my review around several interrelated issues: exilic experience and perspective, exilic identity and language, and exilic sensibility and attitude toward history and place, all of which account for the forms of indeterminacy and visionary resolutions in the writings. The writers may be clustered into three “cohorts” that need not necessarily coincide with the migration and immigration patterns or cycles documented by historians and sociologists (see, for example, Cariño and Fawcett 305-25; Pido 1986). There is the pioneering generation consisting of Bienvenido Santos, NVM Gonzalez, Jose Garcia Villa, and Carlos Bulosan for the period 1930s to 1950s; a settled generation that matures and emerges by the 1960s who, after Peñaranda, Tagatac, and Syquia, may be called the “Flips”; and the politically expatriated generation of Epifanio San Juan, Linda Ty-Casper, Ninotchka Rosca, and Michelle Skinner from the 1970s to the present. These writers whom I have specifically mentioned must be taken as demarcating, rather than definitive, figures for each group. This periodization has obvious limits. Bulosan died in 1956 and Villa ceased to write nearly three decades ago, while Santos and Gonzalez continue to be prolific and have exhibited significant shifts in their perspectives and writings after extended residence in the United States as professors. Bulosan, with the intervention of U.S. cultural workers, has earned some critical attention and student readership in ethnic studies courses, yet to be matched in the cases of Santos and Gonzalez whose exilic writing did not fit with the immigrant ethos. Villa has languished in self-selected obscurity even as Sollors recently and curiously recuperated him as an “ethnic modernist” (253-54). My concern here is much more in comparison than in contemporaneity since their works are uneven in quality, their developments divergent in pattern, and their influence diffuse in reception. By “comparison” I mean their styles of coping with the experiential reality of exile—given their initial and subsequent ties with, or alienation from, each other—and their relevant self-definition and development of certain forms of writing on this basis. I also make the “Flips” assume a kind of corporate existence although this is suggested itself by their selfdesignation as “Bay Area Pilipino American Writers” and their networks that are rooted in the ethnic movements of the late 1960s and 1970s. Of these writers (mostly poets), I find a few who exhibit tendencies to outgrow the agonized temporizing associated with that historic juncture, namely Jeff Tagaini, Virginia Cerrenio, and Jaime Jacinto. What concerns me here is their search for kinship with their predecessors in the pioneering generation and their symbolic appropriations of Philippine history and identities from the perspective of a second, or consciously American, generation (hence, “Pilipino American”). Not all those who may belong to the “politically expatriated” were literally so, by the yardstick of martial law politics and the sensibility of nationalism that grew out of the social and political turmoil of the late 1960s and the subsequent period of authoritarian rule in the homeland. It is the peculiar elaboration of the theme of exile from a more troubling historical moment and its consequent suspension of Filipinos within a more ideologically and politically bounded sphere that distinguish the actions and predicament of this group. San Juan shifted to Philippine and Third World literary and
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289 historical studies from traditional literary scholarship and creative writing in the conjuncture between his initial residence in the United States as an academic, and the politicizing movements in the United States and the Philippines in the early 1970s. Skinner came to the United States with the sensibility of her martial law generation back home but did not exactly flee from political persecution as Rosca did. And yet again, their relationships of affinity and alienation as a group, and with the other two, may be divined in what they have written and how they have defined themselves. My groupings are not chronological but synchronic, concerned with what Benedict Anderson has called “the deep horizontal comradeship” that enables widely dispersed populations to imagine peoplehood and community, to overcome historically disabling differences, and to occupy new spaces of historical, literary, and cultural possibility (15-16). Writers can find a home in the relevant pattern or cohort of affinity specific to their emergence in any of these three historical moments of colonial generation, ethnic identity politics, and political expatriation. The groupings need not be rigid since certain movements between them are possible, within defensible bounds, and depending to some extent on the stronger sentiment of the writer or reader. EXILE AND RETURN: LITERARY AND- EXPERIENTIAL PARALLELS In looking at the plurality of Filipino experiences, positions, and writings in the United States as a generalized condition of exile, I refer to the ensemble of its many relations, degrees, and forms, and not its easy reduction to a single thematic. One cannot succumb to the homogenizing assertion that “Immigration is the opposite of expatriation” (Mukherjee 28) or the tendency to construe the west as only a base for “cosmopolitan exiles” and not a place “where unknown men and women have spent years of miserable loneliness” (Said 359). The need is to “map territories of experience beyond those mapped by the literature of exile itself ” (Said 358) and, if I might add, d-le areas of exile and writing overlap. Sam Solberg notes that if there is one indisputable fact about Filipino-American writing nurtured on American shores that sets it apart from other Asian American writings, it is that it is inextricably mixed with indigenous Filipino writing in English” (50). He adds that Carlos Bulosan, Jose Garcia Villa, Bienvenido Santos, and NVM Gonzalez did not find the distinction between writing in the Philippines and the United States meaningful. Yet, also, their common experiences of migration to the United States and the vicissitudes of their careers in this setting consigned them to the same state of indeterminacy and limbo of invisibility as their less noted kinfolk. Bharati Mukherjee posits that “exiles come wrapped in a cloak of mystery and world-weariness [and in] refusing to play the game of immigration, they certify to the world, and especially to their hosts, the purity of their pain and their moral superiority to the world around them” (28). Aside from making exile sound like a choice, this view fails to consider that there is nothing to romanticize about this condition even if it might sometimes generate romantic visions of one’s “origins.” “Exile is a grim fate and its recourses equally grim” (Seidel x). Although exile gives birth to varieties of nationalist sentiment, even imagined communities and unlikely kinships among peoples with enduring differences, “these are no more than efforts to overcome tile crippling sorrow of estrangement... the loss of something left behind forever” (Said 357). Just as it has been for similarly-situated peoples, the exilic experience for Filipinos and Filipino Americans has engendered such “enormously constructive pressures” (Gurr 9) as self-recovery and the critical distance from a putative homeland whose outlines are sharpened from the perspective of their new or “other” home in the metropolis. More, for Filipinos as “colonial exiles,” the “search for identity and the construction of a vision of home amount to the same thing” (Gurr 11). In turn, this “identity” (now in the sense of specular experiences and visions), condenses itself in the institution of creative genealogies, mythic reinterpretations of colonial history, and reevaluations of the linguistic and cultural losses caused by colonialism. These may be seen as notations of redemptive return to a “home” in the imagination, with specific inflections for Filipinos and Filipino Americans. When Bienvenido Santos declares that “in a special sense I, too, am an oldtimer” (“Pilipino Old Timers” 89) and a Flip poet like Jeff Tagami (1987) memorializes these Pinoys in his work, there is already this particular reciprocity of self-representations among unlikely “allies.” Distances are being bridged here among generational locations, social classes, and particular experiences, from the pioneering experiences and enduring ties to native territory of those migrant workers in the Pacific Coast states as the privileged point of reference. Documentary works have described the exilic conditions of these Pinoys in paradigmatic terms because of the complexity of their displacements: “between themselves and their homeland, between themselves and their children who have known only America, and between themselves and recent arrivals whose Philippines is, in some ways, drastically different from their own” (Santos, Apples xiv). Santos’s claim of affinity with the “survivors of those who immigrated in the 1920s or even earlier, through the 1940s” (“Pilipino Old Timers” 89) may seem ill-considered because of the large wedge in class, migratory pattern, and education between this former “pensionado” and resident writer of a Kansas university and faceless, nameless “Manongs.” Carlos Bulosan—valorized as the supreme chronicler of the Pinoy story and claimed as an immigrant writer even while moved to state once that “I think I am forever an exile” (Falling Light 198)—particularly lamented this great divide. Regarding the pensionados of his time (and the ruling/middling classes they helped form in the Philippines) with suspicion and contempt, Bulosan foregrounded his shared peasant background with the oldtimers in his identity as a writer. Among many expressions of affiliation with them are his controversial letter to a friend concerning his critique of Filipino writers in English and their “contrary feelings” for him (Falling Light 228) arid his narrator Allos’s discovery of the estranging and demarcating stance of the middle class in regard to the Philippine peasantry in America is in the Heart (19446/1973), in the humiliating encounter between the narrator’s mother and a middle-class girl (37-38). This great wedge partly derived from the institution of education as a form of social hierarchy in the Philippines
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290 during the colonial period (the pensionados or colonial government scholars were trained in the United States for colonial/cultural administration) and threatened Bulosan’s own close kinship with the migrant workers as his writing career took off in the 1930s and 1940s. He obviated this successfully with a symbolic return to their ranks and their lives in his writing and by articulating a Pinoy critique of upper/middle class conceit: “There is no need for Filipino writers to feel that... they are educated because they went to colleges, nor should they think that I am ignorant because I lack formal education” (Falling Light 228). If Bulosan’s “return” to the oldtimers is warranted by an original class affinity, this makes Santos’s gesture from the other side toward this group striking. The sense of indeterminacy conveyed by Santos in his many stories, essays, and in interviews, resonates with the Pinoy’s suspension in eternal time and alien place, “deracinated and tortured by the long wait to go home” (Gurr 18). Like Bulosan, he has codified this linkage in his work, as in the symbolic kinship between the Michigan farmworker Celestino Fabia and “the first class Filipino” in the moving story, “A Scent of Apples” (Apples 21-19). Especially revealing is Santos’s juxtaposition in an essay of his fictional transfiguration of the oldtimers’ characters and lives and their documentation in oral and social history to illustrate his point—when asked “to explain the difference between the old timer as character in fiction and in real life”—“that there is nothing to explain because there is no difference” (“Pilipino Old Timers” 91). These heroes with all their little triumphs and tragic losses as exiles but “survivors” populate Santos’s tightly crafted stories, endowing his identity as a writer and his writing with a pointed specificity. One detects the origin of Santos’s notion of the struggling exilic writer as a “straggler”—doomed into irrelevance and heritage for writing in English—in the condition of the migrant worker as a “survivor [who] lives through years of hiding [and waits] until a miracle of change happens in the homeland and in this, our other home” (“Personal Saga” 399, 404, 405). That the construction of kinship and identity among Filipinos is fraught with difficulty and paradox is also in the foreground of much of the writing, but as especially emblematized in Santos’s “The Day the Dancers Came.” While Santos finds common cause with his subjects, he also confronts the tensions of this affiliation on the level of symbolism. Like “Scent of Apples,” this story concerns the re-encounter of the Pinoy with the other-self, a representative of one’s time-bound vision of home, in visitors from the islands. “Identity,” as in similitude, in mutual recognition as Filipinos, is sought by the oldtimer Fil in the young members of a dance troupe from the Philippines who stop by Chicago for a visiting performance. But just as the middle-class girl reduces Allos’s mother to humiliation in Bulosan’s America is in the Heart, the visiting dancers reduce Fil to an “ugly Filipino” (Santos, Apples 116), subtly spurning his attempts to communicate with them and his offer to entertain them in his humble abode (an eventuality foreseen by his fellow oldtimer and roommate Tony, who is dying of cancer). There is none of the natural affinity that develops between Fabia and the visiting lecturer in “Scent of Apples,” only the edge of class hierarchy and generational or experiential difference. While making his overtures to the dancers in the Chicago hotel lobby where they milled after the performance, “All the things lie had been trying to hide now showed: the age in his face, his horny hands... Fil wanted to leave, but he seemed caught up in the tangle of moving bodies that merged and broke in a fluid strangle hold. Everybody was talking, mostly in English” (120). The frequent impossibility of “identity” (as similitude) between Filipinos expatriated by colonialism, placed in different social/historical rungs, and separated by trans-oceanic timelines, is figured by this story in specular instances. Focused in the predicament of Fil, these compounded mirrorings of the other-self reflect the many dimensions of Filipino exilic identity and perspective. A memory that Fil associates with one of his many jobs—as “a menial in a hospital [who] he took charge... of bottles on a shelf, each shelf, each bottle containing a stage of the human embryo in preservatives, from the lizard-like fetus of a few days, through the newly-born infant, with its position unchanged, cold, and cowering and afraid”—is of “nightmares through the years of himself inside a bottle” (114). This reflection of himself in these aborted, disowned, and arrested lives, mediated by the figure of the “bottle” that both exhibits and encloses them, is a powerful statement on the utter disconnection of the old timer from the flow of time and from a Philippines whose birthing as a nation itself has been aborted by American colonialism. (Perhaps it is significant that his name is “Fil,” almost “Filipino,” but attenuated into an American nickname.) The relationship between Fil and Tony also takes this form of allegorical doubling. When Fil castigates Tony in one of their playful spats: “You don’t care for nothing but your pain, your imaginary pain,” Tony retorts: “You’re the imagining fellow. I got the real thing.” Tony’s skin not only “whitens” from the terminal ailment that is inexplicably but slowly consuming him but he also feels “a pain in his insides, like dull scissors scraping his intestines” (115). Yet, if Tony’s pain is indeed excruciayingly physical, it only seems to be the correlative for Fil’s pain which, in a sense, is more real. For after being denied his last few memories of home by the dancers’ disavowal, the pain that guts him is similar but more keen: “Was it his looks that kept them away? The thought was a sharpness inside him” (121); and then, again, in recounting their rebuff to Tony, “The memory, distinctly recalled, was a rock on his breast. He grasped for breath” (124). The identity between Fil and Tony (they are both oldtimers in pain and warped in time) stands for the singular problem of constructing Filipino/American identity in light of colonialism. The doubling of colonizer and colonized, its conflictedness, is signified in Fil’s specular but contrastive relationship with Tony, even as this is also kinship forged by their history of shared banishment. Tony stands for one’s translation into a colonial: “All over Tony’s body, a gradual peeling was taking place.... His face looked as if it was healing from severe burns… ‘I’m becoming a white man,’ Tony had said once…” (114). Note also that Tony is figured as looking young. “Gosh, I wish I had your looks, even with those white spots,” Fil says to him (116)—Fil, who feels and looks old and ugly in the company of the young dancers. Where Tony “was the better speaker of the two in English,” Fil displayed “greater mastery” in the dialect (117), although Fil’s prepared speeches for inviting the dancers “stumbled and broke on his lips into a jumble of incoherence” in their presence
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291 (120). If Tony is his other-self, a desired ideal of being, then even turning to him for identity is unsuccessful as the reader knows that Tony will die for Fil’s own rebirth. As the dancers board their bus for the next destination and Fil imagines or sees them waving their hands and smiling towards him, Fil raises his hand to wave back. But wary of misrecognition one more time, he turns to check behind him but finds “no one there except his own reflection in the glass door, a double exposure of himself and a giant plant with its thorny branches around him like arms in a loving embrace” (122). Here, the reader is being alerted to the strength of an identity that is reflected in and by the constituted self, the spectral but appropriate figure being a “a giant plant with its thorny branches.” In vowing to commit the performance and memory of the dancers to a tape recording in what he calls “my magic sound mirror” (he loses the “record” by accidentally pushing the eraser near the end, symbolizing the fragility of his “memories” of home), Fil wonders if the magic sound mirror could also keep “a record of silence because it was to him the richest sound...” (117). This implicit recognition of himself as the supreme record, the actual referent of his identity, is brought to the fore at the conclusion of the story when he exclaims: “Tony! Tony!... I’ve lost them all.” The last glimpse the reader has is of Fil “biting his lips ... turn[ing] towards the window, startled by the first light of dawn. He hadn’t realized till then that the long night was over” (128). Looking through the bottle at “frozen time” early in the story, Fil looks through a window at “time unfolding” by the end. Fil is somehow restored to history, to the sufficiency of his silence and resilience. The interposition of “English” in the story (Tony speaks better English, he is turning into a “white” man; the dancers talk mostly in English, they are all beautiful) as the radical mode of difference for and among “Fils” (Filipinos) implies the organizing relation between exilic identity and language. Recall the symptomatic link or parallelism in Solberg’s argument between the exile experienced by Filipino writers of English in the Philippines and that expressed by the “writing nurtured on American shores”—or between literary and experiential exile, generally. But this historically interesting nexus, this “inextricable link,” is usually disarticulated in universalizing formulations like “the human condition” or the “alienation of the soul” (Gonzalez, Kalutang 64-65). Language has a historical specificity in relation to the development of “indigenous writing, writing nurtured on American shores,” and the migratory movements of writers and laborers to/ in the United States that these careless oversimplifications flatten out. The result has been to compound these literatures and experiences imperceptibly or to explain them away in terms of the inescapable alienations that afflict the dislocated, as if there were nothing more to say about their historic concurrence or recurrence. As Santos’s work suggests, writing in English, the colonizer’s language, and migrating to the United States, the colonizing country, are analogous and fundamentally imbricated processes, or are parallel while related forms of cultural translation and historical exile. Carlos Bulosan’s consummate piece, “The Story of a Letter” starkly embodies such relationships in aesthetic form and supplies another paradigm for beholding these various writings and experiences together. In this allegory of the epic of migration and expatriation, the narrator is it peasant son who finds himself heading for the United States as part of the migratory waves of workers in the late colonial period, but also as a consequence of a letter to his father written in English—a language alien in history and social class to his father and his people—by the narrator’s brother Berto who had migrated earlier. Simply, the letter remains unread until the narrator himself has gone through the linguistic, cultural, and historical translation necessary for him to decode the letter for his father and himself. The letter reads: “Dear father... America is a great country. Tall buildings. Wide good land. The people walking. But I feel sad. I am writing to you this hour of my sentimental. Your son.—Berto” (Bulosan Reader 44). It is an attempt by an exiled son to bridge the distance between him and his origins in truncated language that aptly mirrors Berto’s and his family’s truncated lives. The narrator’s voyage is propelled by various developments (climaxed by the loss of the family’s small landholding), and prefigured by the father’s plea to the narrator “to learn English so that [he] would be able to read [the letter] to him” (41). After landing in the United States, and after he is whirled into the vortex of displacement, labor exploitation, and fragmentation of Pinoy life, he accrues the experience needed to make sense of the letter and develops some mastery of the language that it speaks. In this process of personal translation (experientially and symbolically), he sustains a series of losses, for one always risks losing the original matter substantially in the historic passage from one experiential/cultural realm to another. The father dies before the narrator reaches the point of linguistic and historical competence and therefore before he can read his son’s translation; the narrator himself experiences the deep-seated removal from origin and the past that acquiring such a competence entails; and he is only able to glimpse (not to reunite with) Berto in the United States. With the letter returned to him after a series of disconnected deliveries, the narrator muses: “It was now ten years since my brother had written the letter to Father. It was eighteen years since he had run away from home.... I bent down and read the letter—the letter that had driven me away from the village and had sent me half way around the world.... I held the letter in my hand and, suddenly, I started to laugh—choking with tears at the mystery and wonder of it all” (44). Being able to decode the simple message of the letter (couched in his brother’s fractured English) endows him with an expansive consciousness, agency, renewed memory, and the sign of redemptive return to his moorings. The story of the letter then can be read allegorically, whereby one’s search for self or identity is enabled and simultaneously codified in the trans-Pacific voyage to the United States, condensed here primarily in the demarcating and analogic role ascribed to “English.” But particular stress must be placed on the symbolic weight of language in the story and in cultural history itself. By viewing English as a material and symbolic mode of alienation and transformation, one can account for the “inextricable link” as well as the great wedge among various classes, generations, and experiences of Filipino peoples. In surveying the thematic landscape of contemporary writing, David Quemada concludes that the recurrent themes of rootlessness indicate “a spiritual dislocation which is nurtured by the act of writing in a foreign
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292 language” (428). “Spiritual” here suggests that one’s translation and transformation through the colonial language is fundamental and all-encompassing. Albert Memmi refers to this phenomenon as “colonial bilingualism,” describing it also as a “linguistic drama” because it is the struggle between the colonizer’s and colonized’s cultures in and through the linguistic sphere (108). The “possession of two languages” means immersion in “two psychical and cultural realms” which, because “symbolized and conveyed in the two tongues [of the colonizer and colonized]” generates an irremediably conflicted and complicated condition for the colonial subject. Memmi qualifies that most of the colonized are spared this condition since their native tongue is not given the same level of circulation and status in the colony itself (108). This can be extended to mean that not every Filipino can be allowed through the gates of immigration or his/her impossible dream of statehood for the Philippines. Yet, English becomes a mechanism of social hierarchy and thinking that ensnares the colonial/neocolonial natives or immigrants/citizens into the same circuit of exilic suspension while also segmenting them from each other in class or experiential terms. In his many creative and scholarly works, NVM Gonzalez has dwelt extensively on the linguistic alienation of Filipino English writers from their people and what he calls its “national and historical dimension“ (“Drumming” 423). He specifies the period “when English was adopted as a national language” in the Philippines as the inaugural moment for the complicated American reconstruction of the Filipino, recalling Frantz Fanon’s metaphor of consequent “changes in the flesh, even in the composition of the body fluids” of the colonized (Kalutang 32, 34). Quoting the writer Wilfrido Nolledo, Gonzalez avers that with the “receiving” (the term he uses to reckon with the American imposition) of English, the Filipino writer was converted into a “domestic exile,” an expatriate who has not left his homeland (“Drumming” 41819). Yet this also locates the writer at a particular remove from his subject since, as Raymond Williams argues, “To be a writer in English is already to be socially specified” (193). For Gonzalez, writing in English about the kaingineros, the peasant folk of Mindoro and the other islands of his imagination “separated each actuality from me at every moment of composition.... Rendered in an alien tongue, that life attained the distinction of a translation even before it had been made into a representation of reality through form.... The English language thus had the effect of continually presenting that life as non-actual, even as it had affirmed the insecurity of its making” (Kalutang 40-41). Like Santos, however, Gonzalez shortcircuits these multiple determinations of linguistic/ cultural exile and seeks identity with and in the “poor folk going from clearing to clearing, island to island, working in the saltwater sweat of their brows for whatever the earth will yield” (Guzman 111). Consequently, his writing has been critiqued for creating a literary brand of nativism and ethnography about a “bygone rural Philippines... no longer mapped by American anthropologists... but by insurgents” (San Juan, Ruptures 31). But like Santos, Gonzalez has also reflected upon the contradictions of his identity claims and codified several important categories of the exilic sensibility. From Seven Hills Away (1947) to his most recent writings, Gonzalez has lyrically valorized the people of the “backwoods, barrio, and town,” graphing their lifeways and folk culture in styles, rhythms, and forms of storytelling that express a pointed fidelity to this point of origin. Like Santos in his oldtimers, Gonzalez mirrors his exilic condition in the patterns of migration, dispersal, and selfhood of these people who populate the past that lie remembers: “Although they might become city folk, I seem to see them at their best against the background to which they eventually return” (Kalutang 66). In a parallel vein, Gonzalez returns to this life and place by the power of a language that renders his gesture always already imaginative. A most early piece, “Far Horizons,” harbors the beginnings of Gonzalez’s model and vision of exile. As in his other stories that feature the sea, voyaging/sailing, and island-hopping lifestyle of his past as metaphors for exilic distances, departures, and arrivals, this piece involves characters who find themselves ineluctably separated from their habitat by seafaring as a way of life. Juancho, the surviving crewmember of a sailboat sunk off Marinduque island recalls that among the casualties is Gorio, a sailor from a remote barrio in Mindoro. He surmises that the news of his death will have not reached his village at all and this worries him until he meets a fellow-sailor, Bastian, who turns out to be Gorio’s brother. Bastian finds himself making an unintended homecoming after so long, but as a bearer of sorrowful news for his mother and kinfolk. When the sailboat (suggestively called “Pag-asa” or hope) bound for Southern Mindoro comes to lie at anchor off the coast leading to his village, Bastian convinces Ka Martin, the piloto, to let him ashore for one night to make this important visit. What sets off this story is a classic scene in exilic writing: the actual and transient return and the first glimpse of home after one’s absence for many years. In seeing the first familiar landmarks of home, “A strange feeling swept over him. There came some kind of itching in the soles of his feet and his heart began to throb wildly as though trying to get out of his mouth... Then it occurred to him that it was some seven or eight years since he had left home” (Mindoro 24).” Yet mindful of the tragic news that he brings with him and the grief it may cause his mother, Bastian reflects: “Perhaps it would be better to tell her nothing at all. Should she learn of his brother’s death, it might prove difficult for him to go to sea again. And how he loved the sea although it might claim him, too” (24). Bastian loses his nerve and, at the call of Ka Martin’s horn, stealthily heads out to sea. He entrusts the news to the boatman who ferries the villagers across the river and trusts him to spread it after he, Bastian, is gone. The mother, Aling Betud, receives the news of the death of one son and the sudden disappearance of another with a curious response. It occurs to her that “it must have been Bastian himself who had died and what had come was his ghost” (26). In this act of substitution, Aling Betud nurses her “hope” for her other son’s apparition and return, and she irritatedly responds to the villagers’ disbelief: “We shall know all, we shall know all. For my other son Gorio will come— and we shall ask him, and he will tell us” (26). In this instance of “identity” (as similitude), the dream of return as formed from the site of departure reflects back the idea of exile’s loss and gain—signified here in the dialectic between sorrow and
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293 hope, when the mother represents to herself the incalculable transience yet worth of her sons’ “imagined” and imaginable returns. Indeed, “the sea might claim him, too” and it is the idea of homecoming as ever-deferred for the pleasure and curse of voyaging (miming the ever-deferred nature of representation of loss and gain in language) that Gonzalez suggests here. Still, for Gonzalez, it is placed as the locus of rootedness, the islands from which sailboats and sailors flee and to which they return, and the clearings between which peasant folk shuttle, that supply the coordinates and the orientations for these movements. In many stories including “Children of the Ash-Covered Loam,” “Seven Hdls Away,” and “Hunger in Barok” (Mindoro 49-61, 32-42, 27-31), Gonzalez also foregrounds the tensions of Philippine social relationships, the difficulties of mutuality and kinship. He maps this historical geography by paraphrasing John Kenneth Galbraith’s description of India as not a country but a continent: “understanding the Philippines begins in the realization that it is one nation made up of three countries.... Manila is the capital of the first country of the City. The second country—the Barrio—has a capital known by many names: Aplaya, Bonclok, Wawa, whatever .... The third country—the Mountain—by its very nature needs no capital or center, although it shares with the Barrio a calculated distance from the city” (Kalutang 29). Whether concerned with the calibrated frictions between the citified and the folk or the benign feudal paternalism of landlords over their tenants and its illusion of reciprocity, Gonzalez recognizes the problems of constructing a unitary notion of national identity. The movements are defined by the location of gain and loss in the oppositional relationship between places of power and disenfranchisement: “We of the Barrio—for it is to that country that I belong… trudged in the direction of the country of the City” (Kalutang 32). By figuring his expatriation as always already determined by the uneven development of the colonized homeland, Gonzalez restores a dimension of internal conflict that gets lost in the accustomed antimony between colony and metropole. His mernorialization of “the country of the Barrio” (a particular revision of the Philippines) constitutes what Said calls a “cartographic impulse” since “for the native, the history of his or her colonial servitude is inaugurated by the loss to an outsider of the local place, whose concrete geographical identity must thereafter be searched for and somehow restored” (Eagleton et al. 77). Yet the dispossession creates a rhetoric of placelessness, nostalgia, and wandering, and in Gonzalez’s case, one drawn from the “local place,” the kaingin: “It is enough that solid ground, whether illusory or real, lies under our feet, and that not too far away is the next clearing, and the next, and the next...“ (Kalutang 74). These pioneering writers have constructed literary analogues of the national mythos that are not without their dangers. The mythic tropes of natives and native territory in Gonzalez’s work, like the sense of suspension endemic to the oldtimers of Santos, or Bulosan’s uneven idealization of peasant folk, stop short of becoming “demagogic assertions about a native past, history, or actuality that seems to stand free of the colonizer and wordly time itself ” (Eagleton et al. 82). What these gestures map is a “new territoriality” that recovers or repossesses the colonized land imaginatively, and from which, in turn, the counter-colonial “search for authenticity, for a more congenial national origin than provided by colonial history, for a new pantheon of heroes, myths, and religions” should emerge (Eagleton et al. 79). It is to the younger and more recent writers that one must turn for an extension of these suggestive tendencies in the exilic identities and writings of the pioneering writers. Recent writers (nearly all women) are turning their own exilic condition into a powerful stance, an engagement with the reality of invisibility that is doubled by their absence or their appropriation as a metaphorical presence in the historical antecedents and models of the pioneers. (Here I have in mind Bulosan’s dualized representations of women, or even specifically, the gendering of the homeland as female in Santos’s “Scent of Apples,” among countless instances.) The Flip poets are writing from an alienation that is double-sided as they address their own historical absence in the United States and remain implicated in the historic invisibility of the nation that permanently identifies them. With a set of concerns and questions determined by their own historical conjunctures and different from the pioneers, recent writers view “History [as] the rubbish heap in which the hidden the materials from which self-knowledge can come” (Gurr 10). This is a disposition that the Flips share with politically expatriated writers because their politics of emergence builds from a dialectic between past and present, not “a past sealed off from the vigorously altering effects of contemporary events” (Brennan, “Cosmopolitans” 17). For example, although the oldtimers continue to serve as figures of affinity for many Flip poets, there is a research into their social history for a stronger genealogical link. It is an attempt to “turn over the rubbish heap of history by studying the past and in that way fixing a sense of identity” (Gurr 10). This is an impulse codified in Virginia Cerenio’s “you lovely people”: “ay manong / your old brown hands / hold life, many lives / with in each crack / a story” (Bruchac 11). History is inscribed in, is an imprint on, the appropriated Pinoy body: “and it is in his hands / cracked and raw / that never heal. / Shotgunned stomach. One-kidney Frankly. / One hot day he revealed / that stomach to me, slowly raising/ his T-shirt, and proclaimed it the map of California” (Tagami 13). The probing of history for Flip poets also takes the form of social analysis, but of the conditions in a country as alien to them as they are to it. Perhaps this critical distance is what allows Jaime Jacinto to dramatize, in measured tones of grief and tension, the enduring inequities of Philippine life as sanctioned by the Church and the semi-feudal order, and as symbolized by the burial of a peasant woman’s little daughter: “As the blonde Spanish priest/ anoints you, touching your / lips and feet with oil, /your mother wonders if ever there was enough to Cat or / if only she had given in / to the landlords’s whispers, / that extra fistful of rice / might have fattened the hollow / in your cheeks.” (Ancheta et al. 48-49). Nearly all the emergent writers are women although this amplitude of women’s writing is a development observable for other emergent literatures in the United States and the postcolonial world. Compared to the two other groups, it is the Filipina writers who recognize that “the relationship to the inherited past and its cultural legacy has been rendered problematic by the violent interference of colonial and imperial history” (Harlow 19). As Filipino historical
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294 crises are intensified by the authoritarian rule of Ferdinand Marcos and its aftermath, history and its countermythic writing become their own forms and visions of return, identity-building, and self-recovery. Linda Ty-Casper returned to early colonial Philippine history and showed the way for this group with The Peninsulars (1964). The novel has been critiqued for its “ill-advised” revisions of some historical documents but also commended for setting “certain precedents that are bound to affect subsequent efforts” (Lumbera 202). In fact, TyCasper went on to handle Philippine historical subjects more boldly, seeking to make material out of the moral atrophy and political intrigues that mark the period of authoritarian rule by Marcos (see, for example, Wings of Stone 1986; Fortress in the Plaza 1985). One can profit from examining the intertextuality between Ty-Casper’s and Ninotckka Rosca’s ventures, specifically as borne out by Rosca’s historical novel State of War (1989). This novel alerts the reader to Rosca’s indebtedness to Ty-Casper’s pioneering efforts, establishing certain genealogical links between both writers on the narrative level. In The Three-Cornered Sun (l979), Ty-Casper turns to the Philippine Revolution of 1896 against Spain, creating a somewhat indecisive picture of national identity through the members of the Viardo family whose individual traits are unevenly endowed with allegorical weight. As NVM Gonzalez notes, the call is for “a depiction of private lives that would encompass Philippine experience within living memory,” and as Rosca herself qualifies, “the problem is how to tell a story that was not anybody’s story yet was everybody’s story” (Gonzalez, “Filipino and the Novel” 962; Mestrovic 90). In State of War Rosca re-visions the whole stretch of colonial history in the context of the period of Marcos’s dictatorship through a melange of dreamy sequences, historical vignettes, and hyperrealized characters and events. She balances allegory with personal history in the triadic relationship of her main characters, Anna Villaverde, Adrian Banyaga, and Eliza Hansen, whose genealogies and symbolic stories intertwine in a series of historical wars and developments that are symbolized by a 24-hour period of festivity and political conspiracies. The interrelated carnivalesque of merrymaking and political conflict is emphasized by narrative pattern and design, as supremely exemplified by the three-part structure of the novel (“Acts,” “Numbers,” “Revelations”). An obvious footnote to the triangulated characteristic of Ty-Casper’s Awaiting Trespass as a small book of hours about those waiting for their lives to begin,... a book of numbers about those who stand up to be counted... a book of revelations about what tyranny forces people to become; and what, by resisting, they can insist on being” (author’s preface, n.p.), Rosca’s organizing stratagem also directs the reader to incremental and interreferential layers internal to the work of either author. In Rosca’s case, for example, Eliza and Anna (along with Colonel Amor, incarnated as the Loved One in State of War, symbol of the authoritarian and military reign of terror), first make their appearance as character sketches in the piece “Earthquake Weather” (see Monsoon Collection 129). This movement continues outward as Michelle Skinner packs her extremely short stories in Balikbayan: A Filipino Homecoming (1988) with powerful allusions and subtexts concerning the life under dictatorial rule as it was subtended by American neo-colonial support for Marcos; or as Cecilia Manguerra-Brainard compresses into a story (“The Black Man in the Forest,” Woman With Horns 21-25), the many historical ramifications of the Filipino-American war which had concerned Ty-Casper in Ten Thousands Seeds (1987). Experientially, these writers create from the same sense of expatriation from the past and their history that stems quite immediately from the founding moment of American colonization and the cultural translocation through the master’s language. But the distance is not crippling, as they invert its anthropological commonplaces from their perspective as colonized natives or immigrants/citizens who regard from the outside that is also the country of the colonizer the whole spectacle of their transhistorical movements and displacements. Return for them is redefining and rewriting “history” from the perspective of banishment: “Physical departure from the scene of one’s personal history provides a break in time and separates the present from the past. History then becomes what preceded departure” (Gurr 10). For these writers, the pioneers serve its stark examples and models. Either one is disabled and “waits for miracles to happen” as Santos seems to express when recalling how his writing teacher Philip Roth excised his desired ending image for a short story: that, significantly enough, of “floating in a shoreless sea” (Alegre and Fernandez 245); or one is enabled, moving on, as the narrator in Bulosan’s story does, to tell the “story” (history) of the “letter” (one’s transcription or codification of the self-in-history) through the language and experience of one’s subjection.
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