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Kamya
A Story of Old-Time Philippines

., By Josg GARCIA VILLA

-

. For a woman knows best the trueness of love, its

wisdom, its song. Only a woman can find swee
. tyranny of love—only a woman understandeth
too great.

This I know, because I have seen it in the I

tness in the
love that is

ight of their

. beautiful so?

eyes, in the little sweeps of lashes soft even in-desire. Men
.. catch not this little light—for it is too tender, too elusive,
. for their grasp—-but failing to catch it, it not more

. Even as a white flower turneth to a darksome hue as

| it withers, even as a tame dove may still bite with its beak

- —s0, also, man must hurt. For it is in the jhurt, in the

magnitude of the wound—as in the color it Hrings to the

* cheeks, in the ectstacy it releases—that love’s true great-
ness is measured. )

: And this is the story I have to tell you:

= %* %

None in the whole tribe of Rajah Solimgn was there
more beauteous than Kamya—none so fair, nbne so loved.

The waters of the Pasig bathed no fairer forrh—the winds :
of evening caressed no lovelier being. Broad jof brow was ‘_
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she, and narrow of waist, her lips a soft coo
as if always ready for a kiss.

sets.
the lilt of her gait, like a dream of flowers.

Of her the young men said:
my arms—for her the flames of my lips!”

“The crook of my arm against her neck—-énd her little .

red, humid,

A nest of starless nights
she had in her hair, and’in her eyes the glory of many sun-
Full were her breastséxand slender her arms, and soft

“For her the snakes of

hands be birds to péck upon the iron of my breasts!”

“The touch of our lips for the envy of yqur eyes—and

for you also, O Scum of Lovers, the dust of our fee'q!”

[112]
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These to one aéothé} they sald these youths, full o adj

‘ young vigor and éencelt eloquent with love——that e }
~ should know who: wanted whe. T R
- - But of all those who dreamt of Kamya, two there Were .
iWhO loved her’ most And their names Were Mabi anﬂ.
-Isagani. ’
Young were both and handsome and strong—but luke
the bee was one, .and the other like a faraway, lonely star.
Like a bee was Mabi, untiring, buzzmg, sWeet of mouth and‘
sweet of arms. A warrior he, bold and bratre, gaudy of
clothes and gaudy of:love—And Isagani like a faraway,
lonely star—silent, earnest and reserved. Locked were hllﬁ

lips, bare of words; and when he spoke, he spoke. short—
"~ no music yent with his words. v

If t6 Kamya Mabi said, “Why:so dark thine eyes, q
Sweetness, why so dark? Open them O Delight, to the suny
shine of my love!”—Isagani only sald “1 love you An,
- he Went no further than that. .
* And the eyes of Mabi had des1re, the light that is ct;u ,‘
-..and yet which a woman loves. The; eyes of Mabi|looked aj
- her with a demigdlng glow——sald to her, “Why don’t yot

_ suffer yourself to me, O Kamya? I will be a man to the
., woman of you-—because I love you"? ‘ 7 b~
: ~ But the eyes of Isagam—sad and faraway, seein
5 thmgs one could not see—said nothmg, demanded nothmg—-,-
3 were a blank——made a woman Wonder Why they were eyeé
Isagan 1 when he looked at her, looked beyond hexj;

§ not stop at ,her——but went on. ‘A woman, when a man
looks at her, Wants him to look aﬁ {er, not.through he ;

: Wantsi hls gazer‘to stop at the beauty of her. -

them to her softly, with the cadeneé f music 1n his Word' ~
“And the bloodspilled flower is not redder than thy
- lips, O Petdl of the Moon—nor yet the night darker than

; https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmgq/vol2/iss273
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thy eyes—nor yet the young wind softer than the silk of -
thy voice . ..” . '

And Kamya listened enthralled swept by the magie of
his words, by the graceful rhythm of hig tongue, and «
learned to respond to the fire in his eyes, to|the cruelty of
his arms—to respond as a woman should. : .

While not far away, near the cool, waters of the river,
in a crude little hut, Isagani, tired of the day’s labour, lay
on his bed of bamboo, ready for sleep. L .

For during the day a bender of metals, a master of
fire, a maker of blades was he. Fine bladds he made, of

various designs—some massive, some light-——for the hard
shell of nuts, for the soft flesh of fruits—for hunt, for
sport—for passion and for love. ]
“An artist was he with hammer and ﬁre, soft his fingers
in(the fashioning of warm metal into blades, finished and
. glittering—daggers and knives and scimitars, and anything
with a blade to it—of steel and brass and silver.

Steel and brass and s11ver——yet none of gold. And this
was his dream: some day to have gold enough to fashion
of it the slenderest, beautifulest knife han s ever shaped.
And to lay it before her feet—Kamya’s—to show to her how
much he loved her. Like unto gold his Fove—-—rlch and
beautiful and worthy of her. - - \

And there came a day when he had gold aplenty to be-:
gin his knife. Many long days he stood bes1de his fire, beat-
ing carefully the gorgeous metal with a fo?idness borne of-
dreams. And when the blade was ﬁmshed nothing was
there ever like it, nothing ever so beauitlful nothing ever
so exquisitely wrought. He_himself was ‘amazed at the

- glorious magnificence of it, and great prlde filled his heart.

But when his neighbors heard of it they were not
‘amazed but felt amused. They had never heard before of
a knife of gold, and surely one who made it, a useless thing,.
was a fool., They flocked to his home and asked that they
be shown the knife, and when Isagani, whp was proud of
" it, showed it to them, one of them asked) '

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1932 ’ 3



- she saw a stray lock of hair on hjs forehead she Want
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“A knife of gold, O Blacksmith—what for? It brea '
eas11y—gold is too soft.”- P e

- “Only I,” said Isagam “mayfunderstand a knife

gold.” ' 4 3

“Gold for bracelets and r1ngs - and cups—but not f
knlves O Silent Blade 1 o ’
“Gold 1s—beaut1ful »

“Must a knife be beautiful?” g - : . :

“Some kn1ves-—must be beautlful ’
\ 113 AS ‘)n %
“‘The knife ofithe poet ” ' ‘;
L“The knife fot a man like Mabx" HlS lips are soft, hifls

words are songs—t - l
. “Not his kind of a poet, J sald‘Isagfam ‘
Then they laughed because theyr thought he was Jealoufp

of Mab1 ) : j Y

* % *: ’ ' o - p

The next day, as Kamya passed in front of Isaganiis
hut on her way to the river to bathe he called to her, an|g
she stopped on theroad.. He Walked up to her, a quiet long-
ing in his eyes, and invited her to"come in. They Walkq‘
together to his hut. EEE B

And Kamya liked the W1stfuln ss of his eye% and whej

&ﬂlﬂ,.l.. =

suddenly to touch! it, to caress it a}}xd push it back. Evel
- if Isagam was not sweet of, tbngue} and his arms were nat.
bold, even if he was undemonstratnve and but seldom came

to see her, still—once—he had téld her he loved her—i-— |

she was loved by Rim .
“f made for ygou——somethmg,”ﬁe told her pridefully.
" “For me?”’ she asked, 4 ghtter in her eyes.
“For you ‘ =
" And he fetchpd the knife of gold from whére he ket
it, and fondled ‘it in his hands.~ ‘ '

And Kamya gazed-at the Wondlgousﬁy of it, and sﬂe |

was glad to know that Isagani had made it for her. § '

4 .

e

'
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also was proud of 1t—-was proud of him. -She llfted her ‘
eyes to him.

But hls eyes stayed on the knife. On hls face there
was nothmg but pure ador; tion. He did not take his eyes’
off the blade. There was ngt even a little look for her.

. And Kamya’s hands, held out to’ receive his glft fell
slowly to her sides. So that was how he loved her. The
knife was more precious, to him than she. That was not

the way a woman wanted to be loved. Loved like chattel—- -

loved less than chattel—than a mere blade.

And she had thought he really loved her, even if he

~ was silent, even if he saw her so seldom. Love—what did

he know of love, beyond saying, “I love you?’ Why did he
say words he did not understand? What worth was there
in a man who had eyes for a blade—but not for a woman?
What if it was a blade of gold? Gold or not, what did e
woman care? A woman cared for what a man gave of him- .
self, not for that which was not him.

“Will you not take it?” he asked her now.

“No,” and she laughed, “no, O Lover of Blades. I.care
not for knives, O Blacksmith—not even for a knife of gold!”

And she ran away, hating him. ‘ ‘~

* * *
v That night, when Mabi once again held her.in his arms,
he was cruel with her. His arms were strong—strong as
© Isagani’s—but stronger still, for they knew how to curl
round a woman. His face was handsome—even as Isagani’s
~—but handsomer still, for it was close to a woman’s.. . ..
And Kamya knew that Mabi truly loved her. |
T . * * k-
. When some days had passed, as Kamya stood one
. sundown near the riverbank, under a clump of dense bam-
boos, she heard a rusthng of leaves behind her and turned
to look. |
It was Isagani. 1
She was silent for a long while, and only gazed at him
blankly. His eyes lowered. ‘

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1932



https:// digitalrepository.u_nm‘edu/nr_ilq/volz/issz/ 3

o

|
, f -
New Mexico Quarterly, Vhl. 2[1 sfzzj, Iss. 2, Art. 3

,; .,'(  Kamyd [1

- “What do yqu Want O Sad of} Face ?? she asked at lajst.
“I love you,” he Whlspered a d his eyes were soft. *
‘A slow cruel/ smilé curved he hps :

: “How could. ;you love me,” shé¢ taunted, “O Colder th
a River Pebble?”! ' :

“I know I loWe you—I Want b marry you,” he said.
“You have never shown me 111;'ou lgve me, O Virginjof
Lips.” % ’] i R
“How can Imhow it to you?”
“Then-you ﬁnow not how to love, O. Unloverly: Lover.
- “Maybe I know not—and yet {Igove you, O Kamya.”,
_ “A man,” Kamya said, sear
“a man—must Iénow how to love.
- “Will you nﬁ)t marry me then?”
.“No, I Wlllf not marry you You do not love

. enough »” ; ek : :

: * 0 * |

So it was that Kamya promised herself to Mabis

, Mabi, the bold q:f war and the boll:d of love whose voice;

he asked her simply. |

» ‘ i

were not shy to hold 2 Woman ‘,f |
And the Whole tribe re301c%1d over the news and ]
" pared gayly for the event. New songs were taught, f
games 1nvented And the old Whuomen began their Wor_~
counsel, adv1s1ng young daughtérs on the art of wom
hood, that they 'should practice 1& on the great awaited [day
—when the young men were abo
eyes keen and sharp, searching %or the girl with the
shine to her eyes, the right noteﬁto her laughter tHe ri
lift to her step And the young; men exermsed hard j

win the girls of their hearts’ choiosmg
Yet while all prepared and Were happy, one there

who was s1lent and hurt, and Went away into -the wobds. .

He was young, ‘tthls one, and handsome and strong, and his
name was Isaganl ‘ : o ‘ !

g
. . 4

%

1
\ ‘ . : !
i . g

Ly 9P

ing deep into his eyes,

t in their best attire, their

[ VU S ™
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In. the woa

ds, to the birds, to the cool soft Wmds, her

b

name he cried, of the girl he loved—softly, tender]y—for 1

great was his |
proved.
) He called, ¢

name, because
self, even as the

- And on the
were his steps,
the new songs

young men merr

ing, burnjng the
despair he ran

He knocked
and cold.

He told her
and kissed her
“Kamya!
brace, and fell
young full brea
~of gold, and its

At first the
ful face, and he
them again thei
her gaze lifted,
the dawn great

Kamya!”

ty of his grief. He went on repeating her

ther name was beautiful, even as she her-

hopelessness of his love.

dead the lustre of his eyes. And he heard

to his hut and thence to her home.

once, the first time, and cried her name,

to his feet, gorgeous with blood. On her

point was in her heart.

er than any of God’s dawns, in the wethess

of her eyes—in the softness there—in the understan"ding

there,

And she called his name, and called it again, and her
to his ears, and he wept for what he had ‘

voice was new
done.
“I’'m not

béautifulest kni

you—but for K

\
\\
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sorry, Isagani.

Of steel—and brass—and silver—have
You love me.”

fe.
nmya—the knife of gold . . ..

ove for her—-mﬁnlte—martlculate and un- '

‘Kamya—Kamya,” and there was no answer

day for her wedding he came back. Weak .
sung, and saw the young ‘women and the
y—nhe saw the new house of palm leaves and !
bamboo, built for the pair to be wedded—and the agony in .
his heart became like unto merciless fire, searing, scorch- |

> whole of his being. And in this moment of |
| at her door, and she came out to him, lovely !
no words but took her swiftly into his arms, '
—and then she was limp in his em-
st glimmered in passionate glory his kmfe' ‘
re was a twitch of great.pain on her beautl- |
r eyes closed painfully, but when she opened

ir gaze fell on his weapon of love, and now '
to meet that of his eyes—to show to him-

For me—you chose—your’|
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