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ABSTRACT
Aims: The primary objective of this study is to perform a comprehensive literary analysis of three iconic short stories by Manuel E. Arguilla, namely "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," "A Morning in Nagrebcan," and "Rice." The research intends to dissect how these narratives function as pillars of Afro-Asian literature by examining their thematic underpinnings, the specific narrative strategies employed by the author, and the authenticity of cultural representation within the Philippine rural context.
Study Design: This research utilizes a qualitative descriptive design centered on hermeneutics and formalist literary criticism. Since the study is an analysis of existing literature rather than an empirical field study, it focuses on the interpretation of textual evidence, linguistic style, and historical context to derive meaning from the selected primary sources.
Place and Duration of Study: The analysis was conducted in Ilocos Norte, Philippines, during the 2023–2024 academic year. The study focused on the local and national significance of Arguilla's work as a representative of Ilocano and Filipino identity within the broader scope of Asian literary traditions.
Methodology: The methodology involved a systematic textual analysis of the three short stories. The researchers employed a three-tiered analytical framework: thematic analysis to categorize recurring ideas such as love, family, and social struggle; narrative technique analysis to evaluate the impact of point of view, sensory imagery, and symbolism; and cultural representation analysis to examine the depiction of Filipino customs and socio-economic conditions. As this is a purely analytical study, no data gathering from human participants was conducted; the primary texts served as the sole source of data.
Results: The analysis reveals that Arguilla effectively uses varied narrative voices—ranging from Baldo’s innocent first-person perspective to a starker social realism—to immerse the reader in the Philippine landscape. "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife" successfully utilizes sensory imagery and symbolism, such as the fragrance of papaya blossoms and the stars, to represent the harmony between urban and rural identities. In "A Morning in Nagrebcan," the use of third-person omniscient narration highlights the aesthetic beauty of the countryside, while "Rice" provides a sharp contrast by exposing the systemic injustice of the agrarian debt system. These findings indicate that Arguilla’s localized English captures the "Filipino soul" by grounding universal human emotions in specific regional traditions.
Conclusion: The study concludes that Manuel E. Arguilla’s works are indispensable to the Afro-Asian literary canon because they provide a nuanced portrayal of the Filipino spirit that transcends geographical boundaries. By balancing the idyllic beauty of rural life with the harsh realities of social inequality, the stories offer a complete view of a nation’s identity. The researchers recommend the continued academic study of these texts to ensure the preservation of cultural heritage and to promote a deeper understanding of the historical struggles and triumphs of the Filipino people.
Keywords: Afro-Asian literature, Manuel Arguilla, literary analysis, Philippine short stories, cultural representation, rural life, social realism,



[bookmark: _GoBack]




INTRODUCTION
	
Afro-Asian literature is composed of literary works produced by authors from African and Asian origins. This diverse body of work reflects the rich cultural, historical, and social experiences of these regions. It often explores themes such as colonialism, identity, diaspora, and resistance, and it highlights the complexities of life in African and Asian societies.
According to Gao (2021), Afro-Asian literature plays a crucial role in understanding the cultural and historical connections between Africa and Asia. These literary works provide insight into the shared experiences of colonialism and the struggle for independence, as well as the unique cultural identities that have emerged in the post-colonial period.
Specifically, Philippines, an archipelagic nation in Southeast Asia, is an integral part of the Afro-Asian literary landscape. As a country with a rich and diverse cultural heritage, the Philippines offers a unique perspective within this literary tradition. The nation's literature reflects its complex history, marked by periods of colonization, struggle for independence, and ongoing efforts to define its national identity.
Philippine literature is woven from various influences, including indigenous oral traditions, Spanish colonization, American occupation, and contemporary global interactions. This multifaceted heritage has produced a vibrant body of work that explores themes such as social justice, resistance, identity, and the human condition.
According to Pascual (2021), Philippine literature serves as a critical lens through which the Filipino people's struggles and triumphs are examined and celebrated. The works of notable Filipino writers, such as José Rizal, Nick Joaquin, and F. Sionil José, provide profound insights into the nation's socio-political landscape and cultural identity.
The Philippines' inclusion in Afro-Asian literature is particularly significant due to its unique position at the crossroads of various cultural and historical influences. The blending of Asian and Western elements in Filipino literature creates a distinctive voice that resonates within the broader Afro-Asian context. This blending is evident in the thematic exploration of colonialism, nationalism, and the quest for self-definition, which are central to the country's literary output.
In the contemporary literary scene, Filipino writers continue to contribute to Afro-Asian literature by addressing global issues through the lens of local experiences. This contribution not only enriches the Afro-Asian literary tradition but also highlights the Philippines' role in the ongoing dialogue about identity, culture, and resistance.



THE AUTHOR
	Manuel Estabillo Arguilla was a distinguished Filipino writer and patriot, whose works have made significant contributions to Philippine literature in English. Born on June 17, 1911, in Barrio Nagrebcan in Bauang, La Union, he grew up in a rural environment that deeply influenced his storytelling.
Arguilla’s literary career began during his time at the University of the Philippines, where he earned a Bachelor of Science in Education. He was an active member of the UP Writer's Club and published his early works in the Philippine Collegian, the university's literary magazine.
Arguilla is best known for his short stories, which provide vivid portrayals of rural life in the Philippines. His most famous work, "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," won first prize in the Commonwealth Literary Contest in 1940. Some of his other notable short stories include:
1. How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife - This story captures the journey of Leon and his wife, Maria, as they travel to Leon's hometown. It highlights the themes of love, acceptance, and rural life, showcasing the simplicity and complexity of Filipino traditions and family values.
2. A Morning in Nagrebcan - This narrative depicts the simple yet profound moments of daily life in a rural barrio. It reflects the rustic beauty and the socio-economic conditions of the Philippine countryside, often highlighting the interactions within a family and community.
3. Rice - This story explores themes of poverty and resilience. It depicts the struggles of Filipino farmers against natural and economic adversities, emphasizing the harsh realities of agricultural life and the tenacity of the human spirit.
Arguilla’s stories are celebrated for their rich descriptions, emotional depth, and empathy for rural folk. His writing style is marked by simplicity and attention to detail, authentically capturing the essence of Filipino provincial life.
Beyond his literary achievements, Arguilla was also a dedicated patriot. During World War II, he joined the underground resistance movement against the Japanese occupation. His involvement in the resistance led to his capture and execution by Japanese forces in 1944, making him a martyr for the Filipino cause.
Arguilla’s legacy continues to influence Philippine literature. His works remain central to Filipino literary studies, offering profound insights into the Filipino spirit, culture, and rural life.
With this, Manuel E. Arguilla is the author of the 3 chosen short stories analyzed in this study. Specifically, How my Brother Leon brought Home a Wife, A Morning in Nagerbcan, and Rice. These three short stories collected awards and recognition which made Arguilla known as a writer in the provice, and in the country. 




METHODS USED FOR ANALYSIS
	
This study employs a qualitative descriptive design to analyze the themes, narrative techniques, and cultural representations in Manuel Arguilla’s short stories: "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," "A Morning in Nagrebcan," and "Rice." The qualitative approach is chosen for its suitability in providing an in-depth examination of literary texts, allowing for a nuanced understanding of their content and context.
The primary data for this study consists of the three aforementioned short stories by Manuel Arguilla, sourced from the published collection How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife and Other Stories. These texts will be analyzed using various literary analysis techniques to achieve a comprehensive understanding of the author's work.
The analysis will focus on three main aspects: thematic analysis, narrative technique analysis, and cultural representation analysis. Thematic analysis aims to identify and explore the central themes in each story. This will involve multiple readings of each story to thoroughly understand the content, identifying recurring themes and motifs, categorizing them based on their relevance to the Filipino rural experience, social issues, and cultural values, and comparing and contrasting these themes across the three stories.
The narrative technique analysis will examine Arguilla’s narrative style and techniques. This includes analyzing the narrative structure of each story, such as plot development, character portrayal, and setting. Specific narrative techniques like point of view, use of dialogue, and descriptive imagery will be identified and assessed to understand how they contribute to the overall impact of the story and its themes.
Cultural representation analysis will assess how Filipino culture and rural life are depicted in the stories. This involves identifying cultural elements and practices described in the stories, analyzing the portrayal of rural life, family dynamics, and social relationships, and examining how these stories reflect Filipino values and societal norms.
This methodological approach, supported by established qualitative research practices, will enable a detailed and insightful analysis of Manuel Arguilla’s short stories, highlighting their thematic richness, narrative complexity, and cultural significance.












RESULTS AND ANALYSIS

Table 1. How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife
"How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife" is a short story written by Manuel E. Arguilla, a renowned Filipino writer in English. The story is set in the Philippine countryside, providing a glimpse into rural life in the Philippines during Arguilla's time. It was published in 1940 as part of a collection titled How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife and Other Short Stories.
	Thematic Analysis
	Narrative Analysis
	Cultural Representation Analysis

	The central theme of "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife" revolves around the concept of love and acceptance. The story explores the dynamics of familial relationships, particularly the integration of Maria into Leon's rural family. Through Maria's perspective, readers are introduced to the cultural nuances and traditions of rural Filipino life. The theme of acceptance is highlighted as Maria's character embodies the resilience and adaptability required to navigate the complexities of family dynamics.
In "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," the theme of acceptance is evident as Maria, despite being initially hesitant about meeting Leon's family, quickly adapts to their ways and wins their hearts. Baldo, the narrator, describes Maria's apprehension: "But when I saw her looking at me with a kind of questioning smile, I understood why my brother Leon laughed behind the cover of his hand." This line demonstrates Maria's initial uncertainty about how she will be received by Leon's family.
"How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," Manuel E. Arguilla delves into themes of cultural identity and tradition. The story captures the essence of Filipino heritage through the contrast between rural and urban lifestyles, as seen through the eyes of Maria, the protagonist's wife. An excerpt that exemplifies this theme is when Maria observes, "The harder we rode, the clearer the stars became. The sky was wide and deep and very high above us." This passage symbolizes the merging of Maria's urban perspective with the rural beauty and traditions of Nagrebcan, highlighting the cultural richness and heritage embedded in the setting.
The theme of family and relationships is central to the narrative, particularly the bond between siblings and the impact of marriage on familial ties. The arrival of Maria challenges traditional family dynamics, as depicted in the line, "She turned to my brother with a smile, and her forehead was on a level with his mouth." This moment captures the shift in familial dynamics and the complexities of adapting to new relationships while navigating cultural expectations and traditions.

	Arguilla employs a first-person point of view through Baldo, Leon's younger brother, to narrate the story. This narrative choice allows readers to experience the events through the eyes of a family member, enhancing the emotional depth of the narrative. Arguilla's use of descriptive language and imagery vividly portrays the rural setting, immersing readers in the sights, sounds, and emotions of the story. Additionally, the use of authentic dialogue adds a layer of realism to the characters, making them relatable and engaging.
The narrative is told from the perspective of Baldo, the younger brother of Leon (also called Noel in the story). Baldo's point of view offers a nuanced understanding of the characters' motivations and the cultural nuances at play, as seen in his reflections on Maria's arrival and its impact on the family dynamic. 
The story begins with Leon bringing home his new wife, Maria, to their family in Nagrebcan, a rural area in the Philippines. The journey from the town to Leon and Baldo's home becomes a test for Maria, as she is introduced to the rural life and Leon's family, including their father, who is initially not present but whose approval is crucial.
Symbolism, on the other hand, is effectively used to convey deeper meanings and themes throughout the story. The imagery of Maria arriving with the stars and the lantern symbolizes hope, love, and the merging of different worlds. An excerpt that exemplifies this is when Baldo describes Maria's arrival, "The harder we rode, the clearer the stars became. The sky was wide and deep and very high above us," symbolizing the blending of Maria's urban background with the rural landscape of Nagrebcan.

	In terms of its Cultural Representation Analysis, the story presents various cultural practices and traditions, such as the rural Filipino greeting and the importance of familial approval in marriage. These cultural elements serve to enrich the narrative, providing readers with insights into the cultural values and norms of rural Filipino society. Through the portrayal of these cultural nuances, Arguilla effectively captures the essence of rural Filipino culture, making the story both culturally significant and engaging.
The cultural practice of familial approval in marriage is also highlighted in the story. Maria's arrival is met with curiosity and anticipation, with the entire barrio eager to meet her. Baldo describes the scene: "When she stepped down from the carretela of Ca Celin with the tip of her fingers slightly brushing his shoulder in a curiously intimate caress, I saw my brother Leon's back stiffened under the camisa de chino." This moment symbolizes Maria's arrival into the family and the beginning of her journey to gain their acceptance.
Additionally, the use of descriptive language and imagery in the story adds depth to the cultural representation. Arguilla vividly describes the rural setting, from the "fields were brown and bare" to the "darkness had fallen." This attention to detail creates a vivid picture of rural Filipino life, enhancing the cultural authenticity of the narrative.
The narrative juxtaposes rural and urban lifestyles, highlighting the clash of cultures and values. The contrast between Maria's urban upbringing and the rural setting of Nagrebcan reflects the challenges of adapting to new environments and bridging cultural divides. The excerpt, "The harder we rode, the clearer the stars became. The sky was wide and deep and very high above us," encapsulates the cultural representation of the merging of urban and rural worlds, symbolizing the complexities of cultural identity and adaptation.
The story showcases Filipino traditions and values, such as respect for elders and the importance of family bonds. The cultural representation in the narrative captures the essence of Filipino heritage, as seen through Maria's interactions with Leon's family and their adherence to traditional customs. The excerpt, "She turned to my brother with a smile, and her forehead was on a level with his mouth," portrays the respect and cultural nuances embedded in familial relationships, highlighting the significance of tradition and family values in Filipino culture.




Table 2. A Morning in Nagrebcan
	Thematic Analysis
	Narrative Analysis
	Cultural Representation Analysis

	"A Morning in Nagrebcan" explores themes of simplicity, beauty, and struggle in rural life. The story portrays the daily routines and interactions of a rural Filipino family, highlighting the beauty of their simple lifestyle. Through the eyes of a child, readers are reminded of the innocence and wonder of childhood, even in the midst of challenging circumstances. The theme of familial bonds is also prominent, as the family's interactions reflect a deep sense of unity and love.
In this short story, the theme of simplicity and beauty in rural life is evident throughout the story. The narrator describes the morning scene: "As soon as the roosters began to crow, the menfolk would leave for the fields." This line illustrates the simplicity of the villagers' lives, as they start their day with the natural rhythm of the roosters crowing.
The theme of familial bonds is also highlighted in the story. The narrator describes the family's morning routine: "The men went to the fields to sow and the women to the river to wash." This line demonstrates the unity and cooperation within the family, as each member contributes to the household chores and responsibilities.
The theme of innocence and childhood is also portrayed through the perspective of the young protagonist, as he navigates the wonders of the natural world and the interactions with his siblings. The innocence of childhood is captured in the line, "The water was very clear, and through the clear greenish surface of the pool he could see the bed of white sand." This depiction highlights the purity and curiosity of childhood experiences in the tranquil setting of Nagrebcan.

	The story uses a third-person omniscient point of view, providing a broad perspective on the events and characters. This narrative choice allows for a more comprehensive portrayal of the setting and the characters' experiences. The use of descriptive imagery and sensory details enhances the reader's understanding of the rural setting, creating a vivid and immersive reading experience. Additionally, the use of symbolism, such as the sunrise and the rooster, adds depth to the narrative, enriching its thematic content.
The narrative in "A Morning in Nagrebcan" is rich in descriptive imagery, vividly portraying the sights and sounds of the rural landscape. The detailed descriptions of the surroundings, such as the clear water and white sand in the pool, immerse the reader in the tranquil setting of Nagrebcan, enhancing the sensory experience of the narrative.
The story delves into the exploration of the young protagonist's perspective and experiences, offering insights into his observations and interactions with nature. The character's curiosity and wonder are depicted through his exploration of the natural elements, as seen in the passage, "The water was very clear, and through the clear greenish surface of the pool he could see the bed of white sand," showcasing his innocent fascination with the environment.
The atmospheric setting plays a significant role in shaping the narrative, setting the tone for the story's themes of nature and childhood innocence. The peaceful morning in Nagrebcan is evocatively captured in the line, "The sun was reddening; it was still early," creating a serene and tranquil atmosphere that envelops the characters and the reader in the beauty of the rural landscape.
	"A Morning in Nagrebcan" showcases the daily routines and activities typical of rural Filipino life, such as farming, animal care, and familial interactions. The story reflects the strong sense of community and the shared experiences that bind the rural folk together. Cultural elements such as respect for nature and the value of family are prominently depicted.
The use of descriptive imagery and sensory details enhances the cultural representation in the story. The narrator describes the landscape: "The fields were green with rice plants." This vivid description paints a picture of the rural setting, allowing readers to visualize the beauty of the countryside. Overall, "A Morning in Nagrebcan" effectively captures the essence of rural Filipino life, highlighting its simplicity, beauty, and sense of community.
The story highlights the cultural connection to nature and the rural environment, portraying the characters' harmonious relationship with the natural world. The excerpt, "The water was very clear, and through the clear greenish surface of the pool he could see the bed of white sand," symbolizes the reverence for nature and the simplicity of rural life in Nagrebcan, reflecting the cultural values of respect for the environment and natural beauty.
The theme of childhood innocence is culturally significant, reflecting the purity and wonder of youth in the rural Filipino setting. The portrayal of the young protagonist's exploration and fascination with the natural elements captures the essence of childhood experiences in Nagrebcan, conveying the cultural values of curiosity, simplicity, and appreciation for the natural world.
The narrative provides a glimpse into traditional rural life in Nagrebcan, showcasing the peaceful and idyllic existence of the characters in harmony with their surroundings. The story's cultural representation emphasizes the values of simplicity, tranquility, and the interconnectedness of the community with nature, painting a nostalgic portrait of rural Filipino life in Nagrebcan.




Table 3. Rice
	Thematic Analysis
	Narrative Analysis
	Cultural Representation Analysis

	The poem "Rice" by Manuel E. Arguilla vividly portrays the struggle for survival and hunger faced by the characters. For instance, Pablo's desperate hunger is evident in the lines, "He felt so hungry he could have gone down on his knees beside the carabao and chewed the grass." This excerpt highlights the intense hunger and deprivation experienced by the protagonist.
The theme of social injustice is exemplified in the unfair conditions imposed by the landowner, Senora, as seen in the lines, "Five sacks of rice borrowed today become ten at harvest time." This quote showcases the exploitative nature of the landowner's terms, illustrating the unjust treatment of the tenants.
The theme of family and sacrifice is poignantly depicted in Pablo's actions and concerns for his family. The line, "Itay, I'm hungry," Sabel, the girl said," reflects the children's hunger and Pablo's role as a caregiver, emphasizing the sacrifices made for the family's well-being.

	The narrative technique in the poem focuses on character development, evident in the interactions and emotions of the characters. For instance, the dialogue between Pablo and Osiang conveys their frustrations and hardships, as seen in the exchange, "There is no rice, Osiang," he whispered." This dialogue reveals the characters' struggles and the tense atmosphere they face.
The setting plays a crucial role in enhancing the narrative, as seen in the description of the rice fields and humble dwellings. The line, "Before him, as far as his uncertain gaze could make out, stretched the rice fields of the Hacienda Consuelo," paints a vivid picture of the rural landscape, enriching the storytelling.
Dialogue is effectively used to convey emotions and relationships, as seen in the exchange between Pablo and Andres. The dialogue, "Are you coming with us?" he asked Pablo," showcases the characters' motivations and the tense dynamics between them.

	The poem offers insights into rural Filipino life, portraying socio-economic disparities and agricultural reliance. The excerpt, "He laid a horny palm on the back of the tired animal; the thick, coarse-haired skin was warm and dry like sun-heated earth," illustrates the intimate connection to nature and agricultural livelihood prevalent in rural Filipino culture.
The interactions between characters reveal community dynamics and power structures. The dialogue between Pablo and the watchman, "You will pay a fine of five cavanes," highlights the authority and control exerted by figures like the watchman, reflecting hierarchical relationships within the community.
Themes of resilience and solidarity emerge through communal support and shared struggles. The line, "God save me," Pablo said, brokenly," conveys a sense of collective hardship and the characters' reliance on each other for support, showcasing cultural values of unity and mutual aid.







	



















CONCLUSION AND RECOMMENDATION

	Manuel E. Arguilla's literary works, including "Rice," "How My Brother Leon Brought Home a Wife," and "A Morning in Nagrebcan," serve as reflections of Filipino culture and heritage. Through thematic analysis, narrative techniques, and cultural representation, these stories offer a deep exploration of themes such as struggle, tradition, love, and the intrinsic connection between humanity and nature. Arguilla's narratives beautifully capture the essence of Filipino identity, portraying the complexities of familial relationships, societal norms, and the enduring values that shape the characters' lives in rural settings. Each story resonates with themes of resilience, cultural pride, and the unbreakable bonds that tie individuals to their roots, painting a vivid tapestry of Filipino life and tradition.
Manuel E. Arguilla's compelling narratives are a testament to the richness of Filipino literature and the enduring relevance of cultural storytelling. Readers are encouraged to engage with Arguilla's works to gain a deeper appreciation for Filipino heritage and the universal themes that underpin human experiences. Through immersing oneself in Arguilla's poignant narratives, one can uncover the beauty of Filipino traditions, the complexities of familial dynamics, and the profound connections shared among individuals and their environment. Through these stories, readers can embark on a journey of exploration and discovery, delving into the intricacies of Filipino society and the timeless values that shape the human spirit across cultures and generations.
Ultimately, the lasting significance of Afro-Asian literature resides in its capacity to break down the walls of "otherness" by cultivating a deep sense of empathy between continents. Through interaction with these stories, readers do more than merely witness far-off pasts; they take part in a communal cultural conversation that crosses geographical boundaries. This literary heritage acts as an essential connection, reminding us that although our individual challenges and victories may originate from varied backgrounds, the core heartbeat of the human experience stays strikingly consistent
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APPENDICES


HOW MY BROTHER LEON BROUGHT HOME A WIFE
Manuel Arguilla


She stepped down from the carretela of Ca Celin with a quick, delicate grace. She was lovely. She was tall. She looked up to my brother with a smile, and her forehead was on a level with his mouth.

"You are Baldo," she said and placed her hand lightly on my shoulder. Her nails were long, but they were not painted. She was fragrant like a morning when papayas are in bloom. And a small dimple appeared momently high on her right cheek. "And this is Labang of whom I have heard so much." She held the wrist of one hand with the other and looked at Labang, and Labang never stopped chewing his cud. He swallowed and brought up to his mouth more cud and the sound of his insides was like a drum.
I laid a hand on Labang's massive neck and said to her: "You may scratch his forehead now."
She hesitated and I saw that her eyes were on the long, curving horns. But she came and touched Labang's forehead with her long fingers, and Labang never stopped chewing his cud except that his big eyes half closed. And by and by she was scratching his forehead very daintily.
My brother Leon put down the two trunks on the grassy side of the road. He paid Ca Celin twice the usual fare from the station to the edge of Nagrebcan. Then he was standing beside us, and she turned to him eagerly. I watched Ca Celin, where he stood in front of his horse, and he ran his fingers through its forelock and could not keep his eyes away from her.
"Maria---" my brother Leon said.
He did not say Maring. He did not say Mayang. I knew then that he had always called her Maria and that to us all she would be Maria; and in my mind I said 'Maria' and it was a beautiful name.
"Yes, Noel."
Now where did she get that name? I pondered the matter quietly to myself, thinking Father might not like it. But it was only the name of my brother Leon said backward and it sounded much better that way.
"There is Nagrebcan, Maria," my brother Leon said, gesturing widely toward the west.
She moved close to him and slipped her arm through his. And after a while she said quietly. "You love Nagrebcan, don't you, Noel?"
Ca Celin drove away hi-yi-ing to his horse loudly. At the bend of the camino real where the big duhat tree grew, he rattled the handle of his braided rattan whip against the spokes of the wheel.
We stood alone on the roadside.
The sun was in our eyes, for it was dipping into the bright sea. The sky was wide and deep and very blue above us: but along the saw-tooth rim of the Katayaghan hills to the southwest flamed huge masses of clouds. Before us the fields swam in a golden haze through which floated big purple and red and yellow bubbles when I looked at the sinking sun. Labang's white coat, which I had wshed and brushed that morning with glistened like beaten cotton under the lamplight and his horns appeared tipped with fire.
He faced the sun and from his mouth came a call so loud and vibrant that the earth seemed to tremble underfoot. And far away in the middle of the field a cow lowed softly in answer.
"Hitch him to the cart, Baldo," my brother Leon said, laughing, and she laughed with him a big uncertainly, and I saw that he had put his arm around her shoulders.
"Why does he make that sound?" she asked. "I have never heard the like of it."
"There is not another like it," my brother Leon said. "I have yet to hear another bull call like Labang. In all the world there is no other bull like him."
She was smiling at him, and I stopped in the act of tying the sinta across Labang's neck to the opposite end of the yoke, because her teeth were very white, her eyes were so full of laughter, and there was the small dimple high up on her right cheek.
"If you continue to talk about him like that, either I shall fall in love with him or become greatly jealous."
My brother Leon laughed and she laughed and they looked at each other and it seemed to me there was a world of laughter between them and in them.
I climbed into the cart over the wheel and Labang would have bolted, for he was always like that, but I kept a firm hold on his rope. He was restless and would not stand still, so that my brother Leon had to say "Labang" several times. When he was quiet again, my brother Leon lifted the trunks into the cart, placing the smaller on top.
She looked down once at her high-heeled shoes, then she gave her left hand to my brother Leon, placed a foot on the hub of the wheel, and in one breath she had swung up into the cart. Oh, the fragrance of her. But Labang was fairly dancing with impatience and it was all I could do to keep him from running away.
"Give me the rope, Baldo," my brother Leon said. "Maria, sit down on the hay and hold on to anything." Then he put a foot on the left shaft and that instand labang leaped forward. My brother Leon laughed as he drew himself up to the top of the side of the cart and made the slack of the rope hiss above the back of labang. The wind whistled against my cheeks and the rattling of the wheels on the pebbly road echoed in my ears.
She sat up straight on the bottom of the cart, legs bent togther to one side, her skirts spread over them so that only the toes and heels of her shoes were visible. her eyes were on my brother Leon's back; I saw the wind on her hair. When Labang slowed down, my brother Leon handed to me the rope. I knelt on the straw inside the cart and pulled on the rope until Labang was merely shuffling along, then I made him turn around.
"What is it you have forgotten now, Baldo?" my brother Leon said.
I did not say anything but tickled with my fingers the rump of Labang; and away we went---back to where I had unhitched and waited for them. The sun had sunk and down from the wooded sides of the Katayaghan hills shadows were stealing into the fields. High up overhead the sky burned with many slow fires.
When I sent Labang down the deep cut that would take us to the dry bed of the Waig which could be used as a path to our place during the dry season, my brother Leon laid a hand on my shoulder and said sternly: "Who told you to drive through the fields tonight?"
His hand was heavy on my shoulder, but I did not look at him or utter a word until we were on the rocky bottom of the Waig.
"Baldo, you fool, answer me before I lay the rope of Labang on you. Why do you follow the Wait instead of the camino real?"
His fingers bit into my shoulder.
"Father, he told me to follow the Waig tonight, Manong."
Swiftly, his hand fell away from my shoulder and he reached for the rope of Labang. Then my brother Leon laughed, and he sat back, and laughing still, he said:
"And I suppose Father also told you to hitch Labang to the cart and meet us with him instead of with Castano and the calesa."
Without waiting for me to answer, he turned to her and said, "Maria, why do you think Father should do that, now?" He laughed and added, "Have you ever seen so many stars before?"
I looked back and they were sitting side by side, leaning against the trunks, hands clasped across knees. Seemingly, but a man's height above the tops of the steep banks of the Wait, hung the stars. But in the deep gorge the shadows had fallen heavily, and even the white of Labang's coat was merely a dim, grayish blur.
Crickets chirped from their homes in the cracks in the banks. The thick, unpleasant smell of dangla bushes and cooling sun-heated earth mingled with the clean, sharp scent of arrais roots exposed to the night air and of the hay inside the cart.
"Look, Noel, yonder is our star!" Deep surprise and gladness were in her voice. Very low in the west, almost touching the ragged edge of the bank, was the star, the biggest and brightest in the sky.
"I have been looking at it," my brother Leon said. "Do you remember how I would tell you that when you want to see stars you must come to Nagrebcan?"
"Yes, Noel," she said. "Look at it," she murmured, half to herself. "It is so many times bigger and brighter than it was at Ermita beach."
"The air here is clean, free of dust and smoke." "So it is, Noel," she said, drawing a long breath. "Making fun of me, Maria?"
She laughed then and they laughed together and she took my brother Leon's hand and put it against her face. I stopped Labang, climbed down, and lighted the lantern that hung from the cart between the wheel "Good boy, Baldo," my brother Leon said as I climbed back into the cart, and my heart sant.
Now the shadows took fright and did not crowd so near. Clumps of andadasi and arrais flashed into view and quickly disappeared as we passed by. Ahead, the elongated shadow of Labang bobbled up and down and swayed drunkenly from side to side, for the lantern rocked jerkily with the cart.
"Have we far to go yet, Noel?" she asked.
"Ask Baldo," my brother Leon said, "we have been neglecting him." "I am asking you, Baldo," she said.
Without looking back, I answered, picking my words slowly:
"Soon we will get out of the Wait and pass into the fields. After the fields is home---Manong." "So near already."
I did not say anything more because I did not know what to make of the tone of her voice as she said her last words. All the laughter seemed to have gone out of her. I waited for my brother Leon to say something, but he was not saying anything. Suddenly he broke out into song and the song was 'Sky Sown with Stars'---the same that he and Father sang when we cut hay in the fields at night before he went away to study. He must have taught her the song because she joined him, and her voice flowed into his like a gentle stream meeting a stronger one. And each time the wheels encountered a big rock, her voice would catch in her throat, but my brother Leon would sing on, until, laughing softly, she would join him again.
Then we were climbing out into the fields, and through the spokes of the wheels the light of the lantern mocked the shadows. Labang quickened his steps. The jolting became more frequent and painful as we crossed the low dikes.
"But it is so very wide here," she said. The light of the stars broke and scattered the darkness so that one could see far on every side, though indistinctly.
"You miss the houses, and the cars, and the people and the noise, don't you?" My brother Leon stopped singing.
"Yes, but in a different way. I am glad they are not here."
With difficulty I turned Labang to the left, for he wanted to go straight on. He was breathing hard, but I knew he was more thirsty than tired. In a little while we drope up the grassy side onto the camino real.
"---you see," my brother Leon was explaining, "the camino real curves around the foot of the Katayaghan hills and passes by our house. We drove through the fields because---but I'll be asking Father as soon as we get home."
"Noel," she said.
"Yes, Maria."
"I am afraid. He may not like me."
"Does that worry you still, Maria?" my brother Leon said. "From the way you talk, he might be an ogre, for all the world. Except when his leg that was wounded in the Revolution is troubling him, Father is the mildest- tempered, gentlest man I know."
We came to the house of Lacay Julian and I spoke to Labang loudly, but Moning did not come to the window, so I surmised she must be eating with the rest of her family. And I thought of the food being made ready at home and my mouth watered. We met the twins, Urong and Celin, and I said "Hoy!" calling them by name. And they shouted back and asked if my brother Leon and his wife were with me. And my brother Leon shouted to them and then told me to make Labang run; their answers were lost in the noise of the wheels.
I stopped labang on the road before our house and would have gotten down but my brother Leon took the rope and told me to stay in the cart. He turned Labang into the open gate and we dashed into our yard. I thought we would crash into the camachile tree, but my brother Leon reined in Labang in time. There was light downstairs in the kitchen, and Mother stood in the doorway, and I could see her smiling shyly. My brother Leon was helping Maria over the wheel. The first words that fell from his lips after he had kissed Mother's hand were:

"Father... where is he?"

"He is in his room upstairs," Mother said, her face becoming serious. "His leg is bothering him again."
I did not hear anything more because I had to go back to the cart to unhitch Labang. But I hardly tied him under the barn when I heard Father calling me. I met my brother Leon going to bring up the trunks. As I passed through the kitchen, there were Mother and my sister Aurelia and Maria and it seemed to me they were crying, all of them.
There was no light in Father's room. There was no movement. He sat in the big armchair by the western window, and a star shone directly through it. He was smoking, but he removed the roll of tobacco from his mouth when he saw me. He laid it carefully on the windowsill before speaking.
"Did you meet anybody on the way?" he asked.
"No, Father," I said. "Nobody passes through the Waig at night."

He reached for his roll of tobacco and hithced himself up in the chair. "She is very beautiful, Father."
"Was she afraid of Labang?" My father had not raised his voice, but the room seemed to resound with it. And again I saw her eyes on the long curving horns and the arm of my brother Leon around her shoulders.

"No, Father, she was not afraid." "On the way---"
"She looked at the stars, Father. And Manong Leon sang." "What did he sing?"
"---Sky Sown with Stars... She sang with him."
He was silent again. I could hear the low voices of Mother and my sister Aurelia downstairs. There was also the voice of my brother Leon, and I thought that Father's voice must have been like it when Father was young. He had laid the roll of tobacco on the windowsill once more. I watched the smoke waver faintly upward from the lighted end and vanish slowly into the night outside.
The door opened and my brother Leon and Maria came in. "Have you watered Labang?" Father spoke to me.
I told him that Labang was resting yet under the barn. "It is time you watered him, my son," my father said.
I looked at Maria and she was lovely. She was tall. Beside my brother Leon, she was tall and very still. Then I went out, and in the darkened hall the fragrance of her was like a morning when papayas are in bloom.






MORNING IN NAGREBCAN
by Manuel E. Arguilla

It was sunrise at Nagrebcan. The fine, bluish mist, low over the tobacco fields, was lifting and thinning moment by moment. A ragged strip of mist, pulled away by the morning breeze, had caught on the clumps of bamboo along the banks of the stream that flowed to one side of the barrio. Before long the sun would top the Katayaghan hills, but as yet no people were around. In the grey shadow of the hills, the barrio was gradually awaking. Roosters crowed and strutted on the ground while hens hesitated on their perches among the branches of the camanchile trees. Stray goats nibbled the weeds on the sides of the road, and the bull carabaos tugged restively against their stakes.
In the early morning the puppies lay curled up together between their mother’s paws under the ladder of the house. Four puppies were all white like the mother. They had pink noses and pink eyelids and pink mouths. The skin between their toes and on the inside of their large, limp ears was pink. They had short sleek hair, for the mother licked them often. The fifth puppy lay across the mother’s neck. On the puppy’s back was a big black spot like a saddle. The tips of its ears were black and so was a patch of hair on its chest.
The opening of the sawali door, its uneven bottom dragging noisily against the bamboo flooring, aroused the mother dog and she got up and stretched and shook herself, scattering dust and loose white hair. A rank doggy smell rose in the cool morning air. She took a quick leap forward, clearing the puppies which had begun to whine about her, wanting to suckle. She trotted away and disappeared beyond the house of a neighbor.
The puppies sat back on their rumps, whining. After a little while they lay down and went back to sleep, the black-spotted puppy on top.
Baldo stood at the threshold and rubbed his sleep-heavy eyes with his fists. He must have been about ten years old, small for his age, but compactly built, and he stood straight on his bony legs. He wore one of his father’s discarded cotton undershirts.
The boy descended the ladder, leaning heavily on the single bamboo railing that served as a banister. He sat on the lowest step of the ladder, yawning and rubbing his eyes one after the other. Bending down, he reached between his legs for the black-spotted puppy. He held it to him, stroking its soft, warm body. He blew on its nose. The puppy stuck out a small red tongue, lapping the air. It whined eagerly. Baldo laughed – a low gurgle.
He rubbed his face against that of the dog. He said softly, “My puppy. My puppy.” He said it many times. The puppy licked his ears, his cheeks. When it licked his mouth, Baldo straightened up, raised the puppy on a level with his eyes. “You are a foolish puppy,” he said, laughing. “Foolish, foolish, foolish,” he said, rolling the puppy on his lap so that it howled.
The four other puppies awoke and came scrambling about Baldo’s legs. He put down the black-spotted puppy and ran to the narrow foot bridge of woven split-bamboo spanning the roadside ditch. When it rained, water from the roadway flowed under the makeshift bridge, but it had not rained for a long time and the ground was dry and sandy. Baldo sat on the bridge, digging his bare feet into the sand, feeling the cool particles escaping between his toes. He whistled, a toneless whistle with a curious trilling to it produced by placing the tongue against the lower teeth and then curving it up and down.
The whistle excited the puppies; they ran to the boy as fast as their unsteady legs could carry them, barking choppy little barks.
Nana Elang, the mother of Baldo, now appeared in the doorway with handful of rice straw. She called Baldo and told him to get some live coals from their neighbor.
“Get two or three burning coals and bring them home on the rice straw,” she said. “Do not wave the straw in the wind. If you do, it will catch fire before you get home.” She watched him run toward Ka Ikao’s house where already smoke was rising through the nipa roofing into the misty air. One or two empty carromatas drawn by sleepy little ponies rattled along the pebbly street, bound for the railroad station.
Nana Elang must have been thirty, but she looked at least fifty. She was a thin, wispy woman, with bony hands and arms. She had scanty, straight, graying hair which she gathered behind her head in a small, tight knot. It made her look thinner than ever. Her cheekbones seemed on the point of bursting through the dry, yellowish-brown skin. Above a gray-checkered skirt, she wore a single wide-sleeved cotton blouse that ended below her flat breasts. Sometimes when she stooped or reached up for anything, a glimpse of the flesh at her waist showed in a dark, purplish band where the skirt had been tied so often.
She turned from the doorway into the small, untidy kitchen. She washed the rice and put it in a pot which she placed on the cold stove. She made ready the other pot for the mess of vegetables and dried fish. When Baldo came back with the rice straw and burning coals, she told him to start a fire in the stove, while she cut the ampalaya tendrils and sliced the eggplants. When the fire finally flamed inside the clay stove, Baldo’s eyes were smarting from the smoke of the rice straw.
“There is the fire, mother,” he said. “Is father awake already?”
Nana Elang shook her head. Baldo went out slowly on tiptoe.
There were already many people going out. Several fishermen wearing coffee-colored shirts and trousers and hats made from the shell of white pumpkins passed by. The smoke of their home-made cigars floated behind them like shreds of the morning mist. Women carrying big empty baskets were going to the tobacco fields. They walked fast, talking among themselves. Each woman had gathered the loose folds of her skirt in front and, twisting the end two or three times, passed it between her legs, pulling it up at the back, and slipping it inside her waist. The women seemed to be wearing trousers that reached only to their knees and flared at the thighs.
Day was quickly growing older. The east flamed redly and Baldo called to his mother, “Look, mother, God also cooks his breakfast.”
He went to play with the puppies. He sat on the bridge and took them on his lap one by one. He searched for fleas which he crushed between his thumbnails. “You, puppy. You, puppy,” he murmured softly. When he held the black-spotted puppy, he said, “My puppy. My puppy.”
Ambo, his seven-year old brother, awoke crying. Nana Elang could be heard patiently calling him to the kitchen. Later he came down with a ripe banana in his hand. Ambo was almost as tall as his older brother and he had stout husky legs. Baldo often called him the son of an Igorot. The home-made cotton shirt he wore was variously stained. The pocket was torn, and it flipped down. He ate the banana without peeling it.
“You foolish boy, remove the skin,” Baldo said.
“I will not,” Ambo said. “It is not your banana.” He took a big bite and swallowed it with exaggerated relish.
“But the skin is tart. It tastes bad.”
“You are not eating it,” Ambo said. The rest of the banana vanished in his mouth.
He sat beside Baldo and both played with the puppies. The mother dog had not yet returned and the puppies were becoming hungry and restless. They sniffed the hands of Ambo, licked his fingers. They tried to scramble up his breast to lick his mouth, but he brushed them down. Baldo laughed. He held the black-spotted puppy closely, fondled it lovingly. “My puppy,” he said. “My puppy.”
Ambo played with the other puppies, but he soon grew tired of them. He wanted the black-spotted one. He sidled close to Baldo and put out a hand to caress the puppy nestling contentedly in the crook of his brother’s arm. But Baldo struck the hand away. “Don’t touch my puppy,” he said. “My puppy.”
Ambo begged to be allowed to hold the black-spotted puppy. But Baldo said he would not let him hold the black-spotted puppy because he would not peel the banana. Ambo then said that he would obey his older brother next time, for all time. Baldo would not believe him; he refused to let him touch the puppy.
Ambo rose to his feet. He looked longingly at the black-spotted puppy in Baldo’s arms. Suddenly he bent down and tried to snatch the puppy away. But Baldo sent him sprawling in the dust with a deft push. Ambo did not cry. He came up with a fistful of sand which he flung in his brother’s face. But as he started to run away, Baldo thrust out his leg and tripped him. In complete silence, Ambo slowly got up from the dust, getting to his feet with both hands full of sand which again he cast at his older brother. Baldo put down the puppy and leaped upon Ambo.
Seeing the black-spotted puppy waddling away, Ambo turned around and made a dive for it. Baldo saw his intention in time and both fell on the puppy which began to howl loudly, struggling to get away. Baldo cursed Ambo and screamed at him as they grappled and rolled in the sand. Ambo kicked and bit and scratched without a sound. He got hold of Baldo’s hair and ear and tugged with all his might. They rolled over and over and then Baldo was sitting on Ambo’s back, pummeling him with his fists. He accompanied every blow with a curse. “I hope you die, you little demon,” he said between sobs, for he was crying and he could hardly see. Ambo wriggled and struggled and tried to bite Baldo’s legs. Failing, he buried his face in the sand and howled lustily.
Baldo now left him and ran to the black-spotted puppy which he caught up in his arms, holding it against his throat. Ambo followed, crying out threats and curses. He grabbed the tail of the puppy and jerked hard. The puppy howled shrilly and Baldo let it go, but Ambo kept hold of the tail as the dog fell to the ground. It turned around and snapped at the hand holding its tail. Its sharp little teeth sank into the fleshy edge of Ambo’s palm. With a cry, Ambo snatched away his hand from the mouth of the enraged puppy. At that moment the window of the house facing the street was pushed violently open and the boys’ father, Tang Ciaco, looked out. He saw the blood from the toothmarks on Ambo’s hand. He called out inarticulately and the two brothers looked up in surprise and fear. Ambo hid his bitten hand behind him. Baldo stopped to pick up the black-spotted puppy, but Tang Ciaco shouted hoarsely to him not to touch the dog. At Tang Ciaco’s angry voice, the puppy had crouched back snarling, its pink lips drawn back, the hair on its back rising. “The dog has gone mad,” the man cried, coming down hurriedly. By the stove in the kitchen, he stopped to get a sizeable piece of firewood, throwing an angry look and a curse at Nana Elang for letting her sons play with the dogs. He removed a splinter or two, then hurried down the ladder, cursing in a loud angry voice. Nana Elang ran to the doorway and stood there silently fingering her skirt.
Baldo and Ambo awaited the coming of their father with fear written on their faces. Baldo hated his father as much as he feared him. He watched him now with half a mind to flee as Tang Ciaco approached with the piece of firewood held firmly in one hand. He is a big, gaunt man with thick bony wrists and stoop shoulders. A short-sleeved cotton shirt revealed his sinewy arms on which the blood-vessels stood out like roots. His short pants showed his bony-kneed, hard-muscled legs covered with black hair. He was a carpenter. He had come home drunk the night before. He was not a habitual drunkard, but now and then he drank great quantities of basi and came home and beat his wife and children. He would blame them for their hard life and poverty. “You are a prostitute,” he would roar at his wife, and as he beat his children, he would shout, “I will kill you both, you bastards.” If Nana Elang ventured to remonstrate, he would beat them harder and curse her for being an interfering whore. “I am king in my house,” he would say.
Now as he approached the two, Ambo cowered behind his elder brother. He held onto Baldo’s undershirt, keeping his wounded hand at his back, unable to remove his gaze from his father’s close-set, red-specked eyes. The puppy with a yelp slunk between Baldo’s legs. Baldo looked at the dog, avoiding his father’s eyes.
Tang Ciaco roared at them to get away from the dog: “Fools! Don’t you see it is mad?” Baldo laid a hand on Ambo as they moved back hastily. He wanted to tell his father it was not true, the dog was not mad, it was all Ambo’s fault, but his tongue refused to move. The puppy attempted to follow them, but Tang Ciaco caught it with a sweeping blow of the piece of firewood. The puppy was flung into the air. It rolled over once before it fell, howling weakly. Again the chunk of firewood descended, Tang Ciaco grunting with the effort he put into the blow, and the puppy ceased to howl. It lay on its side, feebly moving its jaws from which dark blood oozed. Once more Tang Ciaco raised his arm, but Baldo suddenly clung to it with both hands and begged him to stop. “Enough, father, enough. Don’t beat it anymore,” he entreated. Tears flowed down his upraised face.
Tang Ciaco shook him off with an oath. Baldo fell on his face in the dust. He did not rise, but cried and sobbed and tore his hair. The rays of the rising sun fell brightly upon him, turned to gold the dust that he raised with his kicking feet.
Tang Ciaco dealt the battered puppy another blow and at last it lay limpy still. He kicked it over and watched for a sign of life. The puppy did not move where it lay twisted on its side.
He turned his attention to Baldo.
“Get up,” he said, hoarsely, pushing the boy with his foot.
Baldo was deaf. He went on crying and kicking in the dust. Tang Ciaco struck him with the piece of wood in his hand and again told him to get up. Baldo writhed and cried harder, clasping his hands over the back of his head. Tang Ciaco took hold of one of the boy’s arms and jerked him to his feet. Then he began to beat him, regardless of where the blows fell.
Baldo encircled his head with his loose arm and strove to free himself, running around his father, plunging backward, ducking and twisting. “Shameless son of a whore,” Tang Ciaco roared. “Stand still, I’ll teach you to obey me.” He shortened his grip on the arm of Baldo and laid on his blows. Baldo fell to his knees, screaming for mercy. He called on his mother to help him.
Nana Elang came down, but she hesitated at the foot of the ladder. Ambo ran to her. “You too,” Tang Ciaco cried, and struck at the fleeing Ambo. The piece of firewood caught him behind the knees and he fell on his face. Nana Elang ran to the fallen boy and picked him up, brushing his clothes with her hands to shake off the dust.
Tang Ciaco pushed Baldo toward her. The boy tottered forward weakly, dazed and trembling. He had ceased to cry aloud, but he shook with hard, spasmodic sobs which he tried vainly to stop.
“Here take your child,” Tang Ciaco said, thickly.
He faced the curious students and neighbors who had gathered by the side of the road. He yelled at them to go away. He said it was none of their business if he killed his children.
“They are mine,” he shouted. “I feed them and I can do anything I like with them.”
The students ran hastily to school. The neighbors returned to their work.
Tang Ciaco went to the house, cursing in a loud voice. Passing the dead puppy, he picked it up by its hind legs and flung it away. The black and white body soared through the sunlit air; fell among the tall corn behind the house. Tang Ciaco, still cursing and grumbling, strode upstairs. He threw the chunk of firewood beside the stove. He squatted by the low table and began eating the breakfast his wife had prepared for him.
Nana Elang knelt by her children and dusted their clothes. She passed her hand over the red welts on Baldo, but Baldo shook himself away. He was still trying to stop sobbing, wiping his tears away with his forearm. Nana Elang put one arm around Ambo. She sucked the wound in his hand. She was crying silently.
When the mother of the puppies returned, she licked the remaining four by the small bridge of woven split bamboo. She lay down in the dust and suckled her young. She did not seem to miss the black-spotted puppy.
Afterward Baldo and Ambo searched among the tall corn for the body of the dead puppy. Tang Ciaco had gone to work and would not be back till nightfall. In the house, Nana Elang was busy washing the breakfast dishes. Later she came down and fed the mother dog. The two brothers were entirely hidden by the tall corn plants. As they moved about among the slender stalks, the corn-flowers shook agitatedly. Pollen scattered like gold dust in the sun, falling on the fuzzy· green leaves.
When they found the dead dog, they buried it in one corner of the field. Baldo dug the grove with a sharp-pointed stake. Ambo stood silently by, holding the dead puppy.
When Baldo finished his work, he and his brother gently placed the puppy in the hole. Then they covered the dog with soft earth and stamped on the grave until the disturbed ground was flat and hard again. With difficulty they rolled a big stone on top of the grave. Then Baldo wound an arm around the shoulders of Ambo and without a word they hurried up to the house.
The sun had risen high above the Katayaghan hills, and warm, golden sunlight filled Nagrebcan. The mist on the tobacco fields had completely dissolved.
















































RICE
by Manuel E. Arguilla

	Slowly, Pablo unhitched the carabao from the empty sled. He laid a horny palm on the back of the tired animal; the thick; coarse-haired skin was warm and dry like sun heated earth. The carabao by quietly, licking with its dark colored tongue and beads of moisture that hung on the stiff hairs around its nostrils. Dropping the yoke inside the sled, Pablo led the beast to a young tamarind tree almost as high as nipa hut beside it. A bundle of fresh green zacate lay under the tree and the carabao began to feed upon it hungrily. Pablo watched the animal a moment, half listening to its snuffling as it buried its mouth in the sweet-smelling zacate. A sudden weakness came upon him and black spots whirled before his eyes. He felt so hungry he could have gone down on his knees beside the carabao and chewed the grass. 
"Eat," he said in a thin, wheezy voice. "You can have all the grass you want." He slapped the animal's smooth, fat rump, and turned to the house, his hand falling limpy to his side.
"Sebia," he called, raising his voice until it broke shrilly, "Sebia!" 
No answering voice came from the hut. He bent low to pass under a length of hard bamboo used as a storm prop, muttering to himself how careless of his wife it was to leave the house with the door open. Toward the side where the prop slanted upward against the eaves, the hunt leaned sharply. The whole frail structure in fact looked as though it might collapse at any moments. But this year it has weathered four heavy storms without any greater damage than the sharp inclined toward the west, and that has been taken care of by the prop. As he looked at the house, Pablo did not see how squalid it was. He saw the snapping nipa walls, the shutterless windows, the rotting floor of the shaky batalan, the roofless shed over the low ladder,but there were familiar sights that had ceased to arouse his interest. 
He wiped his muddy feet on the grass that grew knee deep in the yard. He could hear the sound of pounding in the neighboring hut and, going to the broken-down fence that separated the two houses, he called out weakly, "Osiang, do you where my wife and children have gone?"
"Eh?" What is it Mang Pablo?" Te loud voice of a woman broke out the hut. You are home already? Where are your companions? Did you see my husband? Did you not come together? Where is he? Where is the shameless son-of-a-whore?"
"Andres is talking with some of the men at the house. Osiang, do you know where Sebia and the children are?"
"Why doesn't he come home?" He knows I have been waiting the whole day for the rice he is bringing home! I am so hungry I cannot even drag my bones away from stove. What is he doing at the house of Elis, the shameless, good for nothing son-of-a-whore?"
Pablo moved away from the fence, stumbling a little, for the long blades of grass got in his way.
"There is no rice, Osiang," he called back wheezily over his shoulder, but evidently the woman did not hear him, for she went on talking: "Mang Pablo, how many cavanes of rice did you borrow? Sebia told me you are to cook the rice as soon as you came home. She went with thechildren to the creek for snails. I told them to be careful and throw away whatever they gather if they see a watchman coming. God save our souls! What kind of life is this when we cannot even get snails from the fields? Pay a multa of five cavanes for a handful of snails!" Osiang spat noisily through the slats of her floor. She had not once shown her face. Pablo could hear her busily pounding in a little stone mortar. "There is no rice, Osiang," he whispered.
He felt too tired and weak to raise his voice. He sat on the ladder and waited for his wife and children. He removed his rain-stained hat of buri palm leaf, placing it atop one of the upright pieces of bamboo supporting the steps of the ladder. Before him, as far as his uncertain gaze couldmake out, stretched the rice fields of the Hacienda Consuelo. The afternoon sun brought out the gold in the green of the young rice plants. Harvest time was two months off and in the house of Pablo there was no rice to eat…
That morning he and several other tenants had driven over with their sleds to the house of the Senora to borrow grain. The sleds had been loaded with the cavanes of rice. Pablo remembered with what willingness he had heaved the sacks to his sled-five sacks-the rice grains bursting through the tiny holes of the juice covers. Then the announcement:
"Five sacks of rice borrowed today become ten at harvest time."
"We have always borrowed tersiohan - four cavanes become six," the man had repeated over and over. Although they used to find even this arrangement difficult and burdensome, they now insisted upon it eagerly.
"Tersiohan!" they had begged.
"Not takipan - that is too much. What will be left to us?"
"The storms have destroyed half of my rice plants..."
"I have six children to feed..."
"Five becomes ten," the encargado said, "Either that or you get no rice."
They had gathered around Elis. In the end every man had silently emptied his loaded sled and prepared to leave.
The senora had come out, her cane beating a rapid tattoo on the polished floor of the porch; she was an old woman with a chin that quivered as she spoke to them, lifeless false teeth clenched tightly in her anger.
"Do you see those trucks?" she had finished, pointing to three big red trucks under the mango tree in the yard.
"If you do not take the rice today, tonight the trucks will carry every sack in sight to the city. Then I hope you all starve you ungrateful beasts!"
It was Elis who drove away first. The others followed. The sacks of rice lay there in the yard in the sun, piled across each other…
"Mang Pablo," loud voice of Osiang broke again, "are you cooking rice yet? If you have no fire, come here under the window with some dry ice straw and I'll give you two of three coals from my stove. I am boiling a pinchful of bran. It will do to check my hunger a bit while I wait for that shameless Andres."
"Wait, Osiang," Pablo said, and finding this mouth had gone dry, he stepped into the kitchen and from the red clay jar dipped himself a glass of water. He came down with the sheaf of rice straw in his fist. Passing the tamarind tree, he pulled down a lomb covered with new leaves, light green and juicy. He filed his mouth with them and walked on to Osiang's hut, munching the sourish leaves.
"Here I am, Osiang," he said, but he had to strike the wall of the hut before he could attract the attention of Osiang, who had gone back to her pounding and could not hear Pablo's weak, wheezy voice.
She came to the window talking loudly. Her face, when she looked out, was a dark, earthy brown with high, sharp cheekbones and small pig-like eyes. She had a wide mouth and large teeth discolored from smoking tobacco. Short, graying hair fell straight on either side of her face, escaping from the loose knot she had at the back of her head. A square necked white cotton dress exposed half of her flat, bony chest.
"Whoresone!" she exclaimed, as one of the pieces of coal she was transferring from a coconut shell to the straw in Pablo's hand rolled away.
Pablo looked up to her and wanted to tell her again that there was no rice, but he could not bring himself to do it. Osiang went back to her pounding after all. He spat out the greenish liquid. It reminded him of crushed caterpillars. 
Smoke began to issue forth fro the twisted straw in his hand. He was preparing to climb over the intervening fence when he saw Andres coming down the path from the direction of Eli's house. The man appeared excited. He gestured with his arm to Pablo to wait for him.
Pablo drew back the leg he had over the fence. The smoking sheaf of straw in his hand, he went slowly to meet Andres. Osiang was still pounding in her little stone mortar. The sharp thudding of the stone pestle against the mortar seemed to Pablo unnaturally loud. Anders had stopped beneath the clump of bamboo some distance from his hut. He stood beside his carabao - a much younger man than Pablo - dark, broad, squat. He wrote a printed camisa de chino, threadbare at the neck and shoulders, the sleeves cut short above the elbows so that his arm hung out, thick-muscled awkward. 
"Are you coming with us?" he asked Pablo, his voice granting in his throat as he strove a speak quietly. There was in his small eyes a fierce, desperate look that Pablo found to meet. 
"Don't be a fool, Andres," he said, coughing to clear his throat and trying to appear calm. Andres breathed hard. He glared at the older man. But Pablo was looking down at the smoking straw in his hand. He could feel the heat steadily increasing and he shifted his hold farther from the burning end. Andres turned to his carabao with a curse. Pablo took a step forward until he stood close to the younger man. 
"What can you do Andres?" he said. "You say you will stop the trucks bearing the rice to the city. That will be robbery. 
"Five cavanes paid back double is robbery too, only the robbers do not go to jail," 
"Perhaps there will be a killing..." "We will take that chance." "You will all be sent to bilibid."
"What will become of the wife and the children behind? Who will feed them?"
"They are starving right now under our very eyes."
"But you are here with them." "That is worse."

The smoke from the burning rice straw got into Pablo's mouth and he was shaken a fit of coughing. 
"What do you hope to gain by stealing a truck load of rice?" he asked when he recovered his breath. 
"Food," Andres said tersely. 
"Is that all?" "Food for our wives and children. Food for everybody. That is enough!"
"What will happen if the stolen rice is gone? Will you go on robbing?"
"It is not stealing. The rice is ours."
The straw in Pablo's hand burst into sudden flame. He threw it away. It fell in path, the fire dying out as the straw scattered and burning coals rolled in all directions.
 "I must get some rice straws," Pablo said in his thin, wheezy voice. 
"Osiang, your wife is waiting for you." 
As he turned to leave, Andres whispered hoarsely to him, "before the moon rises tonight, the first truck will pass around the bend by the bridge..." 
Pablo did not look back. He had seen his wife and three children approaching the hut from the fields. They were accompanied by a man. He hurried to meet them. A moment later the loud voice of Osiang burst out of the hut of Andres, but Pablo had no ear for other things just then. The man with his wife was the field watchman.
 "They were fishing in the fields," the watchman said stolidly, He was a thickset, dull-faced fellow clad in khaki shirt and khaki trousers. 
"You will pay a fine of five cavanes."
"We are only gathering snails," Sebia protested sobbing. She was wet. Her skirt clung to her thin legs dripping water and slow trickle of mud. "Five cavanes," the watchman said. "I came to tell you so that you will know--" speaking to Pablo. He turned and strode away. Pablo watched the broad, khaki covered back of the watchman.
"I suppose he has to earn his rice too," he said in his wheezy voice, feeling an immense weariness and hopelessness settle upon him.
He looked at his wife, weeping noisily, and the children streak with dark-blue mud, the two older boys thin like sticks, and the youngest a girl of six. Five cavanes of rice for a handful of snails! How much is five cavanes to five hungry people?
"Itay, I'm hungry," Sabel, the girl said.
The two boys looked up at him mutely. They were cold and shivering and full of the knowledge of what had happened. 
"I was just going to get fire from Osiang," Pablo heard himself say.
"You have not cooked the rice?" Sebia asked, moving wearily to the ladder.
"There is no rice." Sebia listened in silence while he told her why there was no rice.
"Then what were you going to cook with the fire?" she asked finally.
"I don't know," he was forced to say.
"I thought I would wait for you and the children."
"Where shall we ever get the rice to pay the multa?"
Sebia asked irrelevantly. At their feet the children began to whimper.
"Itay, I'm hungry," Sabel repeated. Pablo took her up his arms.
He carried her to the carabao and placed her on its broad, warm back. The child stopped whimpering and began to kick with her legs. The carabao switched its tails, he struck with its mud-encrusted tip across her face. She covered her eyes with both hands and burst out crying. Pablo put her down, tried to pry away her hands from her eyes, but she refused to uncover them and cried as though in great pain. "Sebia, Pablo called, and his wife hurried, he picked up a stout piece of wood lying nearby and began to beat the carabao. He gripped the piece of wood with both hands and struck the dumb beast with all his strength. His breath came in gasps. The carabao wheeled around the tamarind tree until its rope was wound about the trunk and the animal could not make another turn. It stood there snorting with pain and fear as the blows of Pablo rained down its back. The piece of wood at last broke and Pablo was left with a short stub in his hands. He gazed at it, sobbing with rage and weakness, then he ran to the hut, crying. "Give me my bolo, Sebia, give me my bolo. We shall have food tonight." But Sebia held him and would not let him go until he quieted down and sat with back against the wall of the hut. Sabel had stopped crying. The two boys sat by the cold stove. "God save me," Pablo said, brokenly. He brought up his knees and, dropping his face between them, wept like a child.
Sebia lay down with Sabel and watched pablo. She followed his movements wordlessly as he got up and took his bolo from the wall and belted it around his waist. She did not rise to stop him. She lay there on the floor and watched his husband put his hat and go down the low ladder. She listened and learned he had not gone near the carabao. Outside, the darkness had thickened. Pablo picked his way through the tall grass in the yard. He stopped to look back in the house. In the twilight the hut did not seem to lean so much. He tightened the belt of the heavy bolo around his waist. Pulling the old buri hat firmly over his head, he joined Andres, who stood waiting by the broken down fence. I silence they walked together to the house of Elis.































