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A S~ry of~~-:::IPhtltPp:nes
, .~

, B1J JOSE GARCIA VILLA i
, b '_' ij I

!_ have h~a~d'the son?s 0~1 the wind', the songs 1 -- -'--
e young lush moon, the songs of tall, strong tree1f

An '~I ave heard" tOQ, the wisdom ~n '~l~ t!lese ·~ongs.:...J>u~ :
~he ' t atest of all Wis~o~ is in~t.he rong of lov~, 1V?en, ~~~
and Iw man love. For thIS I tell yOW:;, There IS wlsdom-i1lt-
love' f r love is w~sdom·. Hail . 1 ", " , '\1 '

:A d this more I te~l you: "The love, of D).an is stronge,Ji .
I , • , I' t.. I

tha I', t e love of woman. The love f:of man IS a great re

ye~ i And so, wpen ban Iov,es,_h~ is c~uel-ev~n to him-I
. ' If I· j' 'se ~ - ' ~ ; _-, '

I A d tp.is yet have I to say: A iove<that -is not cruel i
dea;. What is aliv'e,~rts., A mot 'ei" ~that loves her ,chi!
p~nis~ .s it when iit h~s done misc'ief. .A ~nake tha~ i
:allvl' sIngs. A rose 0' th~ plant tears wIth ItS. thorns,. ,~

s~!4a ove that is. nht c?el is deq.d: " t is not love. ~ttat is\'
alw~', urts. ~ I'! J .."

. '~••'" A d so !ov,e. stitn"gs." A~d, in itsri,' ting,there is wisdom.:
FOr\llal love IS ~lsdc!>IlL Ha~.~,~-· , . ,

: . * * * \ .
II A 'd now let:m~ t~il you the'sto~y of Malakas.., .,'

, - 1F H twenty lh~ndsome yea~s ~as he w~en the -4rIVer
Pas,g et was youn~ when 'ceool, gr~n cl1.!mps of banJboosJ

. arb Ir d its sof~.pa~dY banks. Tali! and big and ~ide .of
bre 1 st 'was he lIke·~ Y9ung gorgeou~ god; brown hlSskin,
har; is muscles, ffuet I his feet. thfk were his wrists as
the t' i d, free bambd.o, furl ~is ha~ds~,o,t soft llor hard,bU,t
the ~!a ds a woman ivould like to h~wisther wrists when '

f" ~a is jealou~ qf her. And wlfin ~he walked, Yloung
iQre~m ul eyes of ~~omen followed h~m-yearned for him,

I ," • , F:

for 'rh w~rmth th~t ~ay' in theenqlosure of' ~is brawny
[167 ] \~ . ,

:1
:,
j.
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arms, for the male firmness of· his young flilII lips~ Ah, the
women that looked after him,. how fast b~at their hearts, .
how wild became' their bloQd with! song, with cruel silent
desire..' ., " -.

Thf!Y s~id of him that he wa1s'.ewitched~for love had
not yet found his heart, for M6bi, . ho wa$ but fifteen, had
already loved and wedded, for ~o ething ,h Malakas'eyes
was deeP.'.and faraway and hUngryt>f dream.s; an.d he would
not ma,rry yet. .1

His f1..ther hadJ told him: "Ha h thou no desire to see
. . • I • '

, the son of thy son, or even yet thfson's sOljl's son? Then
J why doth thou,not'1Ilarrr. yet?· Ma yare the you~g women

gladly would have· thee for a rrtate.' ! • ~
And he had replied: "Father, II dp not mate-I love. I

shall love." " ' . I - . .
. .«M~rry then the woman you ldve." !

"I dream' of her yet." I
At nIght, when the moon was kthin smver smile on the .

:iace of the night, t~e young' wom~n, unable to sleep, said .. ~
al~ud to themselves: "Why can ~e not 10jVe me? Are my
eyb riot dark en~ugh for him? +'1 m.y pp~ so pale they'
cannot awaken hIS? Are. my arrps: so siort they cannot
curve round his neck ?',. And they rwere nort ashamed to say .
these, for they were not afraid to Jove.

And those with whom Malaka~ had played when he was
a child, when his arms had not yet become long and strong

, . I • .

and his halrnOrt so dark,-these girls. now~:grown into
~omen, w~en they thought of him, wept., For he'was so
;-,handsome and his Hps were bare of sweet words. He s~ng

to them no songos nor even touched their h~nds. He looked .
at them but the look in his' eyes was not t4e look. they
wanted. The look he gave the~ was b'Iank, meaningless
passive, tame. What a woman desires in' a man's' eyes is
the look 01 possession, the look of the master, the look of·
defiance,the look that exclaims to her, "You belong to-me,

"'only to me. See if that is not true!" Malakas .could not
'1

.,~.-" -........ 2
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· 'tm~eJ; tand, did not peed, the ~l in!' eir eyes. : And when
oth~,ryoung men c~me to them an: told them honeyed"
wot s and sang to tlhem of their lov i, they sat'silent and

· 100 e abstractedly ~t, the night. .y.ejt they married these
you g men whose to~-gues were glIb 4nq soft, whose arms

,weE' ot shy to, hold ya Iwoman. . . ! - ! .

: nd the years ~li~ed past until Malakas, was twenty- I
t~~ .. andsom~ hel~d becoine, widfr his breast, thicker I
hIS" r s; and hIS ey~ poth dreamful fnd hal?PY. . r

ifF r of the childtetI of a few rear~ ag~, a new.crop of
wo 1 e had emerged], lOne of them 'las named Maganda.
A'!f n Ie browI\ was ~~r.!ace, ruddy rere her,,cheeks, h~~

'. ,lips!,. oft red bloom. I}. ~er eyes we:r:enpt black but t~e color
of "II red roses scorrhed to death. GFuU was her bosom
an,~ sl nder her wais~,.,i, nd her voic~ t~,e voice of women in
drem. I I
, Ii· g I ~~ , ", '. IliA d with Maganp~ Malakasfell if love, , There blazed

In ij.. s eyes the first fir s of love-long, tender flame~ that
'senl:t eir golden g16J, s streams of l~gi.ljd music, care~sr
'ing~1 ~ ly, to every ~b~~ of hi~, addin~ more dreams to his

· dre." ~, more hunget Ito his sOlil. 'Jlnd. his lips became
jwa:,. ,and fun of pOY$S; heta,ld .herl~words so sweet the,
b~e~~ tpo, cou:ld unde~tand them: ;,: ' .

" !!]'~4-nd my heart if a little blue bo ~ . on the breast of a 1
.b~U~,,' blue ri~er. co~,e~ 0 my, ~elovet, I a~ waiting for ,
YOU~1" ','. ,', ,~. ' _ ",[

IISweet were his ijhrasea as' the ~t taste of nectar to ~ .
the Houng, young bee,!as the ~ornlngd~w is s~eet and cool -.
to ~e eyes. I '~, • • • ~ -. - "

. '~~'Of many silver'rances. we:e you~b»rD:' ?f many so:ft
· ~ln s, of theatti;!.r of Jillany loveklst hearts of flowers." ,

'. i nd she did! not ~derstandhim, s~e was yettso young.
, She1; et him go on ~l~ng, cooing;, his ,l<te t~ her; while her -l

'_ tho, hts,w~re of Bay~ni, the yQ;uth wh~ had grown up with
her~: layed with her, ~ho had oneday,~on the b~nks of the
Pa$1' prisoned her i~ his you~ IT arms.·. She had,

II '\ .. f,

jI. ' · I
1: - ~
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felt nothing for Bayani until this MlB.lakas talked,lv.{alakas,
whose lips said words sweet and tender" beautiful words
~-~ I

, .> that Bayani's lips did not know-words that reveal~d to her
she was not so young, that she did understand-Ba'yani-·

..- loved him, not Malakas.
She told him: "Close thy lips, Malakas. 1 love an-,

other. I love Bayani." ,
He protested. "He is only a boy-he is only sixteen."
"Never mind. I love him."
"Dp you not care f9r me?" ;he pleadedl.
"No. I love Bayani." But there were tears in· her

eyes, and she, took his big wide hands in hers and patted
< • ~

them. "Do you care so much, Malakas?"
. Malakas sopbed, 8.0 g:reat was his love for her.

"Forget me" Malakas," sh.e said. "I will give thee, my
firstborn, if she be a daughter~ for thee to love," she prom-:_
ised, and ran away. 1 :"

4nd Maganda and Eayani I were married, Ma}akas
lived alone. His eyes that had ~rightenEfd once with love,
now lost their shine a~d grew dUll, ,An~ though l?s lips h~d

learned to be sweet, now they, "'Iere sIlent agaIn. In hIS
heart lingered the face of Maga.da, li.n~ered it painfully
there. ' .' .'. j "

To Maganda there was born ~ daught~r. Fair was she,
this daughter of Bayani, and he 'aIled h~rMaganda after
her beauteous .mother. . !

I

Maganda, tlhe' daughter of M ganda, \grew more ..beau-
tiful each day. Each morn that assed softened the curves
of her body and strengthened the ich fullness of her limbs. "

, I

. The sunshine, when it fell on her air, go~dened it with th~ ! ~

gold of champaka flowers, and W' en the mpoIilight fell on
it blued it witp the blue of a sky' a ter seven rains. Ah, fair
was slhe, so. fair Malakas gradUallllost his sorrow and glad
dened each time he saw her. nce again his eyes did
brighten, his lips become full of oems, his soul ached with

, love.

.,

4
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"!fRejOice,M~~,;'s.tid M~yand~' to·hPn. J~or the
. dl1'llfhte1'J promIsed thee soon, WIll be il woman. Thelj. YQU
ca~ marry her if you love her." I) .

;11"1 love her, Maganda," he told hJr.. "I .love ~er, tllY
df1q~hter,. fair a.s thyself a:ndyetmo~e fair." I love ~er

; tru~ , Maganda, e~en ~s once I. l~ed tIte." . . .
; .J' nd in his eyes, in the tender pa~~ionof his lips, Ma-

. ga~ a saw that beautifl:ll ,~.~s MalakaS'llov&for her daugh- .
terJ IGreat was· her happl):less that sh~ sho\lld be able to '
offJ~ her daughter's love to th~ man w~o had loved her so
·we~li To Maganda, 'her, da4gh~er, spoke1she f:Lb'outMalakas,
wotf. to plant love in the Moung heart, kvords fraught witll·
tlliei.i: elody of many bygoneIyears, of m~r'y. lost ~~~gS foun.d
ag1I . ., " . ~i r'Love~,im,.. said she to her daugllter, "for he knoJs':: '
hOllto love., . . 1 . .

.J. ·1 lAnd Maganda,.the datighterof Ma~anda, looked at h,r
'lI10 ~;,r apd asked: . . 0' I..: .

;ik'::b~i~~~~e~~ganda kn~w that'J'daUghte~ ~~ nqt
oiL ~ t" t·,a 'WfuflJan ye . . , .. - I 0

r ~or.e years ,passed. Mala'kas' fatlher died, and the
: c~i en with whQm'Malakas'l)ad grown lup now had ~and~

. clU,ten an.;! some already had greyj hair. ,Maganda,
B~l ni's wife, was older now and no 101j1ger looke~ you~g;

tli~~;... I ad grown h~r a.rms, ~e.r mouth drc>?.ped, her l)I~S we.r~
\V~ ;e (> Anq the rIvet: Paslgwas broader now, deeper, and
t~e:I tile bamboos 0( lOng ago now had ~own so tall the~ ,

.' s'fut· ed with their -own weight.' Yet to iMalakas the years
:~eJ .not so .cr~el, for, the 'l?ve in his he~rt kept him' YQun~
In . .te of hIS seven.:.and-thIrty years. ~ '. ,

i , _. \ . ~

- he~ ode d~y Maganda, the dau~ter of' Maga~a;l
rea¢" ed ~her fifteenth tear. She was s~ beaut~l, so fair,!
she:I, azzled ev:eryone's eyes; Everybody, was proud of her"

. but,l roude~t of all w!1s Malakas, wli&'~~ved her; who had
wai~ .d for her these many years to groW! up. .

- l' I
.;

\
I
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,On this da~. Malakas went. to er and thrust his. ~pear.
.' into her staircase. So strong :was h the spear split the cane'
s~p. ~nd' stuck deep in the gfound. Many were the youths

.~ho tried to pull it out, but 'it resi ted bravely until at last
they retired ashamed. And Maga da, the daughter of Ma-

I .

g~nda, felt proud of Malakas.
: Maganda's mothet said: "If hou lovest my daughter,

t~ke her."
i "I love her," replied Malakas.

'! To Maganda, the daughter of Maganda, he said:..
·"1 love thee-have waited ,fo' thee the~e many years.

Wilt thou have me for thy husba d?" In his voice was. a
~eautiful tremor that' she caught :nd understood~ '"$

i "Prove to me thy love," she sid. '. . ,
.! Be held her in his powerful tawny arms, and she
~eemea so soft, so small; against hi~ breast he was afraid toI ~.

~mbrace her tighter'lest he crush ere
.; "Is that the way of' thy love? ' she asked.
I ""That is the way of JPY love," Malakas answered.-
J And she understood: The str ng .man does-pot brag of
.nis strength,he does' not hurt.eery weak, thing that is
~lacedl in his haned, for he knows h is strong-only.the weak
ln~n is cruel to a woman. "
I "~I will marry thee," said M ganda, the daughter 'of
~agal1lda.
!. There was great rejoicing a ong the 'people of the vil
ilage.· . There was much fishing, uch hunting,' and much

'.,-" jsinging. The young men began reparing beautiful gifts
Ifor the lpr~de, and the young men ove deep tnto the bay for
ithe bluest and whitest of seashel s. And these gifts they
I'kept hidden, a' secret, until the da of the:'marria,ge.. They
Iwere to be lai~ at the feet of the ride and the b:r;:idegroom

, j amidst rice-throwing ~nd well-wis ing. And the musi~ waS
I.' .

d the music of the young, for young, ould be the bride, young
rand bea-g,teous and fair. 9

I (~ )-
j i
i i
I ~
I ~

I .'

"
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!I ~nd the day for thewedding)~ca~e. Oh, the jo~ and
.m~ rnnen~ of the ,d3;y,the songs on the bps of old and you?,g,
j;ih~ meanIngful' tWInkles' of .gay YQung eyes, the claspIng:
oflld wrinkled hands. And in their midst stood Malakas,'
tall and big and wide of breast, his eyes aglow with love and
b~ ~ his.h~artwild withsuspense.

f

" ' .•

'. The ola, w~ite-haired, bent woman who would' marry
it, '_ ran .t~in passionate finge,rs through the dish of whit,e,

u : ked' riice, a ·long canny grin on her dried-up face. She
, caJ1l d for the bride. ':. . . 1

.' ~:'. But' M.ganda,. t...he da'~~hter of Maganda, appeared _,ot'-
i ,Maganda and Bayani called for their daughter-but -

'th: ,e was no answ~!". .' ...' .' "\. _
Ii ~lJ.tm Malakas 'called-and stiU she appeare~ not.

41 ~he.' guests . called: "Maganda, 0 daughter of
Mh an~a.". "

Yet she.1appeared not.
M~gand;a, the daughter of Magantfa, had eloped with a~ "

yq' h on tlie day of her weddtng. . ' . .., 0,

, I ~I Out of Mal~kas' eyes we~tthe bri.ef happin~ss he had .'
krl~lwn. He' stood rooted to his 'place tIll all the guests h~d
dik,ersed. ·Then ~uge sobs racke~ his big, sturdy body and ,
hJ hook like one in mortal spasms, his hands hard on :hisif. And the great hurt, the great choking emptinesS'in
hf oul, made'.him thereafter like unto a man of stone. ,

j One day,weeks after,' \faganda, the daughter of,
I ,

M~fanda, who had fled to the neaiV ivoods with her young ;. ,
IOf·r, returned to her people wi:t1h her mate: He was so , -,

j ydu!ng, this boy whom she had roated, that the light of boy""
h ' ,tl was not yet out of his eyes, the voice of boyhood not
y~t out o~ his throat, an~ the fdljiess ?f muscles ~ot, yet
Cql ,e. HIS step was that of a young wIld deer, brIsk and
q~i'k and light; hJs, eyes dark and' piercing, his lips bold
an free,-he was ~ll youth.' Around~ Maganda, the daugh
te~' of Maganda, t~e-.daughter of Maganda, he had his long

I '

i

.J

. I
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Itensile arm, and they wedged th~irl~ay ~ou!!"h t?e 'crowd
I 'that had gathered to see them, hk~ a paIr of I~I~, lovers._
j. . And of those who saw them epme back was Malakas.
IAnd as he-stood gazing at them he new that Mag~nda, the
j daughter., of Maganda, had done'rig t when ;she ran ,away on

'. I,her wedding day. He realized th for him there was no
: J love in Maganda's heart-there had not been love-that love'

! always had been for this boy who now walked beside her. '
j He kept on gazing at the, beau y of the young pai~ till
r they were out of sight. And wh n he returned home. he
I blessed them in his 'h~art, wished hem great~happiness-
! while his own lips quivered.
I 1 When Malakas and Maga da, the daughter of
i Ma:ganda, met again, she took him side by a clump of densE1

1

1 bamboos, and said:
. "Forgive me, Malakas. I ha e notdpne thee right."
I "I understanq.,". he replied.
I "I wi!J 19ive~thee my firstborn, f she be a daughter"for

'/- thee to love." Then she went awa
. To Maganda, the dau,ghter of ag~nda. a daughter wasj r

j born.. And Maganda, the young pa ents named :her.
'I '.

',.,- 1~ , The years th~t passed put grey on Malakas' temples. A
'/ little stoop descentred on his wide, hick should~rs, wrinkles'

1 lined~!\is brow, deep sunk his e es. Twenty-and-thirty
i' years 'had Malakas now, waiting fo Maganda, the daughter
I -I of Maganda, the daughter of Maga da. "

I
i And Maganda, the daughter 0 Magan(Ia, the daughter
, 'of MagaIida, grew into a woman. . air was she, fairer than
I Mtb.ganda, fairer even than Ma nda,' the 'daughter 'of

, ! Maganda,---\So fail; she was, like a qream. i ,Black was her .
,: hair as the long voluptuous nigh ~ with ithe, shadows of

I
i flowers mingled therein. Pink me lbwed tith brown were
. her cheeks, and in h~r eyes the ligh of hun,rY,stars..1\Jsea
I of sweet~e~swere"her lips, ,pink as the pin~ of gua~a seeds.
i As two lIlIes. were her hands, and her feejt as tWIn doves.i Lithe and slender and sII,lalI was sh ,a little g~lden princess,
j,
!

8
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~ bttle dawn of r6ses. a flower of seven delicate fra~ances:I Many ~ere those th~t 'loved_hftlt, tnany the~bold hearts

.th,I ft be,a~ 0,nly ~or" h~r~ many thO,s~ that desired 'h,'.er to be tl,1e
'n!l,therof theIr chIldren, but- none loved her: so well as,,* lakas-:and I~~gani. ' Isagani, the yduth borE under her

t't'e moon, the I youth who had played with~\her,: who,
'~ I amed of a nest with her, wli~se arms ~ere meas?red for; "

, ,breasts. ' , 1

"~II ' And when Isagani spoke .her of'love, she'listeried-, '
, , ther heart ~eard'n~t~ For in her'heart she ~herished the
',i ture of one who. was t~ll and big and wide ar breast,

,t' ose lips moved seldom., who~e ~yes were wistful.
:1, And when Qne day he cam'e.to h~r and told her, "I love . I

., i ee," she, dJd not say, "Prove to me thy love,"-but "I, too, '
l. ' .~'t e thee, Malakas/' t, ,: "

, ~, They spoke no further. words, they just looked into'
. ~ ch other's eyes till they were magnificent with tears-'and,
·tliew they loved eachotheir, had' always loved each other. '

" In her eyes he read:' "Why did you not.:come tome
~ ner, my love? Why have :you been so long ine.oming? :',
t ve been yours always." ',' ,

, i/. And in his. she r'ead:' "Love has .not be~n ,long. in .com-

. ff,:,',,g~:~!~~ed-,it ha:a~ll~ bee,:in Diy hea;oll,ove t,ht $,0.:
E[ The day of theIr wedding came.' The. house of· palm

, fer.ve~ a¥~ bamboos .was filled with people. Songs were
, ; ~lWrthin and with9ut. . ." l~ , . '
",I "Why has he not come yet?" ~ked I Maganda~ , the

" , d ughter of ,Maganda, the daughter of Maganda.
...:, ~ "He is, prepa~ing his best, maybe,'" comforted Ma~

~ . 'gnda, the daughter of Maganda, her mother. ';
;1, And they waited for him. . ,
: ,~ . .

• I

i1 He[mighrhave bee~ a stone god, Malakas, standing'tall
Ind big an.d wide, of breast, brown; imrnobile, a Fttle grey on
1 ' ,
i!.

\..
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~ j the temples, looking lingeringly at the hut ne was leaving. -
I He might have been no man at all, but one celestial, hal

lowed, as he stood in the soft af~rn'oon sunlight, impressing
into his soul the loved ~details of the hopte he was leaving,
a divine transcendent curve to his lips. And the sm~n - I

brown boy with the up-lifted face, the rapt, innocent face,
stanpiilg before him, might have been: no bolY at all Qut his
littlJ loving worshipper, his young beautiful archangeL

tMalakas' lips moved softly, slowly-'pierced the wist
ful' silence' around' with infinite tenderness.

"'G~ thou to Magand~, the daughter. of .M~g~nda, the 1

d~ughter of Maganda.Tell her Malakas wIll not com~ .
" will never come. M~lakas is not .for her. She is a wisp-, a .

fragrance, a delicate little flower-Malakas is a rock, heavy
~nd old-pis hands are clumsy. Malakas will not blight
her-wUi not destroy.her--he cannot do it-he loves her so.

I • TeU ·her' a youth awaits her-a youth that loves her
Isagani.. Tell 'her to go to him. Malak~s will not come-.--:., .

will never come." , .
,Q ~

He might have been a stone god-he did;not move- .
v .

only his eyes were bright and drea,rnful and faraway.
• • • • •

Hail . I. have heard the songs of the wind, th,e songs of
the young lus,h moon, the songs' of tall, strong trees.. And'

•
I have heard, too, the wisdom in. all tliese songs-but the ..
greatest of all wisdom is in. the song of love, when man and
woman love. For this I tell you: IThere. is wisdQnl in love,
for love is wisdo~.Hail

And this yet have I to say:~ A love that is not crqel is
dead. What is alive, hurts. A 'mother that loves her child
punishes it when it has done ·mischief. ' A snake that'is. . .

alive, s~ngs.: A rose on the plant tears with its' thorns. I
say, a love that is not cruel is dead. .It is not love. What is
l · h·'"a ~ve, urts. . ',;, . ' .
. ' And so love stings. 'And in its sting there ~~ wisdom. .

For all love is wisdom. Hail

"

" ,

, i
I
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