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ON THE UPPER DECK

Sic itur ad astra.

One morning in December the steamer Tabo was laboriously ascending the tortuous
course of the Pasig, carrying a large crowd of passengers toward the province of La
Laguna. She was a heavily built steamer, almost round, like the tabu from which she
derived her name, quite dirty in spite of her pretensions to whiteness, majestic and
grave from her leisurely motion. Altogether, she was held in great affection in that
region, perhaps from her Tagalog name, or from the fact that she bore the characteristic
impress of things in the country, representing something like a triumph over progress, a
steamer that was not a steamer at all, an organism, stolid, imperfect yet unimpeachable,
which, when it wished to pose as being rankly progressive, proudly contented itself with
putting on a fresh coat of paint. Indeed, the happy steamer was genuinely Filipino! If a
person were only reasonably considerate, she might even have been taken for the Ship
of State, constructed, as she had been, under the inspection of Reverendos and
llustrisimos....

Bathed in the sunlight of a morning that made the waters of the river sparkle and the
breezes rustle in the bending bamboo on its banks, there she goes with her white
silhouette throwing out great clouds of smoke—the Ship of State, so the joke runs, also
has the vice of smoking! The whistle shrieks at every moment, hoarse and
commanding like a tyrant who would rule by shouting, so that no one on board can hear
his own thoughts. She menaces everything she meets: now she looks as though she
would grind to bits the salambaw, insecure fishing apparatus which in their movements
resemble skeletons of giants saluting an antediluvian tortoise; now she speeds straight
toward the clumps of bamboo or against the amphibian structures, karihan, or wayside
lunch-stands, which, amid gumamelas and other flowers, look like indecisive bathers
who with their feet already in the water cannot bring themselves to make the final
plunge; at times, following a sort of channel marked out in the river by tree-trunks, she
moves along with a satisfied air, except when a sudden shock disturbs the passengers
and throws them off their balance, all the result of a collision with a sand-bar which no
one dreamed was there.

Moreover, if the comparison with the Ship of State is not yet complete, note the
arrangement of the passengers. On the lower deck appear brown faces and black
heads, types of Indians, [1] Chinese, and mestizos, wedged in between bales of
merchandise and boxes, while there on the upper deck, beneath an awning that
protects them from the sun, are seated in comfortable chairs a few passengers dressed
in the fashion of Europeans, friars, and government clerks, each with his puro cigar, and
gazing at the landscape apparently without heeding the efforts of the captain and the
sailors to overcome the obstacles in the river.

13
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The captain was a man of kindly aspect, well along in years, an old sailor who in his
youth had plunged into far vaster seas, but who now in his age had to exercise much
greater attention, care, and vigilance to avoid dangers of a trivial character. And they
were the same for each day: the same sand-bars, the same hulk of unwieldy steamer
wedged into the same curves, like a corpulent dame in a jammed throng. So, at each
moment, the good man had to stop, to back up, to go forward at half speed, sending—-
now to port, now to starboard—the five sailors equipped with long bamboo poles to give
force to the turn the rudder had suggested. He was like a veteran who, after leading
men through hazardous campaigns, had in his age become the tutor of a capricious,
disobedient, and lazy boy.

Dona Victorina, the only lady seated in the European group, could say whether the
Tabo was not lazy, disobedient, and capricious—Dona Victorina, who, nervous as ever,
was hurling invectives against the cascos, bankas, rafts of coconuts, the Indians
paddling about, and even the washerwomen and bathers, who fretted her with their
mirth and chatter. Yes, the Tabo would move along very well if there were no Indians in
the river, no Indians in the country, yes, if there were not a single Indian in the world—-
regardless of the fact that the helmsmen were Indians, the sailors Indians, Indians the
engineers, Indians ninety-nine per cent, of the passengers, and she herself also an
Indian if the rouge were scratched off and her pretentious gown removed. That morning
Dona Victorina was more irritated than usual because the members of the group took
very little notice of her, reason for which was not lacking; for just consider—there could
be found three friars, convinced that the world would move backwards the very day they
should take a single step to the right; an indefatigable Don Custodio who was sleeping
peacefully, satisfied with his projects; a prolific writer like Ben-Zayb (anagram of
Ibanez), who believed that the people of Manila thought because he, Ben-Zayb, was a
thinker; a canon like Padre Irene, who added luster to the clergy with his rubicund face,
carefully shaven, from which towered a beautiful Jewish nose, and his silken cassock of
neat cut and small buttons; and a wealthy jeweler like Simoun, who was reputed to be
the adviser and inspirer of all the acts of his Excellency, the Captain-General—just
consider the presence there of these pillars sine quibus non of the country, seated there
in agreeable discourse, showing little sympathy for a renegade Filipina who dyed her
hair red! Now wasn't this enough to exhaust the patience of a female Job—a sobriquet
Dona Victorina always applied to herself when put out with any one!

The ill-humor of the senora increased every time the captain shouted “Port,” “Starboard”
to the sailors, who then hastily seized their poles and thrust them against the banks,
thus with the strength of their legs and shoulders preventing the steamer from shoving
its hull ashore at that particular point. Seen under these circumstances the Ship of
State might be said to have been converted from a tortoise into a crab every time any
danger threatened.

14
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“But, captain, why don’t your stupid steersmen go in that direction?” asked the lady with
great indignation.

“Because it's very shallow in the other, senora,” answered the captain, deliberately,
slowly winking one eye, a little habit which he had cultivated as if to say to his words on
their way out, “Slowly, slowly!”

“Half speed! Botheration, half speed!” protested Dona Victorina disdainfully. “Why not
full?”

“Because we should then be traveling over those ricefields, senora,” replied the
imperturbable captain, pursing his lips to indicate the cultivated fields and indulging in
two circumspect winks.

This Dona Victorina was well known in the country for her caprices and extravagances.
She was often seen in society, where she was tolerated whenever she appeared in the
company of her niece, Paulita Gomez, a very beautiful and wealthy orphan, to whom
she was a kind of guardian. At a rather advanced age she had married a poor wretch
named Don Tiburcio de Espadana, and at the time we now see her, carried upon herself
fifteen years of wedded life, false frizzes, and a half-European costume—for her whole
ambition had been to Europeanize herself, with the result that from the ill-omened day
of her wedding she had gradually, thanks to her criminal attempts, succeeded in so
transforming herself that at the present time Quatrefages and Virchow together could
not have told where to classify her among the known races.

Her husband, who had borne all her impositions with the resignation of a fakir through
so many years of married life, at last on one luckless day had had his bad half-hour and
administered to her a superb whack with his crutch. The surprise of Madam Job at such
an inconsistency of character made her insensible to the immediate effects, and only
after she had recovered from her astonishment and her husband had fled did she take
notice of the pain, then remaining in bed for several days, to the great delight of Paulita,
who was very fond of joking and laughing at her aunt. As for her husband, horrified at
the impiety of what appeared to him to be a terrific parricide, he took to flight, pursued
by the matrimonial furies (two curs and a parrot), with all the speed his lameness
permitted, climbed into the first carriage he encountered, jumped into the first banka he
saw on the river, and, a Philippine Ulysses, began to wander from town to town, from
province to province, from island to island, pursued and persecuted by his bespectacled
Calypso, who bored every one that had the misfortune to travel in her company. She
had received a report of his being in the province of La Laguna, concealed in one of the
towns, so thither she was bound to seduce him back with her dyed frizzes.
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Her fellow travelers had taken measures of defense by keeping up among themselves a
lively conversation on any topic whatsoever. At that moment the windings and turnings
of the river led them to talk about straightening the channel and, as a matter of course,
about the port works. Ben-Zayb, the journalist with the countenance of a friar, was
disputing with a young friar who in turn had the countenance of an artilleryman. Both
were shouting, gesticulating, waving their arms, spreading out their hands, stamping
their feet, talking of levels, fish-corrals, the San Mateo River, [2] of cascos, of Indians,
and so on, to the great satisfaction of their listeners and the undisguised disgust of an
elderly Franciscan, remarkably thin and withered, and a handsome Dominican about
whose lips flitted constantly a scornful smile.

The thin Franciscan, understanding the Dominican’s smile, decided to intervene and
stop the argument. He was undoubtedly respected, for with a wave of his hand he cut
short the speech of both at the moment when the friar-artilleryman was talking about
experience and the journalist-friar about scientists.

“Scientists, Ben-Zayb—do you know what they are?” asked the Franciscan in a hollow
voice, scarcely stirring in his seat and making only a faint gesture with his skinny hand.
“Here you have in the province a bridge, constructed by a brother of ours, which was
not completed because the scientists, relying on their theories, condemned it as weak
and scarcely safe—yet look, it is the bridge that has withstood all the floods and
earthquakes!” [3]

“That’s it, punales, that very thing, that was exactly what | was going to say!” exclaimed

the friar-artilleryman, thumping his fists down on the arms of his bamboo chair. “That’s

it, that bridge and the scientists! That was just what | was going to mention, Padre Salvi
—punales!”

Ben-Zayb remained silent, half smiling, either out of respect or because he really did not
know what to reply, and yet his was the only thinking head in the Philippines! Padre
Irene nodded his approval as he rubbed his long nose.

Padre Salvi, the thin and withered cleric, appeared to be satisfied with such
submissiveness and went on in the midst of the silence: “But this does not mean that
you may not be as near right as Padre Camorra” (the friar-artilleryman). “The trouble is
in the lake—"

“The fact is there isn’t a single decent lake in this country,” interrupted Dona Victorina,
highly indignant, and getting ready for a return to the assault upon the citadel.

The besieged gazed at one another in terror, but with the promptitude of a general, the
jeweler Simoun rushed in to the rescue. “The remedy is very simple,” he said in a
strange accent, a mixture of English and South American. “And I really don’t
understand why it hasn’t occurred to somebody.”

16
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All turned to give him careful attention, even the Dominican. The jeweler was a tall,
meager, nervous man, very dark, dressed in the English fashion and wearing a pith
helmet. Remarkable about him was his long white hair contrasted with a sparse black
beard, indicating a mestizo origin. To avoid the glare of the sun he wore constantly a
pair of enormous blue goggles, which completely hid his eyes and a portion of his
cheeks, thus giving him the aspect of a blind or weak-sighted person. He was standing
with his legs apart as if to maintain his balance, with his hands thrust into the pockets of
his coat.

“The remedy is very simple,” he repeated, “and wouldn’t cost a cuarto.”

The attention now redoubled, for it was whispered in Manila that this man controlled the
Captain-General, and all saw the remedy in process of execution. Even Don Custodio
himself turned to listen.

“Dig a canal straight from the source to the mouth of the river, passing through Manila;
that is, make a new river-channel and fill up the old Pasig. That would save land,
shorten communication, and prevent the formation of sandbars.”

The project left all his hearers astounded, accustomed as they were to palliative
measures.

“It's a Yankee plan!” observed Ben-Zayb, to ingratiate himself with Simoun, who had
spent a long time in North America.

All considered the plan wonderful and so indicated by the movements of their heads.
Only Don Custodio, the liberal Don Custodio, owing to his independent position and his
high offices, thought it his duty to attack a project that did not emanate from himself—-
that was a usurpation! He coughed, stroked the ends of his mustache, and with a voice
as important as though he were at a formal session of the Ayuntamiento, said, “Excuse
me, Senor Simoun, my respected friend, if | should say that | am not of your opinion. It
would cost a great deal of money and might perhaps destroy some towns.”

“Then destroy them!” rejoined Simoun coldly.
“And the money to pay the laborers?”

“Don’t pay them! Use the prisoners and convicts!”
“But there aren’t enough, Senor Simoun!”

“Then, if there aren’t enough, let all the villagers, the old men, the youths, the boys,
work. Instead of the fifteen days of obligatory service, let them work three, four, five
months for the State, with the additional obligation that each one provide his own food
and tools.”

17
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The startled Don Custodio turned his head to see if there was any Indian within ear-
shot, but fortunately those nearby were rustics, and the two helmsmen seemed to be
very much occupied with the windings of the river.

“But, Senor Simoun—"

18
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“Don’t fool yourself, Don Custodio,” continued Simoun dryly, “only in this way are great
enterprises carried out with small means. Thus were constructed the Pyramids, Lake
Moeris, and the Colosseum in Rome. Entire provinces came in from the desert,
bringing their tubers to feed on. Old men, youths, and boys labored in transporting
stones, hewing them, and carrying them on their shoulders under the direction of the
official lash, and afterwards, the survivors returned to their homes or perished in the
sands of the desert. Then came other provinces, then others, succeeding one another
in the work during years. Thus the task was finished, and now we admire them, we
travel, we go to Egypt and to Home, we extol the Pharaohs and the Antonines. Don't
fool yourself—the dead remain dead, and might only is considered right by posterity.”

“But, Senor Simoun, such measures might provoke uprisings,” objected Don Custodio,
rather uneasy over the turn the affair had taken.

“Uprisings, ha, ha! Did the Egyptian people ever rebel, | wonder? Did the Jewish
prisoners rebel against the pious Titus? Man, | thought you were better informed in
history!”

Clearly Simoun was either very presumptuous or disregarded conventionalities! To say
to Don Custodio’s face that he did not know history! It was enough to make any one
lose his temper! So it seemed, for Don Custodio forgot himself and retorted, “But the
fact is that you're not among Egyptians or Jews!”

“And these people have rebelled more than once,” added the Dominican, somewhat
timidly. “In the times when they were forced to transport heavy timbers for the
construction of ships, if it hadn’t been for the clerics—"

“Those times are far away,” answered Simoun, with a laugh even drier than usual.
“These islands will never again rebel, no matter how much work and taxes they have.
Haven't you lauded to me, Padre Salvi,” he added, turning to the Franciscan, “the house
and hospital at Los Banos, where his Excellency is at present?”

Padre Salvi gave a nod and looked up, evading the question.

“Well, didn’t you tell me that both buildings were constructed by forcing the people to
work on them under the whip of a lay-brother? Perhaps that wonderful bridge was built
in the same way. Now tell me, did these people rebel?”

“The fact is—they have rebelled before,” replied the Dominican, “and ab actu ad posse
valet illatio!”

“No, no, nothing of the kind,” continued Simoun, starting down a hatchway to the cabin.
“What's said, is said! And you, Padre Sibyla, don't talk either Latin or nonsense. What
are you friars good for if the people can rebel?”

19
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Taking no notice of the replies and protests, Simoun descended the small
companionway that led below, repeating disdainfully, “Bosh, bosh!”

Padre Sibyla turned pale; this was the first time that he, Vice-Rector of the University,

had ever been credited with nonsense. Don Custodio turned green; at no meeting in
which he had ever found himself had he encountered such an adversary.
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“An American mulatto!” he fumed.
“A British Indian,” observed Ben-Zayb in a low tone.

“An American, | tell you, and shouldn’t | know?” retorted Don Custodio in ill-humor. “His
Excellency has told me so. He’s a jeweler whom the latter knew in Havana, and, as |
suspect, the one who got him advancement by lending him money. So to repay him he
has had him come here to let him have a chance and increase his fortune by selling
diamonds—imitations, who knows? And he so ungrateful, that, after getting money from
the Indians, he wishes—huh!” The sentence was concluded by a significant wave of the
hand.

No one dared to join in this diatribe. Don Custodio could discredit himself with his
Excellency, if he wished, but neither Ben-Zayb, nor Padre Irene, nor Padre Salvi, nor
the offended Padre Sibyla had any confidence in the discretion of the others.

“The fact is that this man, being an American, thinks no doubt that we are dealing with
the redskins. To talk of these matters on a steamer! Compel, force the people! And
he’s the very person who advised the expedition to the Carolines and the campaign in
Mindanao, which is going to bring us to disgraceful ruin. He’s the one who has offered
to superintend the building of the cruiser, and | say, what does a jeweler, no matter how
rich and learned he may be, know about naval construction?”

All this was spoken by Don Custodio in a guttural tone to his neighbor Ben-Zayb, while
he gesticulated, shrugged his shoulders, and from time to time with his looks consulted
the others, who were nodding their heads ambiguously. The Canon Irene indulged in a
rather equivocal smile, which he half hid with his hand as he rubbed his nose.

“I tell you, Ben-Zayb,” continued Don Custodio, slapping the journalist on the arm, “all
the trouble comes from not consulting the old-timers here. A project in fine words, and
especially with a big appropriation, with an appropriation in round numbers, dazzles,
meets with acceptance at once, for this!” Here, in further explanation, he rubbed the tip
of his thumb against his middle and forefinger. [4]

“There’s something in that, there’s something in that,” Ben-Zayb thought it his duty to
remark, since in his capacity of journalist he had to be informed about everything.

“Now look here, before the port works | presented a project, original, simple, useful,
economical, and practicable, for clearing away the bar in the lake, and it hasn’'t been
accepted because there wasn’'t any of that in it.” He repeated the movement of his
fingers, shrugged his shoulders, and gazed at the others as though to say, “Have you
ever heard of such a misfortune?”
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“May we know what it was?” asked several, drawing nearer and giving him their
attention. The projects of Don Custodio were as renowned as quacks’ specifics.

Don Custodio was on the point of refusing to explain it from resentment at not having
found any supporters in his diatribe against Simoun. “When there’s no danger, you
want me to talk, eh? And when there is, you keep quiet!” he was going to say, but that
would cause the loss of a good opportunity, and his project, now that it could not be
carried out, might at least be known and admired.
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After blowing out two or three puffs of smoke, coughing, and spitting through a scupper,
he slapped Ben-Zayb on the thigh and asked, “You've seen ducks?”

“I rather think so—we’ve hunted them on the lake,” answered the surprised journalist.

“No, I'm not talking about wild ducks, I'm talking of the domestic ones, of those that are
raised in Pateros and Pasig. Do you know what they feed on?”

Ben-Zayb, the only thinking head, did not know—he was not engaged in that business.

“On snails, man, on snails!” exclaimed Padre Camorra. “One doesn’t have to be an
Indian to know that; it's sufficient to have eyes!”

“Exactly so, on snails!” repeated Don Custodio, flourishing his forefinger. “And do you
know where they get them?”

Again the thinking head did not know.

“Well, if you had been in the country as many years as | have, you would know that they
fish them out of the bar itself, where they abound, mixed with the sand.”

“Then your project?”

“Well, I'm coming to that. My idea was to compel all the towns round about, near the
bar, to raise ducks, and you’ll see how they, all by themselves, will deepen the channel
by fishing for the snails—no more and no less, no more and no less!”

Here Don Custodio extended his arms and gazed triumphantly at the stupefaction of his
hearers—to none of them had occurred such an original idea.

“Will you allow me to write an article about that?” asked Ben-Zayb. “In this country
there is so little thinking done—"

“But, Don Custodio,” exclaimed Dona Victorina with smirks and grimaces, “if everybody
takes to raising ducks the balot [5] eggs will become abundant. Ugh, how nasty!
Rather, let the bar close up entirely!”

CHAPTERII

ON THE LOWER DECK
There, below, other scenes were being enacted. Seated on benches or small wooden

stools among valises, boxes, and baskets, a few feet from the engines, in the heat of
the boilers, amid the human smells and the pestilential odor of oil, were to be seen the
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great majority of the passengers. Some were silently gazing at the changing scenes
along the banks, others were playing cards or conversing in the midst of the scraping of
shovels, the roar of the engine, the hiss of escaping steam, the swash of disturbed
waters, and the shrieks of the whistle. In one corner, heaped up like corpses, slept, or
tried to sleep, a number of Chinese pedlers, seasick, pale, frothing through half-opened
lips, and bathed in their copious perspiration. Only a few youths, students for the most
part, easily recognizable from their white garments and their confident bearing, made
bold to move about from stern to bow, leaping over baskets and boxes, happy in the
prospect of the approaching vacation. Now they commented on the movements of the
engines, endeavoring to recall forgotten notions of physics, now they surrounded the
young schoolgirl or the red-lipped buyera with her collar of sampaguitas, whispering into
their ears words that made them smile and cover their faces with their fans.
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Nevertheless, two of them, instead of engaging in these fleeting gallantries, stood in the
bow talking with a man, advanced in years, but still vigorous and erect. Both these
youths seemed to be well known and respected, to judge from the deference shown
them by their fellow passengers. The elder, who was dressed in complete black, was
the medical student, Basilio, famous for his successful cures and extraordinary
treatments, while the other, taller and more robust, although much younger, was
Isagani, one of the poets, or at least rimesters, who that year came from the Ateneo, [6]
a curious character, ordinarily quite taciturn and uncommunicative. The man talking
with them was the rich Capitan Basilio, who was returning from a business trip to
Manila.

“Capitan Tiago is getting along about the same as usual, yes, sir,” said the student
Basilio, shaking his head. “He won't submit to any treatment. At the advice of a certain
person he is sending me to San Diego under the pretext of looking after his property,
but in reality so that he may be left to smoke his opium with complete liberty.”

When the student said a certain person, he really meant Padre Irene, a great friend and
adviser of Capitan Tiago in his last days.

“Opium is one of the plagues of modern times,” replied the capitan with the disdain and
indignation of a Roman senator. “The ancients knew about it but never abused it.
While the addiction to classical studies lasted—mark this well, young men—opium was
used solely as a medicine; and besides, tell me who smoke it the most?—Chinamen,
Chinamen who don’t understand a word of Latin! Ah, if Capitan Tiago had only devoted
himself to Cicero—" Here the most classical disgust painted itself on his carefully-
shaven Epicurean face. Isagani regarded him with attention: that gentleman was
suffering from nostalgia for antiquity.

“But to get back to this academy of Castilian,” Capitan Basilio continued, “l assure you,
gentlemen, that you won’'t materialize it.”

“Yes, sir, from day to day we’re expecting the permit,” replied Isagani. “Padre Irene,
whom you may have noticed above, and to whom we’ve presented a team of bays, has
promised it to us. He’s on his way now to confer with the General.”

“That doesn’'t matter. Padre Sibyla is opposed to it.”

“Let him oppose it! That's why he’s here on the steamer, in order to—at Los Banos
before the General.”

And the student Basilio filled out his meaning by going through the pantomime of
striking his fists together.
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“That’s understood,” observed Capitan Basilio, smiling. “But even though you get the
permit, where’ll you get the funds?”

“We have them, sir. Each student has contributed a real.”
“But what about the professors?”

“We have them: half Filipinos and half Peninsulars.” [7]
“And the house?”

“Makaraig, the wealthy Makaraig, has offered one of his.”
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Capitan Basilio had to give in; these young men had everything arranged.

“For the rest,” he said with a shrug of his shoulders, “it's not altogether bad, it's not a
bad idea, and now that you can’t know Latin at least you may know Castilian. Here you
have another instance, namesake, of how we are going backwards. In our times we
learned Latin because our books were in Latin; now you study Latin a little but have no
Latin books. On the other hand, your books are in Castilian and that language is not
taught—aetas parentum pejor avis tulit nos nequiores! as Horace said.” With this
guotation he moved away majestically, like a Roman emperor.

The youths smiled at each other. “These men of the past,” remarked Isagani, “find
obstacles for everything. Propose a thing to them and instead of seeing its advantages
they only fix their attention on the difficulties. They want everything to come smooth and
round as a billiard ball.”

“He’s right at home with your uncle,” observed Basilio.

“They talk of past times. But listen—speaking of uncles, what does yours say about
Paulita?”

Isagani blushed. “He preached me a sermon about the choosing of a wife. | answered
him that there wasn’t in Manila another like her—beautiful, well-bred, an orphan—"

“Very wealthy, elegant, charming, with no defect other than a ridiculous aunt,” added
Basilio, at which both smiled.

“In regard to the aunt, do you know that she has charged me to look for her husband?”
“Dona Victorina? And you’ve promised, in order to keep your sweetheart.”
“Naturally! But the fact is that her husband is actually hidden—in my uncle’s house!”

Both burst into a laugh at this, while Isagani continued: “That's why my uncle, being a
conscientious man, won'’t go on the upper deck, fearful that Dona Victorina will ask him
about Don Tiburcio. Just imagine, when Dona Victorina learned that | was a steerage
passenger she gazed at me with a disdain that—"

At that moment Simoun came down and, catching sight of the two young men, greeted
Basilio in a patronizing tone: “Hello, Don Basilio, you're off for the vacation? Is the
gentleman a townsman of yours?”

Basilio introduced Isagani with the remark that he was not a townsman, but that their
homes were not very far apart. Isagani lived on the seashore of the opposite coast.
Simoun examined him with such marked attention that he was annoyed, turned
squarely around, and faced the jeweler with a provoking stare.
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“Well, what is the province like?” the latter asked, turning again to Basilio.
“Why, aren’t you familiar with it?”

“How the devil am | to know it when I've never set foot in it? I've been told that it's very
poor and doesn’t buy jewels.”

“We don’t buy jewels, because we don’t need them,” rejoined Isagani dryly, piqued in his
provincial pride.
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A smile played over Simoun’s pallid lips. “Don’t be offended, young man,” he replied. “I
had no bad intentions, but as I've been assured that nearly all the money is in the hands
of the native priests, | said to myself: the friars are dying for curacies and the
Franciscans are satisfied with the poorest, so when they give them up to the native
priests the truth must be that the king's profile is unknown there. But enough of that!
Come and have a beer with me and we’ll drink to the prosperity of your province.”

The youths thanked him, but declined the offer.

“You do wrong,” Simoun said to them, visibly taken aback. “Beer is a good thing, and |
heard Padre Camorra say this morning that the lack of energy noticeable in this country
is due to the great amount of water the inhabitants drink.”

Isagani was almost as tall as the jeweler, and at this he drew himself up.

“Then tell Padre Camorra,” Basilio hastened to say, while he nudged Isagani slyly, “tell
him that if he would drink water instead of wine or beer, perhaps we might all be the
gainers and he would not give rise to so much talk.”

“And tell him, also,” added Isagani, paying no attention to his friend’s nudges, “that
water is very mild and can be drunk, but that it drowns out the wine and beer and puts
out the fire, that heated it becomes steam, and that ruffled it is the ocean, that it once
destroyed mankind and made the earth tremble to its foundations!” [8]

Simoun raised his head. Although his looks could not be read through the blue goggles,
on the rest of his face surprise might be seen. “Rather a good answer,” he said. “But |
fear that he might get facetious and ask me when the water will be converted into steam
and when into an ocean. Padre Camorra is rather incredulous and is a great wag.”

“When the fire heats it, when the rivulets that are now scattered through the steep
valleys, forced by fatality, rush together in the abyss that men are digging,” replied
Isagani.

“No, Senor Simoun,” interposed Basilio, changing to a jesting tone, “rather keep in mind
the verses of my friend Isagani himself:

'Fire you, you say, and water we,

Then as you wish, so let it be;

But let us live in peace and right,

Nor shall the fire e’er see us fight;

So joined by wisdom'’s glowing flame,
That without anger, hate, or blame,

We form the steam, the fifth element,
Progress and light, life and movement.”
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“Utopia, Utopia!” responded Simoun dryly. “The engine is about to meet—in the
meantime, I'll drink my beer.” So, without any word of excuse, he left the two friends.

“But what's the matter with you today that you're so quarrelsome?” asked Basilio.
“Nothing. | don’t know why, but that man fills me with horror, fear almost.”

“l was nudging you with my elbow. Don’t you know that he’s called the Brown
Cardinal?”
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“The Brown Cardinal?”
“Or Black Eminence, as you wish.”
“I don’t understand.”

“Richelieu had a Capuchin adviser who was called the Gray Eminence; well, that's what
this man is to the General.”

“Really?”

“That’'s what I've heard from a certain person,—who always speaks ill of him behind his
back and flatters him to his face.”

“Does he also visit Capitan Tiago?”

“From the first day after his arrival, and I'm sure that a certain person looks upon him as
a rival—in the inheritance. | believe that he’s going to see the General about the
guestion of instruction in Castilian.”

At that moment Isagani was called away by a servant to his uncle.

On one of the benches at the stern, huddled in among the other passengers, sat a
native priest gazing at the landscapes that were successively unfolded to his view. His
neighbors made room for him, the men on passing taking off their hats, and the
gamblers not daring to set their table near where he was. He said little, but neither
smoked nor assumed arrogant airs, nor did he disdain to mingle with the other men,
returning the salutes with courtesy and affability as if he felt much honored and very
grateful. Although advanced in years, with hair almost completely gray, he appeared to
be in vigorous health, and even when seated held his body straight and his head erect,
but without pride or arrogance. He differed from the ordinary native priests, few enough
indeed, who at that period served merely as coadjutors or administered some curacies
temporarily, in a certain self-possession and gravity, like one who was conscious of his
personal dignity and the sacredness of his office. A superficial examination of his
appearance, if not his white hair, revealed at once that he belonged to another epoch,
another generation, when the better young men were not afraid to risk their dignity by
becoming priests, when the native clergy looked any friar at all in the face, and when
their class, not yet degraded and vilified, called for free men and not slaves, superior
intelligences and not servile wills. In his sad and serious features was to be read the
serenity of a soul fortified by study and meditation, perhaps tried out by deep moral
suffering. This priest was Padre Florentino, Isagani’s uncle, and his story is easily told.

Scion of a wealthy and influential family of Manila, of agreeable appearance and
cheerful disposition, suited to shine in the world, he had never felt any call to the
sacerdotal profession, but by reason of some promises or vows, his mother, after not a
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few struggles and violent disputes, compelled him to enter the seminary. She was a
great friend of the Archbishop, had a will of iron, and was as inexorable as is every
devout woman who believes that she is interpreting the will of God. Vainly the young
Florentine offered resistance, vainly he begged, vainly he pleaded his love affairs, even
provoking scandals: priest he had to become at twenty-five years of age, and priest he
became. The Archbishop ordained him, his first mass was celebrated with great pomp,
three days were given over to feasting, and his mother died happy and content, leaving
him all her fortune.
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But in that struggle Florentine received a wound from which he never recovered.
Weeks before his first mass the woman he loved, in desperation, married a nobody—a
blow the rudest he had ever experienced. He lost his moral energy, life became dull
and insupportable. If not his virtue and the respect for his office, that unfortunate love
affair saved him from the depths into which the regular orders and secular clergymen
both fall in the Philippines. He devoted himself to his parishioners as a duty, and by
inclination to the natural sciences.

When the events of seventy-two occurred, [9] he feared that the large income his curacy
yielded him would attract attention to him, so, desiring peace above everything, he
sought and secured his release, living thereafter as a private individual on his
patrimonial estate situated on the Pacific coast. He there adopted his nephew, Isagani,
who was reported by the malicious to be his own son by his old sweetheart when she
became a widow, and by the more serious and better informed, the natural child of a
cousin, a lady in Manila.

The captain of the steamer caught sight of the old priest and insisted that he go to the
upper deck, saying, “If you don’t do so, the friars will think that you don’t want to
associate with them.”

Padre Florentino had no recourse but to accept, so he summoned his nephew in order
to let him know where he was going, and to charge him not to come near the upper
deck while he was there. “If the captain notices you, he’ll invite you also, and we should
then be abusing his kindness.”

“My uncle’s way!” thought Isagani. “All so that | won't have any reason for talking with
Dona Victorina.”

CHAPTER I

LEGENDS

Ich weiss nicht was soil es bedeuten
Dass ich so traurig bin!

When Padre Florentino joined the group above, the bad humor provoked by the
previous discussion had entirely disappeared. Perhaps their spirits had been raised by
the attractive houses of the town of Pasig, or the glasses of sherry they had drunk in
preparation for the coming meal, or the prospect of a good breakfast. Whatever the
cause, the fact was that they were all laughing and joking, even including the lean
Franciscan, although he made little noise and his smiles looked like death-grins.

“Evil times, evil times!” said Padre Sibyla with a laugh.
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“Get out, don't say that, Vice-Rector!” responded the Canon Irene, giving the other’s
chair a shove. “In Hongkong you’re doing a fine business, putting up every building that
—ha, ha!”

“Tut, tut!” was the reply; “you don’t see our expenses, and the tenants on our estates
are beginning to complain—"
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“Here, enough of complaints, punales, else I'll fall to weeping!” cried Padre Camorra
gleefully. “We’re not complaining, and we haven't either estates or banking-houses.
You know that my Indians are beginning to haggle over the fees and to flash schedules
on me! Just look how they cite schedules to me now, and none other than those of the
Archbishop Basilio Sancho, [10] as if from his time up to now prices had not risen. Ha,
ha, ha! Why should a baptism cost less than a chicken? But | play the deaf man,
collect what | can, and never complain. We’re not avaricious, are we, Padre Salvi?”

At that moment Simoun’s head appeared above the hatchway.

“Well, where’ve you been keeping yourself?” Don Custodio called to him, having
forgotten all about their dispute. “You're missing the prettiest part of the trip!”

“Pshaw!” retorted Simoun, as he ascended, “I've seen so many rivers and landscapes
that I'm only interested in those that call up legends.”

“As for legends, the Pasig has a few,” observed the captain, who did not relish any
depreciation of the river where he navigated and earned his livelihood. “Here you have
that of Malapad-na-bato, a rock sacred before the coming of the Spaniards as the
abode of spirits. Afterwards, when the superstition had been dissipated and the rock
profaned, it was converted into a nest of tulisanes, since from its crest they easily
captured the luckless bankas, which had to contend against both the currents and men.
Later, in our time, in spite of human interference, there are still told stories about
wrecked bankas, and if on rounding it | didn’t steer with my six senses, I'd be smashed
against its sides. Then you have another legend, that of Dona Jeronima’s cave, which
Padre Florentino can relate to you.”

“Everybody knows that,” remarked Padre Sibyla disdainfully.

But neither Simoun, nor Ben-Zayb, nor Padre Irene, nor Padre Camorra knew it, so they
begged for the story, some in jest and others from genuine curiosity. The priest,
adopting the tone of burlesque with which some had made their request, began like an
old tutor relating a story to children.

“Once upon a time there was a student who had made a promise of marriage to a
young woman in his country, but it seems that he failed to remember her. She waited
for him faithfully year after year, her youth passed, she grew into middle age, and then
one day she heard a report that her old sweetheart was the Archbishop of Manila.
Disguising herself as a man, she came round the Cape and presented herself before his
grace, demanding the fulfilment of his promise. What she asked was of course
impossible, so the Archbishop ordered the preparation of the cave that you may have
noticed with its entrance covered and decorated with a curtain of vines. There she lived
and died and there she is buried. The legend states that Dona Jeronima was so fat that
she had to turn sidewise to get into it. Her fame
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as an enchantress sprung from her custom of throwing into the river the silver dishes
which she used in the sumptuous banquets that were attended by crowds of
gentlemen. A net was spread under the water to hold the dishes and thus they were
cleaned. It hasn't been twenty years since the river washed the very entrance of the
cave, but it has gradually been receding, just as the memory of her is dying out among
the people.”

“A beautiful legend!” exclaimed Ben-Zayb. “I'm going to write an article about it. It's
sentimental!”

Dona Victorina thought of dwelling in such a cave and was about to say so, when
Simoun took the floor instead.

“But what's your opinion about that, Padre Salvi?” he asked the Franciscan, who
seemed to be absorbed in thought. “Doesn’t it seem to you as though his Grace,
instead of giving her a cave, ought to have placed her in a nunnery—in St. Clara’s, for
example? What do you say?”

There was a start of surprise on Padre Sibyla’s part to notice that Padre Salvi
shuddered and looked askance at Simoun.

“Because it's not a very gallant act,” continued Simoun quite naturally, “to give a rocky
cliff as a home to one with whose hopes we have trifled. It's hardly religious to expose
her thus to temptation, in a cave on the banks of a river—it smacks of nymphs and
dryads. It would have been more gallant, more pious, more romantic, more in keeping
with the customs of this country, to shut her up in St. Clara’s, like a new Eloise, in order
to visit and console her from time to time.”

“I neither can nor should pass judgment upon the conduct of archbishops,” replied the
Franciscan sourly.

“But you, who are the ecclesiastical governor, acting in the place of our Archbishop,
what would you do if such a case should arise?”

Padre Salvi shrugged his shoulders and calmly responded, “It's not worth while thinking
about what can’t happen. But speaking of legends, don’t overlook the most beautiful,
since it is the truest: that of the miracle of St. Nicholas, the ruins of whose church you
may have noticed. I'm going to relate it to Senor Simoun, as he probably hasn’t heard
it. 1t seems that formerly the river, as well as the lake, was infested with caymans, so
huge and voracious that they attacked bankas and upset them with a slap of the tail.
Our chronicles relate that one day an infidel Chinaman, who up to that time had refused
to be converted, was passing in front of the church, when suddenly the devil presented
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himself to him in the form of a cayman and upset the banka, in order to devour him and
carry him off to hell. Inspired by God, the Chinaman at that moment called upon St.
Nicholas and instantly the cayman was changed into a stone. The old people say that
in their time the monster could easily be recognized in the pieces of stone that were left,
and, for my part, | can assure you that | have clearly made out the head, to judge from
which the monster must have been enormously large.”
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“Marvelous, a marvelous legend!” exclaimed Ben-Zayb. “It's good for an article—the
description of the monster, the terror of the Chinaman, the waters of the river, the
bamboo brakes. Also, it'll do for a study of comparative religions; because, look you, an
infidel Chinaman in great distress invoked exactly the saint that he must know only by
hearsay and in whom he did not believe. Here there’s no room for the proverb that ‘a
known evil is preferable to an unknown good.” If | should find myself in China and get
caught in such a difficulty, | would invoke the obscurest saint in the calendar before
Confucius or Buddha. Whether this is due to the manifest superiority of Catholicism or
to the inconsequential and illogical inconsistency in the brains of the yellow race, a
profound study of anthropology alone will be able to elucidate.”

Ben-Zayb had adopted the tone of a lecturer and was describing circles in the air with
his forefinger, priding himself on his imagination, which from the most insignificant facts
could deduce so many applications and inferences. But noticing that Simoun was
preoccupied and thinking that he was pondering over what he, Ben-Zayb, had just said,
he inquired what the jeweler was meditating about.

“About two very important questions,” answered Simoun; “two questions that you might
add to your article. First, what may have become of the devil on seeing himself
suddenly confined within a stone? Did he escape? Did he stay there? Was he
crushed? Second, if the petrified animals that | have seen in various European
museums may not have been the victims of some antediluvian saint?”

The tone in which the jeweler spoke was so serious, while he rested his forehead on the
tip of his forefinger in an attitude of deep meditation, that Padre Camorra responded
very gravely, “Who knows, who knows?”

“Since we’re busy with legends and are now entering the lake,” remarked Padre Sibyla,
“the captain must know many—"

At that moment the steamer crossed the bar and the panorama spread out before their
eyes was so truly magnificent that all were impressed. In front extended the beautiful
lake bordered by green shores and blue mountains, like a huge mirror, framed in
emeralds and sapphires, reflecting the sky in its glass. On the right were spread out the
low shores, forming bays with graceful curves, and dim there in the distance the crags
of Sungay, while in the background rose Makiling, imposing and majestic, crowned with
fleecy clouds. On the left lay Talim Island with its curious sweep of hills. A fresh breeze
rippled over the wide plain of water.

“By the way, captain,” said Ben-Zayb, turning around, “do you know in what part of the
lake a certain Guevara, Navarra, or Ibarra, was killed?”

The group looked toward the captain, with the exception of Simoun, who had turned
away his head as though to look for something on the shore.
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“Ah, yes!” exclaimed Dona Victorina. “Where, captain? Did he leave any tracks in the
water?”

39



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 17

The good captain winked several times, an indication that he was annoyed, but reading
the request in the eyes of all, took a few steps toward the bow and scanned the shore.

“Look over there,” he said in a scarcely audible voice, after making sure that no
strangers were near. “According to the officer who conducted the pursuit, Ibarra, upon
finding himself surrounded, jumped out of his banka there near the Kinabutasan [11]
and, swimming under water, covered all that distance of more than two miles, saluted by
bullets every time that he raised his head to breathe. Over yonder is where they lost
track of him, and a little farther on near the shore they discovered something like the
color of blood. And now I think of it, it's just thirteen years, day for day, since this
happened.”

“So that his corpse—" began Ben-Zayb.

“Went to join his father’s,” replied Padre Sibyla. “Wasn’t he also another filibuster,
Padre Salvi?”

“That’s what might be called cheap funerals, Padre Camorra, eh?” remarked Ben-Zayb.

“I've always said that those who won’t pay for expensive funerals are filibusters,”
rejoined the person addressed, with a merry laugh.

“But what's the matter with you, Senor Simoun?” inquired Ben-Zayb, seeing that the
jeweler was motionless and thoughtful. “Are you seasick—an old traveler like you? On
such a drop of water as this!”

“I want to tell you,” broke in the captain, who had come to hold all those places in great
affection, “that you can’t call this a drop of water. It's larger than any lake in Switzerland
and all those in Spain put together. I've seen old sailors who got seasick here.”

CHAPTER IV

CABESANG TALES

Those who have read the first part of this story will perhaps remember an old wood-
cutter who lived in the depths of the forest. [12] Tandang Selo is still alive, and though
his hair has turned completely white, he yet preserves his good health. He no longer
hunts or cuts firewood, for his fortunes have improved and he works only at making
brooms.

His son Tales (abbreviation of Telesforo) had worked at first on shares on the lands of a
capitalist, but later, having become the owner of two carabaos and several hundred
pesos, determined to work on his own account, aided by his father, his wife, and his
three children. So they cut down and cleared away some thick woods which were
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situated on the borders of the town and which they believed belonged to no one. During
the labors of cleaning and cultivating the new land, the whole family fell ill with malaria
and the mother died, along with the eldest daughter, Lucia, in the flower of her age.
This, which was the natural consequence of breaking up new soil infested with various
kinds of bacteria, they attributed to the anger of the woodland spirit, so they were
resigned and went on with their labor, believing him pacified.
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But when they began to harvest their first crop a religious corporation, which owned
land in the neighboring town, laid claim to the fields, alleging that they fell within their
boundaries, and to prove it they at once started to set up their marks. However, the
administrator of the religious order left to them, for humanity’s sake, the usufruct of the
land on condition that they pay a small sum annually—a mere bagatelle, twenty or thirty
pesos. Tales, as peaceful a man as could be found, was as much opposed to lawsuits
as any one and more submissive to the friars than most people; so, in order not to
smash a palyok against a kawali (as he said, for to him the friars were iron pots and he
a clay jar), he had the weakness to yield to their claim, remembering that he did not
know Spanish and had no money to pay lawyers.

Besides, Tandang Selo said to him, “Patience! You would spend more in one year of
litigation than in ten years of paying what the white padres demand. And perhaps they’ll
pay you back in masses! Pretend that those thirty pesos had been lost in gambling or
had fallen into the water and been swallowed by a cayman.”

The harvest was abundant and sold well, so Tales planned to build a wooden house in
the barrio of Sagpang, of the town of Tiani, which adjoined San Diego.

Another year passed, bringing another good crop, and for this reason the friars raised
the rent to fifty pesos, which Tales paid in order not to quarrel and because he expected
to sell his sugar at a good price.

“Patience! Pretend that the cayman has grown some,” old Selo consoled him.

That year he at last saw his dream realized: to live in the barrio of Sagpang in a
wooden house. The father and grandfather then thought of providing some education
for the two children, especially the daughter Juliana, or Juli, as they called her, for she
gave promise of being accomplished and beautiful. A boy who was a friend of the
family, Basilio, was studying in Manila, and he was of as lowly origin as they.

But this dream seemed destined not to be realized. The first care the community took
when they saw the family prospering was to appoint as cabeza de barangay its most
industrious member, which left only Tano, the son, who was only fourteen years old.
The father was therefore called Cabesang Tales and had to order a sack coat, buy a felt
hat, and prepare to spend his money. In order to avoid any quarrel with the curate or
the government, he settled from his own pocket the shortages in the tax-lists, paying for
those who had died or moved away, and he lost considerable time in making the
collections and on his trips to the capital.

“Patience! Pretend that the cayman’s relatives have joined him,” advised Tandang Selo,
smiling placidly.
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“Next year you'll put on a long skirt and go to Manila to study like the young ladies of the
town,” Cabesang Tales told his daughter every time he heard her talking of Basilio’s
progress.
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But that next year did not come, and in its stead there was another increase in the rent.
Cabesang Tales became serious and scratched his head. The clay jar was giving up all
its rice to the iron pot.

When the rent had risen to two hundred pesos, Tales was not content with scratching
his head and sighing; he murmured and protested. The friar-administrator then told him
that if he could not pay, some one else would be assigned to cultivate that land—many
who desired it had offered themselves.

He thought at first that the friar was joking, but the friar was talking seriously, and
indicated a servant of his to take possession of the land. Poor Tales turned pale, he felt
a buzzing in his ears, he saw in the red mist that rose before his eyes his wife and
daughter, pallid, emaciated, dying, victims of the intermittent fevers—then he saw the
thick forest converted into productive fields, he saw the stream of sweat watering its
furrows, he saw himself plowing under the hot sun, bruising his feet against the stones
and roots, while this friar had been driving about in his carriage with the wretch who was
to get the land following like a slave behind his master. No, a thousand times, no! First
let the fields sink into the depths of the earth and bury them all! Who was this intruder
that he should have any right to his land? Had he brought from his own country a single
handful of that soil? Had he crooked a single one of his fingers to pull up the roots that
ran through it?

Exasperated by the threats of the friar, who tried to uphold his authority at any cost in
the presence of the other tenants, Cabesang Tales rebelled and refused to pay a single
cuarto, having ever before himself that red mist, saying that he would give up his fields
to the first man who could irrigate it with blood drawn from his own veins.

Old Selo, on looking at his son’s face, did not dare to mention the cayman, but tried to
calm him by talking of clay jars, reminding him that the winner in a lawsuit was left
without a shirt to his back.

“We shall all be turned to clay, father, and without shirts we were born,” was the reply.

So he resolutely refused to pay or to give up a single span of his land unless the friars
should first prove the legality of their claim by exhibiting a title-deed of some kind. As
they had none, a lawsuit followed, and Cabesang Tales entered into it, confiding that
some at least, if not all, were lovers of justice and respecters of the law.

“l serve and have been serving the King with my money and my services,” he said to
those who remonstrated with him. “I’'m asking for justice and he is obliged to give it to
me.”
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Drawn on by fatality, and as if he had put into play in the lawsuit the whole future of
himself and his children, he went on spending his savings to pay lawyers, notaries, and
solicitors, not to mention the officials and clerks who exploited his ignorance and his
needs. He moved to and fro between the village and the capital, passed his days
without eating and his nights without sleeping, while his talk was always about briefs,
exhibits, and appeals. There was then seen a struggle such as was never before
carried on under the skies of the Philippines: that of a poor Indian, ignorant and
friendless, confiding in the justness and righteousness of his cause, fighting against a
powerful corporation before which Justice bowed her head, while the judges let fall the
scales and surrendered the sword. He fought as tenaciously as the ant which bites
when it knows that it is going to be crushed, as does the fly which looks into space only
through a pane of glass. Yet the clay jar defying the iron pot and smashing itself into a
thousand pieces bad in it something impressive—it had the sublimeness of desperation!

On the days when his journeys left him free he patrolled his fields armed with a shotgun,
saying that the tulisanes were hovering around and he had need of defending himself in
order not to fall into their hands and thus lose his lawsuit. As if to improve his
marksmanship, he shot at birds and fruits, even the butterflies, with such accurate aim
that the friar-administrator did not dare to go to Sagpang without an escort of civil-
guards, while the friar’s hireling, who gazed from afar at the threatening figure of Tales
wandering over the fields like a sentinel upon the walls, was terror stricken and refused
to take the property away from him.

But the local judges and those at the capital, warned by the experience of one of their
number who had been summarily dismissed, dared not give him the decision, fearing
their own dismissal. Yet they were not really bad men, those judges, they were upright
and conscientious, good citizens, excellent fathers, dutiful sons—and they were able to
appreciate poor Tales’ situation better than Tales himself could. Many of them were
versed in the scientific and historical basis of property, they knew that the friars by their
own statutes could not own property, but they also knew that to come from far across
the sea with an appointment secured with great difficulty, to undertake the duties of the
position with the best intentions, and now to lose it because an Indian fancied that
justice had to be done on earth as in heaven—that surely was an idea! They had their
families and greater needs surely than that Indian: one had a mother to provide for, and
what duty is more sacred than that of caring for a mother? Another had sisters, all of
marriageable age; that other there had many little children who expected their daily
bread and who, like fledglings in a nest, would surely die of hunger the day he was out
of a job; even the
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very least of them had there, far away, a wife who would be in distress if the monthly
remittance failed. All these moral and conscientious judges tried everything in their
power in the way of counsel, advising Cabesang Tales to pay the rent demanded. But
Tales, like all simple souls, once he had seen what was just, went straight toward it. He
demanded proofs, documents, papers, title-deeds, but the friars had none of these,
resting their case on his concessions in the past.

Cabesang Tales’ constant reply was: “If every day | give alms to a beggar to escape
annoyance, who will oblige me to continue my gifts if he abuses my generosity?”

From this stand no one could draw him, nor were there any threats that could intimidate
him. In vain Governor M—— made a trip expressly to talk to him and frighten him. His
reply to it all was: “You may do what you like, Mr. Governor, I'm ignorant and
powerless. But I've cultivated those fields, my wife and daughter died while helping me
clear them, and | won’t give them up to any one but him who can do more with them
than I've done. Let him first irrigate them with his blood and bury in them his wife and
daughter!”

The upshot of this obstinacy was that the honorable judges gave the decision to the
friars, and everybody laughed at him, saying that lawsuits are not won by justice. But
Cabesang Tales appealed, loaded his shotgun, and patrolled his fields with deliberation.

During this period his life seemed to be a wild dream. His son, Tano, a youth as tall as
his father and as good as his sister, was conscripted, but he let the boy go rather than
purchase a substitute.

“I have to pay the lawyers,” he told his weeping daughter. “If I win the case I'll find a
way to get him back, and if | lose it | won’t have any need for sons.”

So the son went away and nothing more was heard of him except that his hair had been
cropped and that he slept under a cart. Six months later it was rumored that he had
been seen embarking for the Carolines; another report was that he had been seen in
the uniform of the Civil Guard.

“Tano in the Civil Guard! 'Susmariosep!” exclaimed several, clasping their hands.
“Tano, who was so good and so honest! Requimternam!”

The grandfather went many days without speaking to the father, Juli fell sick, but
Cabesang Tales did not shed a single tear, although for two days he never left the
house, as if he feared the looks of reproach from the whole village or that he would be
called the executioner of his son. But on the third day he again sallied forth with his
shotgun.
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Murderous intentions were attributed to him, and there were well-meaning persons who
whispered about that he had been heard to threaten that he would bury the friar-
administrator in the furrows of his fields, whereat the friar was frightened at him in
earnest. As a result of this, there came a decree from the Captain-General forbidding
the use of firearms and ordering that they be taken up. Cabesang Tales had to hand
over his shotgun but he continued his rounds armed with a long bolo.
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“What are you going to do with that bolo when the tulisanes have firearms?” old Selo
asked him.

“I must watch my crops,” was the answer. “Every stalk of cane growing there is one of
my wife’s bones.”

The bolo was taken up on the pretext that it was too long. He then took his father’s old
ax and with it on his shoulder continued his sullen rounds.

Every time he left the house Tandang Selo and Juli trembled for his life. The latter
would get up from her loom, go to the window, pray, make vows to the saints, and recite
novenas. The grandfather was at times unable to finish the handle of a broom and
talked of returning to the forest—Ilife in that house was unbearable.

At last their fears were realized. As the fields were some distance from the village,
Cabesang Tales, in spite of his ax, fell into the hands of tulisanes who had revolvers and
rifles. They told him that since he had money to pay judges and lawyers he must have
some also for the outcasts and the hunted. They therefore demanded a ransom of five
hundred pesos through the medium of a rustic, with the warning that if anything
happened to their messenger, the captive would pay for it with his life. Two days of
grace were allowed.

This news threw the poor family into the wildest terror, which was augmented when they
learned that the Civil Guard was going out in pursuit of the bandits. In case of an
encounter, the first victim would be the captive—this they all knew. The old man was
paralyzed, while the pale and frightened daughter tried often to talk but could not. Still,
another thought more terrible, an idea more cruel, roused them from their stupor. The
rustic sent by the tulisanes said that the band would probably have to move on, and if
they were slow in sending the ransom the two days would elapse and Cabesang Tales
would have his throat cut.

This drove those two beings to madness, weak and powerless as they were. Tandang
Selo got up, sat down, went outside, came back again, knowing not where to go, where
to seek aid. Juli appealed to her images, counted and recounted her money, but her
two hundred pesos did not increase or multiply. Soon she dressed herself, gathered
together all her jewels, and asked the advice of her grandfather, if she should go to see
the gobernadorcillo, the judge, the notary, the lieutenant of the Civil Guard. The old
man said yes to everything, or when she said no, he too said no. At length came the
neighbors, their relatives and friends, some poorer than others, in their simplicity
magnifying the fears. The most active of all was Sister Bali, a great panguinguera, who
had been to Manila to practise religious exercises in the nunnery of the Sodality.

Juli was willing to sell all her jewels, except a locket set with diamonds and emeralds
which Basilio had given her, for this locket had a history: a nun, the daughter of Capitan
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Tiago, had given it to a leper, who, in return for professional treatment, had made a
present of it to Basilio. So she could not sell it without first consulting him.
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Quickly the shell-combs and earrings were sold, as well as Juli’s rosary, to their richest
neighbor, and thus fifty pesos were added, but two hundred and fifty were still lacking.
The locket might be pawned, but Juli shook her head. A neighbor suggested that the
house be sold and Tandang Selo approved the idea, satisfied to return to the forest and
cut firewood as of old, but Sister Bali observed that this could not be done because the
owner was not present.

“The judge’s wife once sold me her tapis for a peso, but her husband said that the sale
did not hold because it hadn’t received his approval. Aba! He took back the tapis and
she hasn't returned the peso yet, but | don’t pay her when she wins at panguingui, aba!
In that way I've collected twelve cuartos, and for that alone I'm going to play with her. |
can't bear to have people fail to pay what they owe me, aba!”

Another neighbor was going to ask Sister Bali why then did not she settle a little account
with her, but the quick panguinguera suspected this and added at once: “Do you know,
Juli, what you can do? Borrow two hundred and fifty pesos on the house, payable when
the lawsuit is won.”

This seemed to be the best proposition, so they decided to act upon it that same day.
Sister Bali offered to accompany her, and together they visited the houses of all the rich
folks in Tiani, but no one would accept the proposal. The case, they said, was already
lost, and to show favors to an enemy of the friars was to expose themselves to their
vengeance. At last a pious woman took pity on the girl and lent the money on condition
that Juli should remain with her as a servant until the debt was paid. Juli would not
have so very much to do: sew, pray, accompany her to mass, and fast for her now and
then. The girl accepted with tears in her eyes, received the money, and promised to
enter her service on the following day, Christmas.

When the grandfather heard of that sale he fell to weeping like a child. What, that
granddaughter whom he had not allowed to walk in the sun lest her skin should be
burned, Juli, she of the delicate fingers and rosy feet! What, that girl, the prettiest in the
village and perhaps in the whole town, before whose window many gallants had vainly
passed the night playing and singing! What, his only granddaughter, the sole joy of his
fading eyes, she whom he had dreamed of seeing dressed in a long skirt, talking
Spanish, and holding herself erect waving a painted fan like the daughters of the
wealthy—she to become a servant, to be scolded and reprimanded, to ruin her fingers,
to sleep anywhere, to rise in any manner whatsoever!

So the old grandfather wept and talked of hanging or starving himself to death. “If you
go,” he declared, “I'm going back to the forest and will never set foot in the town.”

Juli soothed him by saying that it was necessary for her father to return, that the suit
would be won, and they could then ransom her from her servitude.
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The night was a sad one. Neither of the two could taste a bite and the old man refused
to lie down, passing the whole night seated in a corner, silent and motionless. Juli on
her part tried to sleep, but for a long time could not close her eyes. Somewhat relieved
about her father’s fate, she now thought of herself and fell to weeping, but stifled her
sobs so that the old man might not hear them. The next day she would be a servant,
and it was the very day Basilio was accustomed to come from Manila with presents for
her. Henceforward she would have to give up that love; Basilio, who was going to be a
doctor, couldn’t marry a pauper. In fancy she saw him going to the church in company
with the prettiest and richest girl in the town, both well-dressed, happy and smiling,
while she, Juli, followed her mistress, carrying novenas, buyos, and the cuspidor. Here
the girl felt a lump rise in her throat, a sinking at her heart, and begged the Virgin to let
her die first.

But—said her conscience—he will at least know that | preferred to pawn myself rather
than the locket he gave me.

This thought consoled her a little and brought on empty dreams. Who knows but that a
miracle might happen? She might find the two hundred and fifty pesos under the image
of the Virgin—she had read of many similar miracles. The sun might not rise nor
morning come, and meanwhile the suit would be won. Her father might return, or
Basilio put in his appearance, she might find a bag of gold in the garden, the tulisanes
would send the bag of gold, the curate, Padre Camorra, who was always teasing her,
would come with the tulisanes. So her ideas became more and more confused, until at
length, worn out by fatigue and sorrow, she went to sleep with dreams of her childhood
in the depths of the forest: she was bathing in the torrent along with her two brothers,
there were little fishes of all colors that let themselves be caught like fools, and she
became impatient because she found no pleasure in catchnig such foolish little fishes!
Basilio was under the water, but Basilio for some reason had the face of her brother
Tano. Her new mistress was watching them from the bank.

CHAPTERYV

A COCHERO’S CHRISTMAS EVE

Basilio reached San Diego just as the Christmas Eve procession was passing through
the streets. He had been delayed on the road for several hours because the cochero,
having forgotten his cedula, was held up by the Civil Guard, had his memory jogged by
a few blows from a rifle-butt, and afterwards was taken before the commandant. Now
the carromata was again detained to let the procession pass, while the abused cochero
took off his hat reverently and recited a paternoster to the first image that came along,
which seemed to be that of a great saint. It was the figure of an old man with an
exceptionally long beard, seated at the edge of a grave under a tree filled with all kinds
of stuffed birds. A kalan with a clay jar, a mortar, and a kalikut for mashing buyo were
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his only utensils, as if to indicate that he lived on the border of the tomb and was doing
his cooking there. This was the Methuselah of the religious iconography of the
Philippines; his colleague and perhaps contemporary is called in Europe Santa Claus,
and is still more smiling and agreeabile.
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“In the time of the saints,” thought the cochero, “surely there were no civil-guards,
because one can't live long on blows from rifle-butts.”

Behind the great old man came the three Magian Kings on ponies that were capering
about, especially that of the negro Melchior, which seemed to be about to trample its
companions.

“No, there couldn’t have been any civil-guards,” decided the cochero, secretly envying
those fortunate times, “because if there had been, that negro who is cutting up such
capers beside those two Spaniards’—Gaspar and Bathazar—“would have gone to jail.”

Then, observing that the negro wore a crown and was a king, like the other two, the
Spaniards, his thoughts naturally turned to the king of the Indians, and he sighed. “Do
you know, sir,” he asked Basilio respectfully, “if his right foot is loose yet?”

Basilio had him repeat the question. “Whose right foot?”
“The King's!” whispered the cochero mysteriously.
“What King's?”

“Our King's, the King of the Indians.”

Basilio smiled and shrugged his shoulders, while the cochero again sighed. The
Indians in the country places preserve the legend that their king, imprisoned and
chained in the cave of San Mateo, will come some day to free them. Every hundredth
year he breaks one of his chains, so that he now has his hands and his left foot loose—-
only the right foot remains bound. This king causes the earthquakes when he struggles
or stirs himself, and he is so strong that in shaking hands with him it is necessary to
extend to him a bone, which he crushes in his grasp. For some unexplainable reason
the Indians call him King Bernardo, perhaps by confusing him with Bernardo del Carpio.
[13]

“When he gets his right foot loose,” muttered the cochero, stifling another sigh, “I'll give
him my horses, and offer him my services even to death, for he’ll free us from the Civil
Guard.” With a melancholy gaze he watched the Three Kings move on.

The boys came behind in two files, sad and serious as though they were there under
compulsion. They lighted their way, some with torches, others with tapers, and others
with paper lanterns on bamboo poles, while they recited the rosary at the top of their
voices, as though quarreling with somebody. Afterwards came St. Joseph on a modest
float, with a look of sadness and resignation on his face, carrying his stalk of lilies, as he
moved along between two civil-guards as though he were a prisoner. This enabled the
cochero to understand the expression on the saint’s face, but whether the sight of the
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guards troubled him or he had no great respect for a saint who would travel in such
company, he did not recite a single requiem.
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Behind St. Joseph came the girls bearing lights, their heads covered with handkerchiefs
knotted under their chins, also reciting the rosary, but with less wrath than the boys. In
their midst were to be seen several lads dragging along little rabbits made of Japanese
paper, lighted by red candles, with their short paper tails erect. The lads brought those
toys into the procession to enliven the birth of the Messiah. The little animals, fat and
round as eggs, seemed to be so pleased that at times they would take a leap, lose their
balance, fall, and catch fire. The owner would then hasten to extinguish such burning
enthusiasm, puffing and blowing until he finally beat out the fire, and then, seeing his toy
destroyed, would fall to weeping. The cochero observed with sadness that the race of
little paper animals disappeared each year, as if they had been attacked by the pest like
the living animals. He, the abused Sinong, remembered his two magnificent horses,
which, at the advice of the curate, he had caused to be blessed to save them from
plague, spending therefor ten pesos—for neither the government nor the curates have
found any better remedy for the epizootic—and they had died after all. Yet he consoled
himself by remembering also that after the shower of holy water, the Latin phrases of
the padre, and the ceremonies, the horses had become so vain and self-important that
they would not even allow him, Sinong, a good Christian, to put them in harness, and he
had not dared to whip them, because a tertiary sister had said that they were sanctified.

The procession was closed by the Virgin dressed as the Divine Shepherd, with a
pilgrim’s hat of wide brim and long plumes to indicate the journey to Jerusalem. That
the birth might be made more explicable, the curate had ordered her figure to be stuffed
with rags and cotton under her skirt, so that no one could be in any doubt as to her
condition. It was a very beautiful image, with the same sad expression of all the images
that the Filipinos make, and a mien somewhat ashamed, doubtless at the way in which
the curate had arranged her. In front came several singers and behind, some musicians
with the usual civil-guards. The curate, as was to be expected after what he had done,
was not in his place, for that year he was greatly displeased at having to use all his
diplomacy and shrewdness to convince the townspeople that they should pay thirty
pesos for each Christmas mass instead of the usual twenty. “You're turning filibusters!”
he had said to them.

The cochero must have been greatly preoccupied with the sights of the procession, for

when it had passed and Basilio ordered him to go on, he did not notice that the lamp on
his carromata had gone out. Neither did Basilio notice it, his attention being devoted to
gazing at the houses, which were illuminated inside and out with little paper lanterns of

fantastic shapes and colors, stars surrounded by hoops with long streamers
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which produced a pleasant murmur when shaken by the wind, and fishes of movable
heads and tails, having a glass of oil inside, suspended from the eaves of the windows
in the delightful fashion of a happy and homelike fiesta. But he also noticed that the
lights were flickering, that the stars were being eclipsed, that this year had fewer
ornaments and hangings than the former, which in turn had had even fewer than the
year preceding it. There was scarcely any music in the streets, while the agreeable
noises of the kitchen were not to be heard in all the houses, which the youth ascribed to
the fact that for some time things had been going badly, the sugar did not bring a good
price, the rice crops had failed, over half the live stock had died, but the taxes rose and
increased for some inexplicable reason, while the abuses of the Civil Guard became
more frequent to Kill off the happiness of the people in the towns.

He was just pondering over this when an energetic “Halt!” resounded. They were
passing in front of the barracks and one of the guards had noticed the extinguished
lamp of the carromata, which could not go on without it. A hail of insults fell about the
poor cochero, who vainly excused himself with the length of the procession. He would
be arrested for violating the ordinances and afterwards advertised in the newspapers,
so the peaceful and prudent Basilio left the carromata and went his way on foot,
carrying his valise. This was San Diego, his native town, where he had not a single
relative.

The only, house wherein there seemed to be any mirth was Capitan Basilio’'s. Hens and
chickens cackled their death chant to the accompaniment of dry and repeated strokes,
as of meat pounded on a chopping-block, and the sizzling of grease in the frying-pans.
A feast was going on in the house, and even into the street there passed a certain
draught of air, saturated with the succulent odors of stews and confections. In the
entresol Basilio saw Sinang, as small as when our readers knew her before, [14]
although a little rounder and plumper since her marriage. Then to his great surprise he
made out, further in at the back of the room, chatting with Capitan Basilio, the curate,
and the alferez of the Civil Guard, no less than the jeweler Simoun, as ever with his blue
goggles and his nonchalant air.

“It's understood, Senor Simoun,” Capitan Basilio was saying, “that we’ll go to Tiani to
see your jewels.”

“I would also go,” remarked the alferez, “because | need a watch-chain, but I'm so busy
—if Capitan Basilio would undertake—"

Capitan Basilio would do so with the greatest pleasure, and as he wished to propitiate
the soldier in order that he might not be molested in the persons of his laborers, he
refused to accept the money which the alferez was trying to get out of his pocket.
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“It's my Christmas gift!”
“l can't allow you, Capitan, | can’t permit it!”

“All right! We'll settle up afterwards,” replied Capitan Basilio with a lordly gesture.
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Also, the curate wanted a pair of lady’s earrings and requested the capitan to buy them
for him. “I want them first class. Later we’ll fix up the account.”

“Don’t worry about that, Padre,” said the good man, who wished to be at peace with the
Church also. An unfavorable report on the curate’s part could do him great damage and
cause him double the expense, for those earrings were a forced present. Simoun in the
meantime was praising his jewels.

“That fellow is fierce!” mused the student. “He does business everywhere. And if | can
believe a certain person, he buys from some gentlemen for a half of their value the
same jewels that he himself has sold for presents. Everybody in this country prospers
but us!”

He made his way to his house, or rather Capitan Tiago’s, now occupied by a trustworthy
man who had held him in great esteem since the day when he had seen him perform a
surgical operation with the same coolness that he would cut up a chicken. This man
was now waiting to give him the news. Two of the laborers were prisoners, one was to
be deported, and a number of carabaos had died.

“The same old story,” exclaimed Basilio, in a bad humor. “You always receive me with
the same complaints.” The youth was not overbearing, but as he was at times scolded
by Capitan Tiago, he liked in his turn to chide those under his orders.

The old man cast about for something new. “One of our tenants has died, the old fellow
who took care of the woods, and the curate refused to bury him as a pauper, saying that
his master is a rich man.”

“What did he die of?”
“Of old age.”

“Get out! To die of old age! It must at least have been some disease.” Basilio in his
zeal for making autopsies wanted diseases.

“Haven’t you anything new to tell me? You take away my appetite relating the same old
things. Do you know anything of Sagpang?”

The old man then told him about the kidnapping of Cabesang Tales. Basilio became
thoughtful and said nothing more—his appetite had completely left him.

CHAPTER VI

BASILIO
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When the bells began their chimes for the midnight mass and those who preferred a
good sleep to fiestas and ceremonies arose grumbling at the noise and movement,
Basilio cautiously left the house, took two or three turns through the streets to see that
he was not watched or followed, and then made his way by unfrequented paths to the
road that led to the ancient wood of the Ibarras, which had been acquired by Capitan
Tiago when their property was confiscated and sold. As Christmas fell under the waning
moon that year, the place was wrapped in darkness. The chimes had ceased, and only
the tolling sounded through the darkness of the night amid the murmur of the breeze-
stirred branches and the measured roar of the waves on the neighboring lake, like the
deep respiration of nature sunk in profound sleep.
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Awed by the time and place, the youth moved along with his head down, as if
endeavoring to see through the darkness. But from time to time he raised it to gaze at
the stars through the open spaces between the treetops and went forward parting the
bushes or tearing away the lianas that obstructed his path. At times he retraced his
steps, his foot would get caught among the plants, he stumbled over a projecting root or
a fallen log. At the end of a half-hour he reached a small brook on the opposite side of
which arose a hillock, a black and shapeless mass that in the darkness took on the
proportions of a mountain. Basilio crossed the brook on the stones that showed black
against the shining surface of the water, ascended the hill, and made his way to a small
space enclosed by old and crumbling walls. He approached the balete tree that rose in
the center, huge, mysterious, venerable, formed of roots that extended up and down
among the confusedly-interlaced trunks.

Pausing before a heap of stones he took off his hat and seemed to be praying. There
his mother was buried, and every time he came to the town his first visit was to that
neglected and unknown grave. Since he must visit Cabesang Tales’ family the next day,
he had taken advantage of the night to perform this duty. Seated on a stone, he
seemed to fall into deep thought. His past rose before him like a long black film, rosy at
first, then shadowy with spots of blood, then black, black, gray, and then light, ever
lighter. The end could not be seen, hidden as it was by a cloud through which shone
lights and the hues of dawn.

Thirteen years before to the day, almost to the hour, his mother had died there in the
deepest distress, on a glorious night when the moon shone brightly and the Christians
of the world were engaged in rejoicing. Wounded and limping, he had reached there in
pursuit of her—she mad and terrified, fleeing from her son as from a ghost. There she
had died, and there had come a stranger who had commanded him to build a funeral
pyre. He had obeyed mechanically and when he returned he found a second stranger
by the side of the other’s corpse. What a night and what a morning those were! The
stranger helped him raise the pyre, whereon they burned the corpse of the first, dug the
grave in which they buried his mother, and then after giving him some pieces of money
told him to leave the place. It was the first time that he had seen that man—tall, with
blood-shot eyes, pale lips, and a sharp nose.

Entirely alone in the world, without parents or brothers and sisters, he left the town
whose authorities inspired in him such great fear and went to Manila to work in some
rich house and study at the same time, as many do. His journey was an Odyssey of
sleeplessness and startling surprises, in which hunger counted for little, for he ate the
fruits in the woods, whither he retreated whenever he made out from afar the uniform of
the Civil Guard, a sight that recalled the origin

60



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 30

of all his misfortunes. Once in Manila, ragged and sick, he went from door to door
offering his services. A boy from the provinces who knew not a single word of Spanish,
and sickly besides! Discouraged, hungry, and miserable, he wandered about the
streets, attracting attention by the wretchedness of his clothing. How often was he
tempted to throw himself under the feet of the horses that flashed by, drawing carriages
shining with silver and varnish, thus to end his misery at once! Fortunately, he saw
Capitan Tiago, accompanied by Aunt Isabel. He had known them since the days in San
Diego, and in his joy believed that in them he saw almost fellow-townsfolk. He followed
the carriage until he lost sight of it, and then made inquiries for the house. As it was the
very day that Maria Clara entered the nunnery and Capitan Tiago was accordingly
depressed, he was admitted as a servant, without pay, but instead with leave to study;, if
he so wished, in San Juan de Letran. [15]

Dirty, poorly dressed, with only a pair of clogs for footwear, at the end of several months’
stay in Manila, he entered the first year of Latin. On seeing his clothes, his classmates
drew away from him, and the professor, a handsome Dominican, never asked him a
guestion, but frowned every time he looked at him. In the eight months that the class
continued, the only words that passed between them were his name read from the roll
and the daily adsum with which the student responded. With what bitterness he left the
class each day, and, guessing the reason for the treatment accorded him, what tears
sprang into his eyes and what complaints were stifled in his heart! How he had wept
and sobbed over the grave of his mother, relating to her his hidden sorrows,
humiliations, and affronts, when at the approach of Christmas Capitan Tiago had taken
him back to San Diego! Yet he memorized the lessons without omitting a comma,
although he understood scarcely any part of them. But at length he became resigned,
noticing that among the three or four hundred in his class only about forty merited the
honor of being questioned, because they attracted the professor’s attention by their
appearance, some prank, comicality, or other cause. The greater part of the students
congratulated themselves that they thus escaped the work of thinking and
understanding the subject. “One goes to college, not to learn and study, but to gain
credit for the course, so if the book can be memorized, what more can be asked—the
year is thus gained.” [16]

Basilio passed the examinations by answering the solitary question asked him, like a
machine, without stopping or breathing, and in the amusement of the examiners won
the passing certificate. His nine companions—they were examined in batches of ten in
order to save time—did not have such good luck, but were condemned to repeat the
year of brutalization.
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In the second year the game-cock that he tended won a large sum and he received
from Capitan Tiago a big tip, which he immediately invested in the purchase of shoes
and a felt hat. With these and the clothes given him by his employer, which he made
over to fit his person, his appearance became more decent, but did not get beyond
that. In such a large class a great deal was needed to attract the professor’s attention,
and the student who in the first year did not make himself known by some special
quality, or did not capture the good-will of the professors, could with difficulty make
himself known in the rest of his school-days. But Basilio kept on, for perseverance was
his chief trait.

His fortune seemed to change somewhat when he entered the third year. His professor
happened to be a very jolly fellow, fond of jokes and of making the students laugh,
complacent enough in that he almost always had his favorites recite the lessons—in
fact, he was satisfied with anything. At this time Basilio now wore shoes and a clean
and well-ironed camisa. As his professor noticed that he laughed very little at the jokes
and that his large eyes seemed to be asking something like an eternal question, he took
him for a fool, and one day decided to make him conspicuous by calling on him for the
lesson. Basilio recited it from beginning to end, without hesitating over a single letter, so
the professor called him a parrot and told a story to make the class laugh. Then to
increase the hilarity and justify the epithet he asked several questions, at the same time
winking to his favorites, as if to say to them, “You'll see how we’re going to amuse
ourselves.”

Basilio now understood Spanish and answered the questions with the plain intention of
making no one laugh. This disgusted everybody, the expected absurdity did not
materialize, no one could laugh, and the good friar never pardoned him for having
defrauded the hopes of the class and disappointed his own prophecies. But who would
expect anything worth while to come from a head so badly combed and placed on an
Indian poorly shod, classified until recently among the arboreal animals? As in other
centers of learning, where the teachers are honestly desirous that the students should
learn, such discoveries usually delight the instructors, so in a college managed by men
convinced that for the most part knowledge is an evil, at least for the students, the
episode of Basilio produced a bad impression and he was not questioned again during
the year. Why should he be, when he made no one laugh?

Quite discouraged and thinking of abandoning his studies, he passed to the fourth year
of Latin. Why study at all, why not sleep like the others and trust to luck?
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One of the two professors was very popular, beloved by all, passing for a sage, a great
poet, and a man of advanced ideas. One day when he accompanied the collegians on
their walk, he had a dispute with some cadets, which resulted in a skirmish and a
challenge. No doubt recalling his brilliant youth, the professor preached a crusade and
promised good marks to all who during the promenade on the following Sunday would
take part in the fray. The week was a lively one—there were occasional encounters in
which canes and sabers were crossed, and in one of these Basilio distinguished
himself. Borne in triumph by the students and presented to the professor, he thus
became known to him and came to be his favorite. Partly for this reason and partly from
his diligence, that year he received the highest marks, medals included, in view of which
Capitan Tiago, who, since his daughter had become a nun, exhibited some aversion to
the friars, in a fit of good humor induced him to transfer to the Ateneo Municipal, the
fame of which was then in its apogee.

Here a new world opened before his eyes—a system of instruction that he had never
dreamed of. Except for a few superfluities and some childish things, he was filled with
admiration for the methods there used and with gratitude for the zeal of the instructors.
His eyes at times filled with tears when he thought of the four previous years during
which, from lack of means, he had been unable to study at that center. He had to make
extraordinary efforts to get himself to the level of those who had had a good preparatory
course, and it might be said that in that one year he learned the whole five of the
secondary curricula. He received his bachelor’s degree, to the great satisfaction of his
instructors, who in the examinations showed themselves to be proud of him before the
Dominican examiners sent there to inspect the school. One of these, as if to dampen
such great enthusiasm a little, asked him where he had studied the first years of Latin.

“In San Juan de Letran, Padre,” answered Basilio.

“Aha! Of course! He’s not bad,—in Latin,” the Dominican then remarked with a slight
smile.

From choice and temperament he selected the course in medicine. Capitan Tiago
preferred the law, in order that he might have a lawyer free, but knowledge of the laws is
not sufficient to secure clientage in the Philippines—it is necessary to win the cases,
and for this friendships are required, influence in certain spheres, a good deal of
astuteness. Capitan Tiago finally gave in, remembering that medical students get on
intimate terms with corpses, and for some time he had been seeking a poison to put on
the gaffs of his game-cocks, the best he had been able to secure thus far being the
blood of a Chinaman who had died of syphilis.
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With equal diligence, or more if possible, the young man continued this course, and
after the third year began to render medical services with such great success that he
was not only preparing a brilliant future for himself but also earning enough to dress well
and save some money. This was the last year of the course and in two months he
would be a physician; he would come back to the town, he would marry Juliana, and
they would be happy. The granting of his licentiateship was not only assured, but he
expected it to be the crowning act of his school-days, for he had been designated to
deliver the valedictory at the graduation, and already he saw himself in the rostrum,
before the whole faculty, the object of public attention. All those heads, leaders of
Manila science, half-hidden in their colored capes; all the women who came there out of
curiosity and who years before had gazed at him, if not with disdain, at least with
indifference; all those men whose carriages had once been about to crush him down in
the mud like a dog: they would listen attentively, and he was going to say something to
them that would not be trivial, something that had never before resounded in that place,
he was going to forget himself in order to aid the poor students of the future—and he
would make his entrance on his work in the world with that speech.

CHAPTER VII

SIMOUN

Over these matters Basilio was pondering as he visited his mother’s grave. He was
about to start back to the town when he thought he saw a light flickering among the
trees and heard the snapping of twigs, the sound of feet, and rustling of leaves. The
light disappeared but the noises became more distinct, coming directly toward where he
was. Basilio was not naturally superstitious, especially after having carved up so many
corpses and watched beside so many death-beds, but the old legends about that
ghostly spot, the hour, the darkness, the melancholy sighing of the wind, and certain
tales heard in his childhood, asserted their influence over his mind and made his heart
beat violently.

The figure stopped on the other side of the balete, but the youth could see it through an
open space between two roots that had grown in the course of time to the proportions of
tree-trunks. It produced from under its coat a lantern with a powerful reflecting lens,
which it placed on the ground, thereby lighting up a pair of riding-boots, the rest of the
figure remaining concealed in the darkness. The figure seemed to search its pockets
and then bent over to fix a shovel-blade on the end of a stout cane. To his great
surprise Basilio thought he could make out some of the features of the jeweler Simoun,
who indeed it was.
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The jeweler dug in the ground and from time to time the lantern illuminated his face, on
which were not now the blue goggles that so completely disguised him. Basilio
shuddered: that was the same stranger who thirteen years before had dug his mother’s
grave there, only now he had aged somewhat, his hair had turned white, he wore a
beard and a mustache, but yet his look was the same, the bitter expression, the same
cloud on his brow, the same muscular arms, though somewhat thinner now, the same
violent energy. Old impressions were stirred in the boy: he seemed to feel the heat of
the fire, the hunger, the weariness of that time, the smell of freshly turned earth. Yet his
discovery terrified him—that jeweler Simoun, who passed for a British Indian, a
Portuguese, an American, a mulatto, the Brown Cardinal, his Black Eminence, the evil
genius of the Captain-General as many called him, was no other than the mysterious
stranger whose appearance and disappearance coincided with the death of the heir to
that land! But of the two strangers who had appeared, which was Ibarra, the living or
the dead?

This question, which he had often asked himself whenever Ibarra’s death was
mentioned, again came into his mind in the presence of the human enigma he now saw
before him. The dead man had had two wounds, which must have been made by
firearms, as he knew from what he had since studied, and which would be the result of
the chase on the lake. Then the dead man must have been Ibarra, who had come to
die at the tomb of his forefathers, his desire to be cremated being explained by his
residence in Europe, where cremation is practised. Then who was the other, the living,
this jeweler Simoun, at that time with such an appearance of poverty and wretchedness,
but who had now returned loaded with gold and a friend of the authorities? There was
the mystery, and the student, with his characteristic cold-bloodedness, determined to
clear it up at the first opportunity.

Simoun dug away for some time, but Basilio noticed that his old vigor had declined—he
panted and had to rest every few moments. Fearing that he might be discovered, the
boy made a sudden resolution. Rising from his seat and issuing from his hiding-place,
he asked in the most matter-of-fact tone, “Can | help you, sir?”

Simoun straightened up with the spring of a tiger attacked at his prey, thrust his hand in
his coat pocket, and stared at the student with a pale and lowering gaze.

“Thirteen years ago you rendered me a great service, sir,” went on Basilio unmoved, “in
this very place, by burying my mother, and | should consider myself happy if | could
serve you now.”

Without taking his eyes off the youth Simoun drew a revolver from his pocket and the

click of a hammer being cocked was heard. “For whom do you take me?” he asked,
retreating a few paces.
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“For a person who is sacred to me,” replied Basilio with some emotion, for he thought
his last moment had come. “For a person whom all, except me, believe to be dead, and
whose misfortunes | have always lamented.”
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An impressive silence followed these words, a silence that to the youth seemed to
suggest eternity. But Simoun, after some hesitation, approached him and placing a
hand on his shoulder said in a moving tone: “Basilio, you possess a secret that can ruin
me and now you have just surprised me in another, which puts me completely in your
hands, the divulging of which would upset all my plans. For my own security and for the
good of the cause in which | labor, | ought to seal your lips forever, for what is the life of
one man compared to the end | seek? The occasion is fitting; no one knows that | have
come here; | am armed; you are defenceless; your death would be attributed to the
outlaws, if not to more supernatural causes—yet I'll let you live and trust that | shall not
regret it. You have toiled, you have struggled with energetic perseverance, and like
myself, you have your scores to settle with society. Your brother was murdered, your
mother driven to insanity, and society has prosecuted neither the assassin nor the
executioner. You and | are the dregs of justice and instead of destroying we ought to
aid each other.”

Simoun paused with a repressed sigh, and then slowly resumed, while his gaze
wandered about: “Yes, | am he who came here thirteen years ago, sick and wretched,
to pay the last tribute to a great and noble soul that was willing to die for me. The victim
of a vicious system, | have wandered over the world, working night and day to amass a
fortune and carry out my plan. Now | have returned to destroy that system, to
precipitate its downfall, to hurl it into the abyss toward which it is senselessly rushing,
even though | may have to shed oceans of tears and blood. It has condemned itself, it
stands condemned, and | don’t want to die before | have seen it in fragments at the foot
of the precipice!”

Simoun extended both his arms toward the earth, as if with that gesture he would like to
hold there the broken remains. His voice took on a sinister, even lugubrious tone, which
made the student shudder.

“Called by the vices of the rulers, | have returned to these islands, and under the cloak
of a merchant have visited the towns. My gold has opened a way for me and
wheresoever | have beheld greed in the most execrable forms, sometimes hypocritical,
sometimes shameless, sometimes cruel, fatten on the dead organism, like a vulture on
a corpse, | have asked mysel—why was there not, festering in its vitals, the corruption,
the ptomaine, the poison of the tombs, to kill the foul bird? The corpse was letting itself
be consumed, the vulture was gorging itself with meat, and because it was not possible
for me to give it life so that it might turn against its destroyer, and because the
corruption developed slowly, | have stimulated greed, | have abetted it. The cases of
injustice and the abuses multiplied themselves; | have instigated crime and acts of
cruelty, so that the people might become accustomed to the idea of death. | have
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stirred up trouble so that to escape from it some remedy might be found; | have placed
obstacles in the way of trade so that the country, impoverished and reduced to misery,
might no longer be afraid of anything; | have excited desires to plunder the treasury, and
as this has not been enough to bring about a popular uprising, | have wounded the
people in their most sensitive fiber; | have made the vulture itself insult the very corpse
that it feeds upon and hasten the corruption.

“Now, when | was about to get the supreme rottenness, the supreme filth, the mixture of
such foul products brewing poison, when the greed was beginning to irritate, in its folly
hastening to seize whatever came to hand, like an old woman caught in a conflagration,
here you come with your cries of Hispanism, with chants of confidence in the
government, in what cannot come to pass, here you have a body palpitating with heat
and life, young, pure, vigorous, throbbing with blood, with enthusiasm, suddenly come
forth to offer itself again as fresh food!

“Ah, youth is ever inexperienced and dreamy, always running after the butterflies and
flowers! You have united, so that by your efforts you may bind your fatherland to Spain
with garlands of roses when in reality you are forging upon it chains harder than the
diamond! You ask for equal rights, the Hispanization of your customs, and you don’t
see that what you are begging for is suicide, the destruction of your nationality, the
annihilation of your fatherland, the consecration of tyranny! What will you be in the
future? A people without character, a nation without liberty—everything you have will be
borrowed, even your very defects! You beg for Hispanization, and do not pale with
shame when they deny it you! And even if they should grant it to you, what then—what
have you gained? At best, a country of pronunciamentos, a land of civil wars, a republic
of the greedy and the malcontents, like some of the republics of South America! To
what are you tending now, with your instruction in Castilian, a pretension that would be
ridiculous were it not for its deplorable consequences! You wish to add one more
language to the forty odd that are spoken in the islands, so that you may understand
one another less and less.”

“On the contrary,” replied Basilio, “if the knowledge of Castilian may bind us to the
government, in exchange it may also unite the islands among themselves.”

“A gross error!” rejoined Simoun. “You are letting yourselves be deceived by big words
and never go to the bottom of things to examine the results in their final analysis.
Spanish will never be the general language of the country, the people will never talk it,
because the conceptions of their brains and the feelings of their hearts cannot be
expressed in that language—each people has its own tongue, as it has its own way of
thinking! What are you going to do with Castilian, the few of you who will speak it? Kill
off your own originality,
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subordinate your thoughts to other brains, and instead of freeing yourselves, make
yourselves slaves indeed! Nine-tenths of those of you who pretend to be enlightened
are renegades to your country! He among you who talks that language neglects his
own in such a way that he neither writes nor understands it, and how many have | not
seen who pretended not to know a single word of it! But fortunately, you have an
imbecile government! While Russia enslaves Poland by forcing the Russian language
upon it, while Germany prohibits French in the conquered provinces, your government
strives to preserve yours, and you in return, a remarkable people under an incredible
government, you are trying to despoil yourselves of your own nationality! One and all
you forget that while a people preserves its language, it preserves the marks of its
liberty, as a man preserves his independence while he holds to his own way of thinking.
Language is the thought of the peoples. Luckily, your independence is assured; human
passions are looking out for that!”

Simoun paused and rubbed his hand over his forehead. The waning moon was rising
and sent its faint light down through the branches of the trees, and with his white locks
and severe features, illuminated from below by the lantern, the jeweler appeared to be
the fateful spirit of the wood planning some evil.

Basilio was silent before such bitter reproaches and listened with bowed head, while
Simoun resumed: “l saw this movement started and have passed whole nights of
anguish, because | understood that among those youths there were exceptional minds
and hearts, sacrificing themselves for what they thought to be a good cause, when in
reality they were working against their own country. How many times have | wished to
speak to you young men, to reveal myself and undeceive you! But in view of the
reputation | enjoy, my words would have been wrongly interpreted and would perhaps
have had a counter effect. How many times have | not longed to approach your
Makaraig, your Isagani! Sometimes | thought of their death, | wished to destroy them—"

Simoun checked himself.

“Here’s why I let you live, Basilio, and by such imprudence | expose myself to the risk of
being some day betrayed by you. But you know who | am, you know how much | must
have suffered—then believe in me! You are not of the common crowd, which sees in
the jeweler Simoun the trader who incites the authorities to commit abuses in order that
the abused may buy jewels. | am the Judge who wishes to castigate this system by
making use of its own defects, to make war on it by flattering it. | need your help, your
influence among the youth, to combat these senseless desires for Hispanization, for
assimilation, for equal rights. By that road you will become only a poor copy, and the
people should look higher. It is madness to attempt to influence the thoughts of the
rulers—they have their plan outlined, the bandage covers their eyes, and
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besides losing time uselessly, you are deceiving the people with vain hopes and are
helping to bend their necks before the tyrant. What you should do is to take advantage
of their prejudices to serve your needs. Are they unwilling that you be assimilated with
the Spanish people? Good enough! Distinguish yourselves then by revealing
yourselves in your own character, try to lay the foundations of the Philippine fatherland!
Do they deny you hope? Good! Don’t depend on them, depend upon yourselves and
work! Do they deny you representation in their Cortes? So much the better! Even
should you succeed in sending representatives of your own choice, what are you going
to accomplish there except to be overwhelmed among so many voices, and sanction
with your presence the abuses and wrongs that are afterwards perpetrated? The fewer
rights they allow you, the more reason you will have later to throw off the yoke, and
return evil for evil. If they are unwilling to teach you their language, cultivate your own,
extend it, preserve to the people their own way of thinking, and instead of aspiring to be
a province, aspire to be a nation! Instead of subordinate thoughts, think independently,
to the end that neither by right, nor custom, nor language, the Spaniard can be
considered the master here, nor even be looked upon as a part of the country, but ever
as an invader, a foreigner, and sooner or later you will have your liberty! Here’s why |
let you live!”

Basilio breathed freely, as though a great weight had been lifted from him, and after a
brief pause, replied: “Sir, the honor you do me in confiding your plans to me is too great
for me not to be frank with you, and tell you that what you ask of me is beyond my
power. | am no politician, and if | have signed the petition for instruction in Castilian it
has been because | saw in it an advantage to our studies and nothing more. My destiny
is different; my aspiration reduces itself to alleviating the physical sufferings of my fellow
men.”

The jeweler smiled. “What are physical sufferings compared to moral tortures? What is
the death of a man in the presence of the death of a society? Some day you will
perhaps be a great physician, if they let you go your way in peace, but greater yet will
be he who can inject a new idea into this anemic people! You, what are you doing for
the land that gave you existence, that supports your life, that affords you knowledge?
Don't you realize that that is a useless life which is not consecrated to a great idea? Itis
a stone wasted in the fields without becoming a part of any edifice.”

“No, no, sir!” replied Basilio modestly, “I'm not folding my arms, I'm working like all the
rest to raise up from the ruins of the past a people whose units will be bound together
—that each one may feel in himself the conscience and the life of the whole. But
however enthusiastic our generation may be, we understand that in this great social
fabric there must be a division of labor. | have chosen my task and will devote myself to
science.”
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“Science is not the end of man,” declared Simoun.
“The most civilized nations are tending toward it.”
“Yes, but only as a means of seeking their welfare.”

“Science is more eternal, it's more human, it's more universal!” exclaimed the youth in a
transport of enthusiasm. “Within a few centuries, when humanity has become
redeemed and enlightened, when there are no races, when all peoples are free, when
there are neither tyrants nor slaves, colonies nor mother countries, when justice rules
and man is a citizen of the world, the pursuit of science alone will remain, the word
patriotism will be equivalent to fanaticism, and he who prides himself on patriotic ideas
will doubtless be isolated as a dangerous disease, as a menace to the social order.”

Simoun smiled sadly. “Yes, yes,” he said with a shake of his head, “yet to reach that
condition it is necessary that there be no tyrannical and no enslaved peoples, it is
necessary that man go about freely, that he know how to respect the rights of others in
their own individuality, and for this there is yet much blood to be shed, the struggle
forces itself forward. To overcome the ancient fanaticism that bound consciences it was
necessary that many should perish in the holocausts, so that the social conscience in
horror declared the individual conscience free. It is also necessary that all answer the
guestion which with each day the fatherland asks them, with its fettered hands
extended! Patriotism can only be a crime in a tyrannical people, because then it is
rapine under a beautiful name, but however perfect humanity may become, patriotism
will always be a virtue among oppressed peoples, because it will at all times mean love
of justice, of liberty, of personal dignity—nothing of chimerical dreams, of effeminate
idyls! The greatness of a man is not in living before his time, a thing almost impossible,
but in understanding its desires, in responding to its needs, and in guiding it on its
forward way. The geniuses that are commonly believed to have existed before their
time, only appear so because those who judge them see from a great distance, or take
as representative of the age the line of stragglers!”

Simoun fell silent. Seeing that he could awake no enthusiasm in that unresponsive
mind, he turned to another subject and asked with a change of tone: “And what are you
doing for the memory of your mother and your brother? Is it enough that you come here
every year, to weep like a woman over a grave?” And he smiled sarcastically.

The shot hit the mark. Basilio changed color and advanced a step.
“What do you want me to do?” he asked angrily.

“Without means, without social position, how may | bring their murderers to justice? |
would merely be another victim, shattered like a piece of glass hurled against a rock.
Ah, you do ill to recall this to me, since it is wantonly reopening a wound!”
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“But what if | should offer you my aid?”
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Basilio shook his head and remained pensive. “All the tardy vindications of justice, all
the revenge in the world, will not restore a single hair of my mother’s head, or recall a
smile to my brother’s lips. Let them rest in peace—what should | gain now by avenging
them?”

“Prevent others from suffering what you have suffered, that in the future there be no
brothers murdered or mothers driven to madness. Resignation is not always a virtue; it
IS a crime when it encourages tyrants: there are no despots where there are no slaves!
Man is in his own nature so wicked that he always abuses complaisance. | thought as
you do, and you know what my fate was. Those who caused your misfortunes are
watching you day and night, they suspect that you are only biding your time, they take
your eagerness to learn, your love of study, your very complaisance, for burning desires
for revenge. The day they can get rid of you they will do with you as they did with me,
and they will not let you grow to manhood, because they fear and hate you!”

“Hate me? Still hate me after the wrong they have done me?” asked the youth in
surprise.

Simoun burst into a laugh. “It is natural for man to hate those whom he has wronged,’
said Tacitus, confirming the quos laeserunt et oderunt of Seneca. When you wish to
gauge the evil or the good that one people has done to another, you have only to
observe whether it hates or loves. Thus is explained the reason why many who have
enriched themselves here in the high offices they have filled, on their return to the
Peninsula relieve themselves by slanders and insults against those who have been their
victims. Proprium humani ingenii est odisse quern laeseris!"

“But if the world is large, if one leaves them to the peaceful enjoyment of power, if | ask
only to be allowed to work, to live—"

“And to rear meek-natured sons to send them afterwards to submit to the yoke,”
continued Simoun, cruelly mimicking Basilio’s tone. “A fine future you prepare for them,
and they have to thank you for a life of humiliation and suffering! Good enough, young
man! When a body is inert, it is useless to galvanize it. Twenty years of continuous
slavery, of systematic humiliation, of constant prostration, finally create in the mind a
twist that cannot be straightened by the labor of a day. Good and evil instincts are
inherited and transmitted from father to son. Then let your idylic ideas live, your dreams
of a slave who asks only for a bandage to wrap the chain so that it may rattle less and
not ulcerate his skin! You hope for a little home and some ease, a wife and a handful of
rice—here is your ideal man of the Philippines! Well, if they give it to you, consider
yourself fortunate.”

Basilio, accustomed to obey and bear with the caprices and humors of Capitan Tiago.
was now dominated by Simoun, who appeared to him terrible and sinister on a
background bathed in tears and blood. He tried to explain himself by saying that he did
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not consider himself fit to mix in politics, that he had no political opinions because he
had never studied the question, but that he was always ready to lend his services the
day they might be needed, that for the moment he saw only one need, the
enlightenment of the people.
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Simoun stopped him with a gesture, and, as the dawn was coming, said to him: “Young
man, | am not warning you to keep my secret, because | know that discretion is one of
your good qualities, and even though you might wish to sell me, the jeweler Simoun, the
friend of the authorities and of the religious corporations, will always be given more
credit than the student Basilio, already suspected of filibusterism, and, being a native,
so much the more marked and watched, and because in the profession you are entering
upon you will encounter powerful rivals. After all, even though you have not
corresponded to my hopes, the day on which you change your mind, look me up at my
house in the Escolta, and I'll be glad to help you.”

Basilio thanked him briefly and went away.

“Have | really made a mistake?” mused Simoun, when he found himself alone. “Is it
that he doubts me and meditates his plan of revenge so secretly that he fears to tell it
even in the solitude of the night? Or can it be that the years of servitude have
extinguished in his heart every human sentiment and there remain only the animal
desires to live and reproduce? In that case the type is deformed and will have to be
cast over again. Then the hecatomb is preparing: let the unfit perish and only the
strongest survive!”

Then he added sadly, as if apostrophizing some one: “Have patience, you who left me
a name and a home, have patience! | have lost all—country, future, prosperity, your
very tomb, but have patience! And thou, noble spirit, great soul, generous heart, who
didst live with only one thought and didst sacrifice thy life without asking the gratitude or
applause of any one, have patience, have patience! The methods that | use may
perhaps not be thine, but they are the most direct. The day is coming, and when it
brightens | myself will come to announce it to you who are now indifferent. Have
patience!”

CHAPTER VI

MERRY CHRISTMAS!

When Juli opened her sorrowing eyes, she saw that the house was still dark, but the
cocks were crowing. Her first thought was that perhaps the Virgin had performed the
miracle and the sun was not going to rise, in spite of the invocations of the cocks. She
rose, crossed herself, recited her morning prayers with great devotion, and with as little
noise as possible went out on the batalan.

There was no miracle—the sun was rising and promised a magnificent morning, the
breeze was delightfully cool, the stars were paling in the east, and the cocks were
crowing as if to see who could crow best and loudest. That had been too much to ask
—it were much easier to request the Virgin to send the two hundred and fifty pesos.
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What would it cost the Mother of the Lord to give them? But underneath the image she
found only the letter of her father asking for the ransom of five hundred pesos. There
was nothing to do but go, so, seeing that her
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grandfather was not stirring, she thought him asleep and began to prepare breakfast.
Strange, she was calm, she even had a desire to laugh! What had she had last night to
afflict her so? She was not going very far, she could come every second day to visit the
house, her grandfather could see her, and as for Basilio, he had known for some time
the bad turn her father’s affairs had taken, since he had often said to her, “When I'm a
physician and we are married, your father won’t need his fields.”

“What a fool | was to cry so much,” she said to herself as she packed her tampipi. Her
fingers struck against the locket and she pressed it to her lips, but immediately wiped
them from fear of contagion, for that locket set with diamonds and emeralds had come
from a leper. Ah, then, if she should catch that disease she could not get married.

As it became lighter, she could see her grandfather seated in a corner, following all her
movements with his eyes, so she caught up her tampipi of clothes and approached him
smilingly to kiss his hand. The old man blessed her silently, while she tried to appear
merry. “When father comes back, tell him that | have at last gone to college—my
mistress talks Spanish. It's the cheapest college | could find.”

Seeing the old man’s eyes fill with tears, she placed the tampipi on her head and hastily
went downstairs, her slippers slapping merrily on the wooden steps. But when she
turned her head to look again at the house, the house wherein had faded her childhood
dreams and her maiden illusions, when she saw it sad, lonely, deserted, with the
windows half closed, vacant and dark like a dead man’s eyes, when she heard the low
rustling of the bamboos, and saw them nodding in the fresh morning breeze as though
bidding her farewell, then her vivacity disappeared; she stopped, her eyes filled with
tears, and letting herself fall in a sitting posture on a log by the wayside she broke out
into disconsolate tears.

Juli had been gone several hours and the sun was quite high overhead when Tandang
Selo gazed from the window at the people in their festival garments going to the town to
attend the high mass. Nearly all led by the hand or carried in their arms a little boy or
girl decked out as if for a fiesta.

Christmas day in the Philippines is, according to the elders, a fiesta for the children, who
are perhaps not of the same opinion and who, it may be supposed, have for it an
instinctive dread. They are roused early, washed, dressed, and decked out with
everything new, dear, and precious that they possess—high silk shoes, big hats, woolen
or velvet suits, without overlooking four or five scapularies, which contain texts from St.
John, and thus burdened they are carried to the high mass, where for almost an hour
they are subjected to the heat and the human smells from so many crowding, perspiring
people, and if they are not made to recite the rosary they must remain quiet, bored, or
asleep. At each movement or antic that may soil their clothing they are pinched and
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scolded, so the fact is that they do not laugh or feel happy, while in their round eyes can
be read a protest against so much embroidery and a longing for the old shirt of week-
days.
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Afterwards, they are dragged from house to house to kiss their relatives’ hands. There
they have to dance, sing, and recite all the amusing things they know, whether in the
humor or not, whether comfortable or not in their fine clothes, with the eternal pinchings
and scoldings if they play any of their tricks. Their relatives give them cuartos which
their parents seize upon and of which they hear nothing more. The only positive results
they are accustomed to get from the fiesta are the marks of the aforesaid pinchings, the
vexations, and at best an attack of indigestion from gorging themselves with candy and
cake in the houses of kind relatives. But such is the custom, and Filipino children enter
the world through these ordeals, which afterwards prove the least sad, the least hard, of
their lives.

Adult persons who live independently also share in this fiesta, by visiting their parents
and their parents’ relatives, crooking their knees, and wishing them a merry Christmas.
Their Christmas gift consists of a sweetmeat, some fruit, a glass of water, or some
insignificant present.

Tandang Selo saw all his friends pass and thought sadly that this year he had no
Christmas gift for anybody, while his granddaughter had gone without hers, without
wishing him a merry Christinas. Was it delicacy on Juli's part or pure forgetfulness?

When he tried to greet the relatives who called on him, bringing their children, he found
to his great surprise that he could not articulate a word. Vainly he tried, but no sound
could he utter. He placed his hands on his throat, shook his head, but without effect.
When he tried to laugh, his lips trembled convulsively and the only noise produced was
a hoarse wheeze like the blowing of bellows.

The women gazed at him in consternation. “He’s dumb, he’s dumb!” they cried in
astonishment, raising at once a literal pandemonium.

CHAPTER IX

PILATES

When the news of this misfortune became known in the town, some lamented it and
others shrugged their shoulders. No one was to blame, and no one need lay it on his
conscience.

The lieutenant of the Civil Guard gave no sign: he had received an order to take up all
the arms and he had performed his duty. He had chased the tulisanes whenever he
could, and when they captured Cabesang Tales he had organized an expedition and
brought into the town, with their arms bound behind them, five or six rustics who looked
suspicious, so if Cabesang Tales did not show up it was because he was not in the
pockets or under the skins of the prisoners, who were thoroughly shaken out.
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The friar-administrator shrugged his shoulders: he had nothing to do with it, it was a
matter of tulisanes and he had merely done his duty. True it was that if he had not
entered the complaint, perhaps the arms would not have been taken up, and poor Tales
would not have been captured; but he, Fray Clemente, had to look after his own safety,
and that Tales had a way of staring at him as if picking out a good target in some part of
his body. Self-defense is natural. If there are tulisanes, the fault is not his, it is not his
duty to run them down—that belongs to the Civil Guard. If Cabesang Tales, instead of
wandering about his fields, had stayed at home, he would not have been captured. In
short, that was a punishment from heaven upon those who resisted the demands of his
corporation.

When Sister Penchang, the pious old woman in whose service Juli had entered, learned
of it, she ejaculated several 'Susmarioseps, crossed herself, and remarked, “Often God
sends these trials because we are sinners or have sinning relatives, to whom we should
have taught piety and we haven’'t done so.”

Those sinning relatives referred to Juliana, for to this pious woman Juli was a great
sinner. “Think of a girl of marriageable age who doesn’t yet know how to pray! Jesus,
how scandalous! If the wretch doesn’t say the Dios te salve Maria without stopping at
es contigo, and the Santa Maria without a pause after pecadores, as every good
Christian who fears God ought to do! She doesn’t know the oremus gratiam, and says
mentibus for mentibus. Anybody hearing her would think she was talking about
something else. 'Susmariosep!”

Greatly scandalized, she made the sign of the cross and thanked God, who had
permitted the capture of the father in order that the daughter might be snatched from sin
and learn the virtues which, according to the curates, should adorn every Christian
woman. She therefore kept the girl constantly at work, not allowing her to return to the
village to look after her grandfather. Juli had to learn how to pray, to read the books
distributed by the friars, and to work until the two hundred and fifty pesos should be
paid.

When she learned that Basilio had gone to Manila to get his savings and ransom Juli
from her servitude, the good woman believed that the girl was forever lost and that the
devil had presented himself in the guise of the student. Dreadful as it all was, how true
was that little book the curate had given her! Youths who go to Manila to study are
ruined and then ruin the others. Thinking to rescue Juli, she made her read and re-read
the book called Tandang Basio Macunat, [17] charging her always to go and see the
curate in the convento, [18] as did the heroine, who is so praised by the author, a friar.
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Meanwhile, the friars had gained their point. They had certainly won the suit, so they
took advantage of Cabesang Tales’ captivity to turn the fields over to the one who had
asked for them, without the least thought of honor or the faintest twinge of shame.
When the former owner returned and learned what had happened, when he saw his
fields in another’s possession,—those fields that had cost the lives of his wife and
daughter,—when he saw his father dumb and his daughter working as a servant, and
when he himself received an order from the town council, transmitted through the
headman of the village, to move out of the house within three days, he said nothing; he
sat down at his father’s side and spoke scarcely once during the whole day.

CHAPTER X

WEALTH AND WANT

On the following day, to the great surprise of the village, the jeweler Simoun, followed by
two servants, each carrying a canvas-covered chest, requested the hospitality of
Cabesang Tales, who even in the midst of his wretchedness did not forget the good
Filipino customs—rather, he was troubled to think that he had no way of properly
entertaining the stranger. But Simoun brought everything with him, servants and
provisions, and merely wished to spend the day and night in the house because it was
the largest in the village and was situated between San Diego and Tiani, towns where
he hoped to find many customers.

Simoun secured information about the condition of the roads and asked Cabesang
Tales if his revolver was a sufficient protection against the tulisanes.

“They have rifles that shoot a long way,” was the rather absent-minded reply.

“This revolver does no less,” remarked Simoun, firing at an areca-palm some two
hundred paces away.

Cabesang Tales noticed that some nuts fell, but remained silent and thoughtful.

Gradually the families, drawn by the fame of the jeweler’s wares, began to collect. They
wished one another merry Christmas, they talked of masses, saints, poor crops, but still
were there to spend their savings for jewels and trinkets brought from Europe. It was
known that the jeweler was the friend of the Captain-General, so it wasn't lost labor to
get on good terms with him, and thus be prepared for contingencies.

Capitan Basilio came with his wife, daughter, and son-in-law, prepared to spend at least
three thousand pesos. Sister Penchang was there to buy a diamond ring she had
promised to the Virgin of Antipolo. She had left Juli at home memorizing a booklet the
curate had sold her for four cuartos, with forty days of indulgence granted by the
Archbishop to every one who read it or listened to it read.
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“Jesus!” said the pious woman to Capitana Tika, “that poor girl has grown up like a
mushroom planted by the tikbalang. I've made her read the book at the top of her voice
at least fifty times and she doesn’t remember a single word of it. She has a head like a
sieve—full when it’s in the water. All of us hearing her, even the dogs and cats, have
won at least twenty years of indulgence.”
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Simoun arranged his two chests on the table, one being somewhat larger than the
other. “You don’t want plated jewelry or imitation gems. This lady,” turning to Sinang,
“wants real diamonds.”

“That’s it, yes, sir, diamonds, old diamonds, antique stones, you know,” she responded.
“Papa will pay for them, because he likes antique things, antique stones.” Sinang was

accustomed to joke about the great deal of Latin her father understood and the little her
husband knew.

“It just happens that | have some antique jewels,” replied Simoun, taking the canvas
cover from the smaller chest, a polished steel case with bronze trimmings and stout
locks. “I have necklaces of Cleopatra’s, real and genuine, discovered in the Pyramids;
rings of Roman senators and knights, found in the ruins of Carthage.”

“Probably those that Hannibal sent back after the battle of Cannae!” exclaimed Capitan
Basilio seriously, while he trembled with pleasure. The good man, thought he had read
much about the ancients, had never, by reason of the lack of museums in Filipinas,
seen any of the objects of those times.

“I have brought besides costly earrings of Roman ladies, discovered in the villa of
Annius Mucius Papilinus in Pompeii.”

Capitan Easilio nodded to show that he understood and was eager to see such precious
relics. The women remarked that they also wanted things from Rome, such as rosaries
blessed by the Pope, holy relics that would take away sins without the need of
confessions, and so on.

When the chest was opened and the cotton packing removed, there was exposed a tray
filled with rings, reliquaries, lockets, crucifixes, brooches, and such like. The diamonds
set in among variously colored stones flashed out brightly and shimmered among
golden flowers of varied hues, with petals of enamel, all of peculiar designs and rare
Arabesque workmanship.

Simoun lifted the tray and exhibited another filled with quaint jewels that would have
satisfied the imaginations of seven debutantes on the eves of the balls in their honor.
Designs, one more fantastic than the other, combinations of precious stones and pearls
worked into the figures of insects with azure backs and transparent forewings,
sapphires, emeralds, rubies, turquoises, diamonds, joined to form dragon-flies, wasps,
bees, butterflies, beetles, serpents, lizards, fishes, sprays of flowers. There were
diadems, necklaces of pearls and diamonds, so that some of the girls could not withhold
a naku of admiration, and Sinang gave a cluck with her tongue, whereupon her mother
pinched her to prevent her from encouraging the jeweler to raise his prices, for Capitana
Tika still pinched her daughter even after the latter was married.

83



('ux_Ll)BOOKRAGS

“Here you have some old diamonds,” explained the jeweler. “This ring belonged to the
Princess Lamballe and those earrings to one of Marie Antoinette’s ladies.” They
consisted of some beautiful solitaire diamonds, as large as grains of corn, with
somewhat bluish lights, and pervaded with a severe elegance, as though they still
reflected in their sparkles the shuddering of the Reign of Terror.
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“Those two earrings!” exclaimed Sinang, looking at her father and instinctively covering
the arm next to her mother.

“Something more ancient yet, something Roman,” said Capitan Basilio with a wink.

The pious Sister Penchang thought that with such a gift the Virgin of Antipolo would be
softened and grant her her most vehement desire: for some time she had begged for a
wonderful miracle to which her name would be attached, so that her name might be
immortalized on earth and she then ascend into heaven, like the Capitana Ines of the
curates. She inquired the price and Simoun asked three thousand pesos, which made
the good woman cross hersel—'Susmariosep!

Simoun now exposed the third tray, which was filled with watches, cigar- and match-
cases decorated with the rarest enamels, reliquaries set with diamonds and containing
the most elegant miniatures.

The fourth tray, containing loose gems, stirred a murmur of admiration. Sinang again
clucked with her tongue, her mother again pinched her, although at the same time
herself emitting a 'Susmaria of wonder.

No one there had ever before seen so much wealth. In that chest lined with dark-blue
velvet, arranged in trays, were the wonders of the Arabian Nights, the dreams of
Oriental fantasies. Diamonds as large as peas glittered there, throwing out attractive
rays as if they were about to melt or burn with all the hues of the spectrum; emeralds
from Peru, of varied forms and shapes; rubies from India, red as drops of blood;
sapphires from Ceylon, blue and white; turquoises from Persia; Oriental pearls, some
rosy, some lead-colored, others black. Those who have at night seen a great rocket
burst in the azure darkness of the sky into thousands of colored lights, so bright that
they make the eternal stars look dim, can imagine the aspect the tray presented.

As if to increase the admiration of the beholders, Simoun took the stones out with his
tapering brown fingers, gloating over their crystalline hardness, their luminous stream,
as they poured from his hands like drops of water reflecting the tints of the rainbow.
The reflections from so many facets, the thought of their great value, fascinated the
gaze of every one.

Cabesang Tales, who had approached out of curiosity, closed his eyes and drew back
hurriedly, as if to drive away an evil thought. Such great riches were an insult to his
misfortunes; that man had come there to make an exhibition of his immense wealth on
the very day that he, Tales, for lack of money, for lack of protectors, had to abandon the
house raised by his own hands.

“Here you have two black diamonds, among the largest in existence,” explained the
jeweler. “They'’re very difficult to cut because they're the very hardest. This somewhat
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rosy stone is also a diamond, as is this green one that many take for an emerald.
Quiroga the Chinaman offered me six thousand pesos for it in order to present it to a
very influential lady, and yet it is not the green ones that are the most valuable, but

these blue ones.”
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He selected three stones of no great size, but thick and well-cut, of a delicate azure tint.

“For all that they are smaller than the green,” he continued, “they cost twice as much.
Look at this one, the smallest of all, weighing not more than two carats, which cost me
twenty thousand pesos and which | won’t sell for less than thirty. | had to make a
special trip to buy it. This other one, from the mines of Golconda, weighs three and a
half carats and is worth over seventy thousand. The Viceroy of India, in a letter |
received the day before yesterday, offers me twelve thousand pounds sterling for it.”

Before such great wealth, all under the power of that man who talked so unaffectedly,
the spectators felt a kind of awe mingled with dread. Sinang clucked several times and
her mother did not pinch her, perhaps because she too was overcome, or perhaps
because she reflected that a jeweler like Simoun was not going to try to gain five pesos
more or less as a result of an exclamation more or less indiscreet. All gazed at the
gems, but no one showed any desire to handle them, they were so awe-inspiring.
Curiosity was blunted by wonder. Cabesang Tales stared out into the field, thinking that
with a single diamond, perhaps the very smallest there, he could recover his daughter,
keep his house, and perhaps rent another farm. Could it be that those gems were worth
more than a man’s home, the safety of a maiden, the peace of an old man in his
declining days?

As if he guessed the thought, Simoun remarked to those about him: “Look here—with
one of these little blue stones, which appear so innocent and inoffensive, pure as sparks
scattered over the arch of heaven, with one of these, seasonably presented, a man was
able to have his enemy deported, the father of a family, as a disturber of the peace; and
with this other little one like it, red as one’s heart-blood, as the feeling of revenge, and
bright as an orphan’s tears, he was restored to liberty, the man was returned to his
home, the father to his children, the husband to the wife, and a whole family saved from
a wretched future.”

He slapped the chest and went on in a loud tone in bad Tagalog: “Here | have, as in a
medicine-chest, life and death, poison and balm, and with this handful | can drive to
tears all the inhabitants of the Philippines!”

The listeners gazed at him awe-struck, knowing him to be right. In his voice there could
be detected a strange ring, while sinister flashes seemed to issue from behind the blue

goggles.

Then as if to relieve the strain of the impression made by the gems on such simple folk,
he lifted up the tray and exposed at the bottom the sanctum sanctorum. Cases of
Russian leather, separated by layers of cotton, covered a bottom lined with gray velvet.
All expected wonders, and Sinang’s husband thought he saw carbuncles, gems that
flashed fire and shone in the midst of the shadows. Capitan Basilio was on the
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threshold of immortality: he was going to behold something real, something beyond his
dreams.
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“This was a necklace of Cleopatra’s,” said Simoun, taking out carefully a flat case in the
shape of a half-moon. “It's a jewel that can’t be appraised, an object for a museum,
only for a rich government.”

It was a necklace fashioned of bits of gold representing little idols among green and
blue beetles, with a vulture’s head made from a single piece of rare jasper at the center
between two extended wings—the symbol and decoration of Egyptian queens.

Sinang turned up her nose and made a grimace of childish depreciation, while Capitan
Basilio, with all his love for antiquity, could not restrain an exclamation of
disappointment.

“It's a magnificent jewel, well-preserved, almost two thousand years old.”
“Pshaw!” Sinang made haste to exclaim, to prevent her father’s falling into temptation.

“Fool!” he chided her, after overcoming his first disappointment. “How do you know but
that to this necklace is due the present condition of the world? With this Cleopatra may
have captivated Caesar, Mark Antony! This has heard the burning declarations of love
from the greatest warriors of their time, it has listened to speeches in the purest and
most elegant Latin, and yet you would want to wear it!”

“I? 1 wouldn't give three pesos for it.”

“You could give twenty, silly,” said Capitana Tika in a judicial tone. “The gold is good
and melted down would serve for other jewelry.”

“This is a ring that must have belonged to Sulla,” continued Simoun, exhibiting a heavy
ring of solid gold with a seal on it.

“With that he must have signed the death-wrarrants during his dictatorship!” exclaimed
Capitan Basilio, pale with emotion. He examined it and tried to decipher the seal, but
though he turned it over and over he did not understand paleography, so he could not
read it.

“What a finger Sulla had!” he observed finally. “This would fit two of ours—as I've said,
we’re degenerating!”

“I still have many other jewels—"
“If they're all that kind, never mind!” interrupted Sinang. “I think | prefer the modern.”

Each one selected some piece of jewelry, one a ring, another a watch, another a locket.
Capitana Tika bought a reliquary that contained a fragment of the stone on which Our
Saviour rested at his third fall; Sinang a pair of earrings; and Capitan Basilio the watch-
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chain for the alferez, the lady’s earrings for the curate, and other gifts. The families from
the town of Tiani, not to be outdone by those of San Diego, in like manner emptied their
purses.

Simoun bought or exchanged old jewelry, brought there by economical mothers, to
whom it was no longer of use.

“You, haven’t you something to sell?” he asked Cabesang Tales, noticing the latter
watching the sales and exchanges with covetous eyes, but the reply was that all his
daughter’s jewels had been sold, nothing of value remained.
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“What about Maria Clara’s locket?” inquired Sinang.
“True!” the man exclaimed, and his eyes blazed for a moment.

“It's a locket set with diamonds and emeralds,” Sinang told the jeweler. “My old friend
wore it before she became a nun.”

Simoun said nothing, but anxiously watched Cabesang Tales, who, after opening
several boxes, found the locket. He examined it carefully, opening and shutting it
repeatedly. It was the same locket that Maria Clara had worn during the fiesta in San
Diego and which she had in a moment of compassion given to a leper.

“I like the design,” said Simoun. “How much do you want for it?”

Cabesang Tales scratched his head in perplexity, then his ear, then looked at the
women.

“I've taken a fancy to this locket,” Simoun went on. “Will you take a hundred, five
hundred pesos? Do you want to exchange it for something else? Take your choice
here!”

Tales stared foolishly at Simoun, as if in doubt of what he heard. “Five hundred pesos?”
he murmured.

“Five hundred,” repeated the jeweler in a voice shaking with emotion.

Cabesang Tales took the locket and made several turns about the room, with his heart
beating violently and his hands trembling. Dared he ask more? That locket could save
him, this was an excellent opportunity, such as might not again present itself.

The women winked at him to encourage him to make the sale, excepting Penchang,
who, fearing that Juli would be ransomed, observed piously: “l would keep it as a relic.
Those who have seen Maria Clara in the nunnery say she has got so thin and weak that
she can scarcely talk and it's thought that she’ll die a saint. Padre Salvi speaks very
highly of her and he’s her confessor. That's why Juli didn’t want ito give it up, but rather
preferred to pawn herself.”

This speech had its effect—the thought of his daughter restrained Tales. “If you will
allow me,” he said, “I'll go to the town to consult my daughter. I'll be back before night.”

This was agreed upon and Tales set out at once. But when he found himself outside of
the village, he made out at a distance, on a path, that entered the woods, the friar-
administrator and a man whom he recognized as the usurper of his land. A husband
seeing his wife enter a private room with another man could not feel more wrath or
jealousy than Cabesang Tales experienced when he saw them moving over his fields,
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the fields cleared by him, which he had thought to leave to his children. It seemed to
him that they were mocking him, laughing at his powerlessness. There flashed into his
memory what he had said about never giving up his fields except to him who irrigated
them with his own blood and buried in them his wife and daughter.

He stopped, rubbed his hand over his forehead, and shut his eyes. When he again
opened them, he saw that the man had turned to laugh and that the friar had caught his
sides as though to save himself from bursting with merriment, then he saw them point
toward his house and laugh again.
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A buzz sounded in his ears, he felt the crack of a whip around his chest, the red mist
reappeared before his eyes, he again saw the corpses of his wife and daughter, and
beside them the usurper with the friar laughing and holding his sides. Forgetting
everything else, he turned aside into the path they had taken, the one leading to his
fields.

Simoun waited in vain for Cabesang Tales to return that night. But the next morning
when he arose he noticed that the leather holster of his revolver was empty. Opening it
he found inside a scrap of paper wrapped around the locket set with emeralds and
diamonds, with these few lines written on it in Tagalog:

“Pardon, sir, that in my own house I relieve you of what belongs to you, but necessity
drives me to it. In exchange for your revolver | leave the locket you desired so much. |
need the weapon, for | am going out to join the tulisanes.

“l advise you not to keep on your present road, because if
you fall into our power, not then being my guest, we will
require of you a large ransom.

Telesforo Juan de Dios.”

“At last I've found my man!” muttered Simoun with a deep breath. “He’s somewhat
scrupulous, but so much the better—he’ll keep his promises.”

He then ordered a servant to go by boat over the lake to Los Banos with the larger
chest and await him there. He would go on overland, taking the smaller chest, the one
containing his famous jewels. The arrival of four civil-guards completed his good
humor. They came to arrest Cabesang Tales and not finding him took Tandang Selo
away instead.

Three murders had been committed during the night. The friar-administrator and the
new tenant of Cabesang Tales’ land had been found dead, with their heads split open
and their mouths full of earth, on the border of the fields. In the town the wife of the
usurper was found dead at dawn, her mouth also filled with earth and her throat cut,
with a fragment of paper beside her, on which was the name Tales, written in blood as
though traced by a finger.

Calm yourselves, peaceful inhabitants of Kalamba! None of you are named Tales, none
of you have committed any crime! You are called Luis Habana, Matias Belarmino,
Nicasio Eigasani, Cayetano de Jesus, Mateo Elejorde, Leandro Lopez, Antonino Lopez,
Silvestre Ubaldo, Manuel Hidalgo, Paciano Mercado, your name is the whole village of
Kalamba. [19] You cleared your fields, on them you have spent the labor of your whole
lives, your savings, your vigils and privations, and you have been despoiled of them,
driven from your homes, with the rest forbidden to show you hospitality! Not content
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with outraging justice, they [20] have trampled upon the sacred traditions of your
country! You have served Spain and the King, and when in their name you have asked
for justice, you were banished without trial, torn from your wives’ arms and

94



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 52

your children’s caresses! Any one of you has suffered more than Cabesang Tales, and
yet none, not one of you, has received justice! Neither pity nor humanity has been
shown you—you have been persecuted beyond the tomb, as was Mariano Herbosa!
[21] Weep or laugh, there in those lonely isles where you wander vaguely, uncertain of
the future! Spain, the generous Spain, is watching over you, and sooner or later you will
have justice!

CHAPTER XI

LOS BANOS

His Excellency, the Captain-General and Governor of the Philippine Islands, had been
hunting in Bosoboso. But as he had to be accompanied by a band of music,—since
such an exalted personage was not to be esteemed less than the wooden images
carried in the processions,—and as devotion to the divine art of St. Cecilia has not yet
been popularized among the deer and wild boars of Bosoboso, his Excellency, with the
band of music and train of friars, soldiers, and clerks, had not been able to catch a
single rat or a solitary bird.

The provincial authorities foresaw dismissals and transfers, the poor gobernadorcillos
and cabezas de barangay were restless and sleepless, fearing that the mighty hunter in
his wrath might have a notion to make up with their persons for the lack of
submissiveness on the part of the beasts of the forest, as had been done years before
by an alcalde who had traveled on the shoulders of impressed porters because he
found no horses gentle enough to guarantee his safety. There was not lacking an evil
rumor that his Excellency had decided to take some action, since in this he saw the first
symptoms of a rebellion which should be strangled in its infancy, that a fruitless hunt
hurt the prestige of the Spanish name, that he already had his eye on a wretch to be
dressed up as a deer, when his Excellency, with clemency that Ben-Zayb lacked words
to extol sufficiently, dispelled all the fears by declaring that it pained him to sacrifice to
his pleasure the beasts of the forest.

But to tell the truth, his Excellency was secretly very well satisfied, for what would have
happened had he missed a shot at a deer, one of those not familiar with political
etiquette? What would the prestige of the sovereign power have come to then? A
Captain-General of the Philippines missing a shot, like a raw hunter? What would have
been said by the Indians, among whom there were some fair huntsmen? The integrity
of the fatherland would have been endangered.

So it was that his Excellency, with a sheepish smile, and posing as a disappointed
hunter, ordered an immediate return to Los Banos. During the journey he related with
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an indifferent air his hunting exploits in this or that forest of the Peninsula, adopting a
tone somewhat depreciative, as suited the case, toward hunting in Filipinas. The bath
in Dampalit, the hot springs on the shore of the lake, card-games in the palace, with an
occasional excursion to some neighboring waterfall, or the lake infested with caymans,
offered more attractions and fewer risks to the integrity of the fatherland.
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Thus on one of the last days of December, his Excellency found himself in the sala,
taking a hand at cards while he awaited the breakfast hour. He had come from the
bath, with the usual glass of coconut-milk and its soft meat, so he was in the best of
humors for granting favors and privileges. His good humor was increased by his
winning a good many hands, for Padre Irene and Padre Sibyla, with whom he was
playing, were exercising all their skill in secretly trying to lose, to the great irritation of
Padre Camorra, who on account of his late arrival only that morning was not informed
as to the game they were playing on the General. The friar-artilleryman was playing in
good faith and with great care, so he turned red and bit his lip every time Padre Sibyla
seemed inattentive or blundered, but he dared not say a word by reason of the respect
he felt for the Dominican. In exchange he took his revenge out on Padre Irene, whom
he looked upon as a base fawner and despised for his coarseness. Padre Sibyla let
him scold, while the humbler Padre Irene tried to excuse himself by rubbing his long
nose. His Excellency was enjoying it and took advantage, like the good tactician that
the Canon hinted he was, of all the mistakes of his opponents. Padre Camorra was
ignorant of the fact that across the table they were playing for the intellectual
development of the Filipinos, the instruction in Castilian, but had he known it he would
doubtless have joyfully entered into that game.

The open balcony admitted the fresh, pure breeze and revealed the lake, whose waters
murmured sweetly around the base of the edifice, as if rendering homage. On the right,
at a distance, appeared Talim Island, a deep blue in the midst of the lake, while almost
in front lay the green and deserted islet of Kalamba, in the shape of a half-moon. To the
left the picturesque shores were fringed with clumps of bamboo, then a hill overlooking
the lake, with wide ricefields beyond, then red roofs amid the deep green of the trees,
—the town of Kalamba,—and beyond the shore-line fading into the distance, with the
horizon at the back closing down over the water, giving the lake the appearance of a
sea and justifying the name the Indians give it of dagat na tabang, or fresh-water sea.

At the end of the sala, seated before a table covered with documents, was the
secretary. His Excellency was a great worker and did not like to lose time, so he
attended to business in the intervals of the game or while dealing the cards.
Meanwhile, the bored secretary yawned and despaired. That morning he had worked,
as usual, over transfers, suspensions of employees, deportations, pardons, and the like,
but had not yet touched the great question that had stirred so much interest—the
petition of the students requesting permission to establish an academy of Castilian.
Pacing from one end of the room to the other and conversing animatedly but in low
tones were to be seen Don Custodio, a high official, and a friar named Padre
Fernandez, who hung his head with an air either of meditation or annoyance. From an
adjoining room issued the click of balls striking together and bursts of laughter, amid
which might be heard the sharp, dry voice of Simoun, who was playing billiards with
Ben-Zayb.
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Suddenly Padre Camorra arose. “The devil with this game, punales!” he exclaimed,
throwing his cards at Padre Irene’s head. “Punales, that trick, if not all the others, was
assured and we lost by default! Punales! The devil with this game!”

He explained the situation angrily to all the occupants of the sala, addressing himself
especially to the three walking about, as if he had selected them for judges. The
general played thus, he replied with such a card, Padre Irene had a certain card; he led,
and then that fool of a Padre Irene didn't play his card! Padre Irene was giving the
game away! It was a devil of a way to play! His mother’s son had not come here to
rack his brains for nothing and lose his money!

Then he added, turning very red, “If the booby thinks my money grows on every
bush!... On top of the fact that my Indians are beginning to haggle over payments!”
Fuming, and disregarding the excuses of Padre Irene, who tried to explain while he
rubbed the tip of his beak in order to conceal his sly smile, he went into the billiardroom.

“Padre Fernandez, would you like to take a hand?” asked Fray Sibyla.
“I'm a very poor player,” replied the friar with a grimace.
“Then get Simoun,” said the General. “Eh, Simoun! Eh, Mister, won’t you try a hand?”

“What is your disposition concerning the arms for sporting purposes?” asked the
secretary, taking advantage of the pause.

Simoun thrust his head through the doorway.

“Don’t you want to take Padre Camorra’s place, Senor Sindbad?” inquired Padre Irene.
“You can bet diamonds instead of chips.”

“I don’t care if | do,” replied Simoun, advancing while he brushed the chalk from his
hands. “What will you bet?”

“What should we bet?” returned Padre Sibyla. “The General can bet what he likes, but
we priests, clerics—"

“Bah!” interrupted Simoun ironically. “You and Padre Irene can pay with deeds of
charity, prayers, and virtues, eh?”

“You know that the virtues a person may possess,” gravely argued Padre Sibyla, “are
not like the diamonds that may pass from hand to hand, to be sold and resold. They are
inherent in the being, they are essential attributes of the subject—"

“I'll be satisfied then if you pay me with promises,” replied Simoun jestingly. “You, Padre
Sibyla, instead of paying me five something or other in money, will say, for example: for
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five days | renounce poverty, humility, and obedience. You, Padre Irene: | renounce
chastity, liberality, and so on. Those are small matters, and I’'m putting up my
diamonds.”

“What a peculiar man this Simoun is, what notions he has!” exclaimed Padre Irene with
a smile.

“And he,” continued Simoun, slapping his Excellency familiarly on the shoulder, “he will
pay me with an order for five days in prison, or five months, or an order of deportation
made out in blank, or let us say a summary execution by the Civil Guard while my man
Is being conducted from one town to another.”
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This was a strange proposition, so the three who had been pacing about gathered
around.

“But, Senor Simoun,” asked the high official, “what good will you get out of winning
promises of virtues, or lives and deportations and summary executions?”

“A great deal! I'm tired of hearing virtues talked about and would like to have the whole
of them, all there are in the world, tied up in a sack, in order to throw them into the sea,
even though | had to use my diamonds for sinkers.”

“What an idea!” exclaimed Padre Irene with another smile. “And the deportations and
executions, what of them?”

“Well, to clean the country and destroy every evil seed.”

“Get out! You're still sore at the tulisanes. But you were lucky that they didn't demand a
larger ransom or keep all your jewels. Man, don’t be ungrateful!”

Simoun proceeded to relate how he had been intercepted by a band of tulisanes, who,
after entertaining him for a day, had let him go on his way without exacting other ransom
than his two fine revolvers and the two boxes of cartridges he carried with him. He
added that the tulisanes had charged him with many kind regards for his Excellency, the
Captain-General.

As a result of this, and as Simoun reported that the tulisanes were well provided with
shotguns, rifles, and revolvers, and against such persons one man alone, no matter
how well armed, could not defend himself, his Excellency, to prevent the tulisanes from
getting weapons in the future, was about to dictate a new decree forbidding the
introduction of sporting arms.

“On the contrary, on the contrary!” protested Simoun, “for me the tulisanes are the most
respectable men in the country, they're the only ones who earn their living honestly.
Suppose | had fallen into the hands—well, of you yourselves, for example, would you
have let me escape without taking half of my jewels, at least?”

Don Custodio was on the point of protesting; that Simoun was really a rude American
mulatto taking advantage of his friendship with the Captain-General to insult Padre
Irene, although it may be true also that Padre Irene would hardly have set him free for
so little.

“The evil is not,” went on Simoun, “in that there are tulisanes in the mountains and
uninhabited parts—the evil lies in the tulisanes in the towns and cities.”

“Like yourself,” put in the Canon with a smile.
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“Yes, like myself, like all of us! Let's be frank, for no Indian is listening to us here,”
continued the jeweler. “The evil is that we’re not all openly declared tulisanes. When
that happens and we all take to the woods, on that day the country will be saved, on
that day will rise a new social order which will take care of itself, and his Excellency will

be able to play his game in peace, without the necessity of having his attention diverted
by his secretary.”
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The person mentioned at that moment yawned, extending his folded arms above his
head and stretching his crossed legs under the table as far as possible, upon noticing
which all laughed. His Excellency wished to change the course of the conversation, so,
throwing down the cards he had been shuffling, he said half seriously: “Come, come,
enough of jokes and cards! Let’s get to work, to work in earnest, since we still have a
half-hour before breakfast. Are there many matters to be got through with?”

All now gave their attention. That was the day for joining battle over the question of
instruction in Castilian, for which purpose Padre Sibyla and Padre Irene had been there
several days. It was known that the former, as Vice-Rector, was opposed to the project
and that the latter supported it, and his activity was in turn supported by the Countess.

“What