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An Excerpt from a 
Translation of 

Maria C. Magsano’s 
Duksay Kapalaran1

Chapter One

“Masantos a kabuasan,2 Tia3 Susang,” Tanching said, smiling, 
her lips scarlet with lipstick, her eyebrows seemed drawn, 
and her cheeks tinted with blushers. Her hair shone with 
brilliantine, and wavy, like water being blown by the wind. 
Her face was bright like a shining bolan; her white dress with 
red polka dots matched her handkerchief, shoes, handbag, and 
umbrella. If she were food, she would be flavorful; if she were a 
house, she would be well-made.

Susang, who was sitting at the table inside her store, put her 
pencil down. “Hola, Chica!”4 You look good and maganggana5 
this morning!” She looked her up and down, and repeated her 
praises. “Tanching, do you know? No one can match you. Hija, 

1	 This excerpt from an English translation of Duksay Kapalaran by Maria Magsano 
applies foreignizing strategies to preserve the cultural specificities of the original.  
I render the title of the novel as “Cruelty of Fate.”

2	 Good morning

3	 Sp. aunt

4	 Sp. Hello, Girl! 

5	 beautiful	
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you exceed them all when it comes to clothes and make-up; you 
really are superior. Where are you going this morning, ah? You 
really look very, very smart. I’m not joking.”

Tanching laughed softly, and said, “Is that true? This dress is 
old. I already had it during the Japanese period, you just didn’t see 
it. Where am I going? Where else, but to the office. I just dropped 
by because I wanted to tell you that I’d pay my utang6 next payday 
again because I’m so broke now, because … you know.”

“If that’s the case ...” Susang said, who became somewhat 
angry at her lies. She said to herself, “When payday comes, she’ll 
say, ‘next time,’ again—until when? How’s this! Pacencialo, as 
the Chinese would say.”

“Salamat, Tia. Ah, don’t worry, I often pray to God to grant 
you a long life so that you’ll see who among my children will 
dress up like me,” she laughed; then she said, “I’ll go then so 
that I won’t be late, because you know how an employee is, 
there’s an exact time to come and go. Bye-bye Tia, don’t be 
angry because I’ll really pay you next month.”

“Can you turn around one more time so I can see you again. 
You’re really smart, niña,” Susang repeated.

“That’s what they say. My officemates think I don’t reuse my 
clothes. They think I’m a millionaire, chi!7 Maybe they’re just being 
sarcastic, and they think I just swallow everything they say. Of 
course not. Though I know that no matter how they try, they can’t 
compare to me.” Her giggle was infectious, the sort that can make 
one forget her troubles, no matter how difficult they might be.

As she left, a vendor arrived to hand over the sales of the 
sundries that she had taken from Susang to sell. She followed 
Tanching with her eyes, then she said without rhyme or reason, 

6	 debt 

7	 an expression of disdain or disapproval
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“Ali8 Susang, who’s that bii?9 I often notice her because of how 
she dresses, like it’s always fiesta! I’ve never seen her poorly 
dressed. Her husband must be rich, Ali?”

“Ay,10 yes, rich, and also her parents. Not only that, aside 
from fondness for beautiful clothes, she also takes care of 
herself. Don’t you want to be like her?” Susang asked. 

“How can I be like her? You know how hard life is, especially 
if there are many children; but they will be my comfort when 
they’ve already grown up. Who doesn’t like to be beautiful if she 
can? What’s wrong with the youth now is that many of them look 
good outside, while inside their belly is empty; they can’t count 
their utang with their hair. My masiken11 told me, Ali, that we 
could live on asin12 and vinegar, so long as no one could say that we 
owed anyone. That’s why I make sure to come here and I pay you.”

Susang smiled deeply, but she remained silent. Masiken 
Agustin, who was listening to their conversation, intruded. 
“It’s all right to have utang if you pay it; what’s vexing is if you 
don’t, especially if you’re too proud, as if you’re better than 
everyone else though your utang is almost as many as your 
hairs, as they say.” 

“Leave over, Masiken Agustin. And you? Your heart is so 
hard that it cannot be pierced by any dagger. Only your mouth 
is full of honey, but your heart is full of bile,” Susang said, her 
tone resentful. “Look at your akulaw,13 she’s dying of sorrow 
because of your foolishness, and what do you give her in return 
for her love for you?”   

8	 Tag. Ale; aunt; a title of respect before a woman’s name.

9	 female, girl, woman

10	 well, oh, by the way

11	 old man; husband 

12	 salt

13	 old woman; wife
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“I love my akulaw, Ali, but she believes everything she hears. 
If she would only enjoy her life, since I provide my family with 
what they need. If she closed her eyes, plugged her ears, and kept 
smiles on her lips—wouldn’t that be nice to see each time I see 
and leave her? That would even make my love for her grow.”

“Oh, stop, Agustin, that mouth of yours is always a good 
talker. Go and look for Juan, because he’s still not here and his 
work is waiting for him,” Susang said, then she continued her 
conversation with Pasiang.

“You know, Ali, some people still owe me, although they 
are rich like that bii who just left—they always wear beautiful 
clothes. Their spouses are employees, and maybe they earn 
hundreds, yet I don’t understand why they’d still get things 
from me as utang, like vegetables, which they need everyday. 
You know, Ali, I’m embarrassed to befriend them because 
I’m poor, yet they don’t consider my situation. I wonder what 
caused that behavior of theirs, ah?” 

“Cause? Nothing else but their excess, their extravagance 
in clothing or food, even if their daily wage cannot cover it. 
Then something goes wrong.”  

 Their conversation was interrupted again because Agustin 
arrived and joined them.

“If I’m the asawa14 of an extravagant bii, I wouldn’t hand 
her my salary. I’d just give her enough for our daily expenses, 
like the Chinese and the Americans do.”

“If you were an American! But you’re a Filipino, so do what 
Filipinos do and don’t just imitate other nations, unless it’s 
good for you,” Susang said. 

At this point, Doña Poling, Dr. Castillo’s widow, arrived, 
and the talk was once again interrupted. Agustin left, and 

14	  spouse (male in this instance); ungendered term for both husband and wife
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Pasiang also immediately said goodbye after handing Susang 
the money.

Going back to Doña Poling—she had been a widow for 
several years, and she was left with nine grown-up children, 
two of whom entered panamaley15 just before the Japanese 
arrived in the Philippines. Despite her age, the beauty of her 
youth lingered in her face and body. Fair complexion, oval face, 
laughing eyes, arched eyebrows; her hair was black without any 
uban;16 and her speech was pleasant, lovely, and gentle. Even if 
she did not adapt to the modern woman’s fashion, she could 
even be lovelier than them.                

“Susang, agi,17 could you lend me some more money to add 
to my utang, please?” she whispered.  

“Of course, if it’s you. Is that all? Stay here and I’ll get it.”
When Susang returned, she immediately handed Poling fifty 

pesos without hesitation. “What are you going to do with it, ah?”
“You know, agi, our toilet was destroyed when the Japanese 

were here, and I’d like to have it fixed, because the children are 
coming home and they might bring their friends. It would be 
shameful if they find it in that state. I’ll return it to you once I get 
the profit from the corn. I’ve never had any utang before; only now 
that I’m a widow, because I still have children who go to school.”

“You worry too much! But then you always come running 
to pay before the day you promised,” Susang said.   

“Of course, so you don’t get deria,18 and I could ask a second, 
third time when I need your help again. I’d rather people call 
me old-fashioned with the way I dress than for them to say that 

15	  marriage, married life

16	  Tag. white hair

17	  ungendered term for both brother and sister; also used as an address to a friend or a 
spouse

18	  extreme cautiousness brought by previous disappointments
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I have a lot of utang. I feel embarrassed for people who owe 
almost all their hair, and yet they act as if everyone is beneath 
the soles of their feet. Worse, sometimes they’d even get angry 
when you ask them to pay.”  

  “Some would commit their backpay, or that of their spouse’s 
or children’s. Backpay! Backpay! Soldier in Bataan, soldier in 
Corregidor, true guerrillero or not, employees, teachers—they 
all rely on money that they don’t yet have,” Susang said.  

“And I’m one of them. I also wait for my masiken’s backpay 
for his service during the Japanese occupation, and my 
children’s, who are soldiers. It was God’s grace that they came 
back alive,” said Poling. 

“You’re still much better than me, because you have 
something to depend on. I can only rely on my own sweat, hard 
work, and patience to earn centavos.”

Doña Poling bade her goodbye, because she still had to see 
someone who would bring the allowance of her children who 
are studying in Manila.

Chapter Two

Meanwhile, Tanching’s arrival at work made her colleagues’ 
eyes bulge. Some of them  poked each other; others winked at 
the rest, while those at the back who couldn’t be easily noticed 
smirked, as though they had eaten something unpleasant, but 
all of them stopped whatever they had been doing and followed 
Tanching with their eyes until she was seated at her own table. 

Whether she noticed how her officemates behaved or not, 
it was nothing to her since she was acting naturally. The way 
she was dressed and made-up, her manner of speech—they 
were all natural to her. She sat down, opened her handbag, and 
brought out a small mirror. She checked her powder and make-
up. Satisfied, she closed her bag and uncovered her typewriter.            
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After a half-hour, the office Chief arrived. He had a good 
image, at the peak of his life, wise, and compassionate. All 
the employees he passed greeted him with a respectful “Good 
morning, boss.” They all respected him because he treated them 
fairly. He answered them with a “Good morning, everybody” and 
a nod, his face happy and smiling. When he was about to pass 
by Tanching’s table, he paused and pretended to check what 
she was typing. Tanching stopped working and looked up at 
him, smiling.

“Tanching, how are you this morning? You are looking very 
fine this morning. I do hope you had a sound sleep last night despite 
the intolerable heat.”

“I feel very well, Sir, thank you. And what about you, Sir?” she 
replied. 

“Same as you, but I envy your attractiveness this morning. 
All your clothes are matching. The lakí whose name you carry 
is lucky. I couldn’t imagine how much he loves you.”

Everyone around them stopped working and anticipated 
her answer. Those who were seated farther made coughing 
noises, poking each other. “Maybe the Chief is courting her. 
We can’t blame him, a lakí19 is a lakí once he wears his hat, 
like they say. Well! It’s up to the bii if she allows herself to be 
fooled.” Some of those who were not malicious opined that 
the Chief must not pursue her because he already had grown-
up daughters and a blameless spouse, except that anyone 
could not help but be drawn to anything that was attractive 
and beautiful. 

Tanching said nothing; she just smiled and continued 
working. She did not pay any attention to what her Chief told 
her, because she knew that whether he meant it or not, no one 

19	  male, boy, man
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could stop him from liking her or anything that was pleasant 
to the eyes. “Well,” she said to herself, “if I’m pleasant to their 
eyes, it’s not my fault if they fall for me. My spouse is rather 
lucky, because he’s not alone in loving me.”

An hour passed. But just as all the office employees were 
done with their momentary teasing over Tanching’s arrival 
and the Chief’s conversation with her, their attention was once 
again caught by the arrival of Maestra Tita, and they wondered 
why she was at the office. She went directly to the Chief’s table.

“Hola, Señora Maestra Tita. It’s a lucky morning because 
you visited us. What’s the occasion, Maestra? Please have a 
seat. Where did you come from?” said Señor Guillermo.

Tita did not answer his question; instead, she looked at 
all the employees as though she was marking one of them. 
Everyone looked at her, and the men said, “Who among us does 
she like?” They teased a pockmarked and cross-eyed lakí as the 
one Maestra Tita was after. But the women were somewhat 
ashamed of her because it might be true that she was looking 
for someone to pursue her, which was against Filipino social 
culture. Regardless of the ways and customs of other nations, 
the ones you were born into are hard to change, else you would 
only shame your countrymen. In other nations, the women 
who wanted to get married could express their desire, just 
like the men; but in the Philippines, this was not the practice, 
especially for women. That was why they felt so ashamed of 
Tita, because in their minds she was really picking one among 
the men. Like what they say, “The mouse won’t shriek if it’s not 
trapped.” Tita’s sweeping gaze soon found Tanching; their eyes 
met, but the latter looked away as though she did not recognize 
the former.     

Tita took the seat in front of Señor Guillermo; she seemed 
stunned upon seeing someone whom she hated but had been 
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looking for at the same time. In a low voice, she explained her 
purpose for her visit.

“Señor Guillermo, I am here for a very important reason, 
and there’s no one who can help me but you.” She moved her 
chair closer to Chief’s, and they talked softly. 

Those who were naughtier than the rest said, “It looks 
like she’s already declaring her feelings. This must be a lucky 
morning, because so many love and are being loved by the 
Chief. He has a reason to go after the one he loves, but this one 
looks like she’s the one who is after him. There’s nothing you 
can do, Saraw, because you’re beneath the soles of his feet.” Life 
in this world is truly a temptation. If you cannot understand 
your fellow creature, they also cannot understand you, and 
they will presume anything about you. 

As Tita was about to stand and leave, those who were sitting 
close to the Chief heard her say, “Salamat for agreeing, Señor 
Guillermo,” And they shook hands. Those who were curious 
winked at each other, and what they had in mind would be up 
to you, who are reading this story, to imagine, since you know 
the ways and customs of your countrymen.          

As twelve noon chimed, everyone got ready to retire. The 
Chief went to Tanching directly and whispered, “Stay for a 
moment because there’s something we have to talk about,” and 
he returned to his seat at once. Those who saw him said, “This 
is already a mystery. Our Chief might be declaring his feelings. 
The bii who went here wasn’t able to change his mind.” But one 
of them intervened and said, “It’s not right to make yourself 
believe in things that you know nothing about. Why, have you 
read their thoughts?” So many things happened that day that 
suspicions were stronger than the blowing wind.

Tanching knew why Tita was at the office, especially when 
the bii looked around as though she was searching for someone. 
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She arranged her table, brought out her mirror, fixed her hair 
and powder, and went to the Chief with a glowing face; but 
deep inside she was worried about what she would say, if she 
was right about Tita’s presence at the office.     

Their meeting took a little while, each of them wondering 
how to start the conversation. Guillermo drummed his fingers 
on the table as Tanching kept herself busy with her abanico 
while waiting for her Chief to speak. One waited for the other 
to break the silence, while their bellies grumbled for the need 
to be filled. Then it came to the Chief that it was he who had to 
speak first, since he was the one who set the conference.                  

“Tanching,” he began, “time flies swiftly, so I’ll be direct 
with you. I’m hoping that you won’t feel bad, and please don’t 
think that I don’t care about you.” He cleared his throat several 
times before he continued. “Maestra Tita begged me to keep 
some of your wages as payment for what you owed her, because 
she’s also going to pay her insurance as the due date nears.” 
Guillermo had not finished speaking, but Tanching’s fury 
was already like a roaring thunder amid a torrential rain and 
typhoon, or huge waves crashing upon the shore. 

“Shameless bii! What, does she think I’m like other women 
who have no integrity? Who in this world does not have an 
utang? Even President Osmeña, who is considered a millionaire 
in Cebu, and others who are high-class and wealthy have debts. 
Don’t I have a house where she could tell me how she feels instead 
of going to my workplace? It’s obvious that she doesn’t have any 
integrity; falta de educacion! Mal educada, yet she’s a teacher!”

Guillermo was speechless. First, he never thought that 
Tanching could be as angry as she was; second, what she 
said was reasonable. He considered for a moment, then he 
said softly, “Why, did you pawn her something? Was there a 
promise you made?”
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“None, but I owe her money, with interest.”
“How much interest do you pay? Does she charge a lot?” 

Guillermo asked.
“Much lower than others who lend money, because it’s just 

1% a month. I’ve paid others 20% monthly,” Tanching said with 
a gentler tone.

Guillermo smiled, then asked, “Were you able to pay the 
monthly interest on the date you had agreed upon?”    

Tanching was not able to answer at once, and lowering her 
eyes, she said, “No.”

“How many months haven’t you paid?” Guillermo asked again.
“This is the fourth month, but I considered settling everything 

at once this coming month,” she said with some irritation.
The Chief stood up and said to Tanching, “You seem to be at 

fault, hija. A promise is like a debt. A borrower is like a slave from 
the day he incurred an utang. You’re like a slave then; and now, 
Maestra Tita has the power and the right to demand payment. 
Frankly, hija, pay her or I’ll be forced to deduct it from your 
salary, because that’s my promise to her. I feel bad, hija, because 
of what I’m telling you, but I wouldn’t have agreed to this if she 
hadn’t promised that she will not tell anyone about this. I’m 
hoping that you won’t blame me or feel resentful towards me.”

Tears flowed from Tanching eyes, and Guillermo took 
her silence as her admission of being at fault. They parted 
at that point. 

When she got home, she found Juanito, who was also back 
from his office.

“Why did it take you so long this time? You’re usually home 
before me, but now I’ve been here long before you came, ” was 
Juanito’s greeting.

She walked past him without answering and went straight 
to their bedroom. The asawa thought that something must 
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have happened to her, because she would usually greet him 
with a   pat on the shoulder or a kiss on the cheek. Before long, 
Juanito followed her, and hugged and kissed her.

They had a good relationship. Juanito was not only loving 
but also patient; forbearing of his wife’s shortcomings. He said 
affectionately, “Darling, what are you angry about, ah?  I only 
asked you a question, don’t feel bad; forgive me if I am wrong.”

Tanching cried on her husband’s shoulder, her tears 
streaming. Juanito took his handkerchief out of his pocket and 
wiped her tears, but she still sobbed. He told her kindly, “Darling, 
it pains me that you also work like I do, but you insisted because 
you said my earnings are not enough to support us. You’re the 
one who brought this upon yourself.”

When she calmed down, Tanching embraced her husband 
and said regretfully, “Honey, all fault is mine. How do I explain 
things to you when I’m being consumed by shame?”

Juanito’s heart quivered. He cradled her on his lap, his arm 
around her, and consoled her as though she was a small child. 
“Darling,” he said, “when did I ever keep you from what you 
wanted, from anything that could help and make you happy?” 
Tell me, inaro,20 for we will help each other in any difficulties 
and sorrow.”

Tanching’s face brightened, and she smiled despite her 
tears. “Honey, you do truly love me!” 

And she cried harder as she remembered the time when the 
GIs (American soldiers) were still here and she flirted with them 
so that they would gift her with canned goods when they visited 
her at home. For the Americans, this conduct was nothing; but 
for the Filipinos, they would bet their lives, even if it was just 
rumors, when it came to the honor of their wife or sister. 

20	  beloved
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But Juanito was different, because he never thought or 
suspected her of any wrongdoing; instead, he even encouraged 
his wife to entertain them, because he was sure that his wife 
had no other intention than to have good relations with them. 
Yet it was true that there were those who went crazy for the 
gallant GIs. Some of them had been left with a “souvenir” that 
marked the loss of their honor. There were chaste, unmarried 
women who trusted too much and gave way to excessive 
pleasure uncharacteristic of Filipinas who were now like aging 
and fading store merchandise that no one wants to buy because 
they were the Americans’ leftovers.

Juanito entreated her to tell him the reason for her tears 
and sadness. He implored her until she told him all the reasons 
behind her sadness; until he was able to gather from her wife’s 
own lips what he desperately wanted to know.

“Honey,” she said, “I borrowed money from Maestra Tita 
because there was a vestido and shoes that I really liked, and 
you also liked it when I wore it. Do you remember, Honey? I 
could not control the desire! I was like mannginginew21 that 
I would miscarry if I didn’t get it. But since it’s already been 
four months that I haven’t paid interest, she wanted to collect 
all my utang, including the interest. I didn’t heed her when she 
demanded payment—‘Yes, yes,’ I’d tell her playfully. But her 
response was painful to me because she went to the Chief and 
asked him to deduct my payment from my salary.”

“Is that all?” Juanito said, laughing. “I thought it was such 
a big deal.”

“No, but it felt like I was slapped when the Chief called my 
attention. And you know, honey, maybe some of my colleagues 

21	 A Philippine sociocultural phenomenon manifested by a pregnant woman’s supposed 
unusual food cravings and extreme mood swings during her first trimester.
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think that he likes me, because he wasn’t able to keep himself 
from complimenting my outfit this morning; some of them 
cleared their throats and some gave me secret glances,” 
Tanching explained. 

Juanito was dumbstruck due to what was already mentioned 
as Filipino sensibility when it came to disrespecting the honor 
of their wife or sisters. What crossed his mind though was to 
see Maestra Tita to reprimand her as much as he could for 
disregarding the honor of his wife.

Chapter Three

“In unity there is strength.” With the establishment of the 
Parent-Teacher Association, all baley22 in every luyag23 
that had one became more advantageous and prosperous, 
especially with regard to schools. Though it was the town’s 
responsibility to take care of the children’s education, this 
group readily helped. Whatever was discussed and agreed upon 
during meetings would be accomplished. The parents would 
conscientiously determine and produce what the government 
lacked in building and constructing other classrooms, so that 
all the children of the baley who wanted to go to school would 
be accommodated.

Maestra Tita was one of the most zealous, brilliant, and 
active teachers at the Escuela Central of Dagupan. She had 
ten children, three of whom were already in High School. The 
youngest was about two; she married early because she lost 
her ina24 at an early age. No wonder she already had a lot of 
children even though she was still young. Her asawa was the 
Chief Clerk at the Division Office. He was six years older than 

22	  town; also town center or población

23	  province

24	  mother
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Tita, but he did not look it and he did not seem to age. He liked 
playing with their children when he was home.

Tanching and Juanito’s family had been neighbors with 
Tita, and they became close friends. But when the Japanese-
American War broke, they got separated upon their return 
from the evacuation where they had hidden. Despite that, 
the intimacy and warmth of their friendship did not change. 
But Tita and her family did not leave their house to protect it 
from arson caused by their countrymen who wanted to take 
belongings that they did not work for. Almost everyone who did 
not leave for the evacuation arranged by the government was 
infected with the affliction of theft, and as a pretext to take the 
possessions of someone else, they would intentionally set fire 
to the houses, starting with the Japanese shops even before the 
war began. From the Christmas Eve of 1941, the conflagration 
did not cease until the dawning of the fiesta’y baley, the 27th of 
the month; the same time the soldiers of Hirohito arrived at the 
baley briefly plagued by an inferno.

During the course of the Japanese Occupation, and until 
the return of the Americans, Tanching—despite the living 
conditions of that time when one was forced to make do with 
what one had, whether in food or clothing—did not suffer like 
the others, because she engaged in buy-and-sell of jewelry and 
clothes supposedly given her by her acquaintances and friends 
in Manila, but who they were, no one wanted to say if anyone 
whispered to ask. That was how life was at that time if you 
wanted to live peacefully.

Hundreds, even thousands, was the cost of each vestido, and 
so much more for jewelry. Those who did buy-and-sell were not 
satisfied with earning just half, but even ten times the capital. 
But those who did not engage in buy-and-sell had patched clothes, 
especially their inner wear, or ropa interior as the Spanish would 
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say; and their food was simply ground corn, sweet potatoes, or 
cassava combined with rice. Things were particularly dire when 
the Americans were about to come back to the Philippines. 
In Manila, people either died of hunger on the streets or were 
overcome with weakness. People even learned to eat the water lily 
that grew on the danum,25 and so with the ngalasangas which, 
according to old people, appeared during famines.

During the so-called Liberation, or the arrival of the 
Americans after defeating the Japanese, life slowly went back 
to how it had been before the war. Everyone had a taste of 
milk, bread, butter, cheese, and canned goods. The GIs went 
everywhere, and they were gladly received by the Filipinos, 
whichever house they visited, for two reasons: the Filipinos 
regarded them as their deliverer from the Japanese who, it was 
said, had been the cause of their sufferings, and for their desire 
for the canned goods that the GIs brought them.

It was true that there was food during the time of peace, and 
so it was with clothes, though they were not as stylish as the 
expensive ones. Money was easy, so products were overpriced, 
even ten times their regular price; but people did not mind 
because money was easily had, especially since the GIs were 
on a buying spree for souvenirs to send to their hometowns. 
But as time passed and the number of GIs dwindled, money 
became scarce. Government employees were miserable, for 
they did not earn enough to sustain their monthly expenses, 
especially if they had children to support, or if his asawa did 
not know how to moderate or reduce her expenses, or she did 
not know how to budget the earnings of her husband and was 
too extravagant and lived the life of a millionaire. These were 
referred to as “brimming on the outside but empty inside.”

25	  water
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Tanching was used to the extravagant life, to enrich herself 
with make-up and clothes, to entertain, especially the GIs whose 
affection and friendship ended at the pier, so she did not realize 
that the monthly earnings of her husband were not enough to 
maintain her lavish lifestyle, not to mention entertaining their 
American friends whom you could never receive with just 
cassava or corn, unlike the Japanese. Thus, she was not able 
to stop herself from having utang here and there, using her 
husband’s years of backpay from the government as assurance. 
Many relied on this devil backpay, already counting what they 
did not yet have, just like counting the chicks when the eggs 
have not hatched yet. One of those she sought to borrow money 
from was Tita, despite the distance of her home.

“Tita,” she said amiably, “lend me some money and I’ll pay 
your desired rates. I think Juanito will receive his backpay soon, 
and I will return it once he gets it. Good for you, agi, that you live 
here, and there are other people you could run to, unlike us—
we’re far away from our interests, especially Juanito. Though 
his parents and siblings are hacienderos,26 they couldn’t help 
him now because of the Huks. You also don’t have to rent a 
house because you have your own; and both you and your 
asawa are employees, unlike us—my masiken is the only one 
who earns. I’ve been trying to look for a job. P200 is all I need.” 
She brought Tita a tin of American coffee, another of candies, 
and two boxes of biscuits given to her by her American friends.

“Why did you bring me these? You have children who have 
need of them,” Tita said.

“Don’t mind it, it’s nothing; they’ve more than enough. 
You know, our GI friends give us lots of things when they 

26	  owners of large estates
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visit, especially when Juanito gives them alak27 or cerveza,28 
or whatever we could offer them, then they return the favor,” 
Tanching said, laughing as she ingratiated herself to her 
friend whom she considered the best among those whom she 
met in Dagupan.

The compassionate Tita was convinced. She went to her 
room, opened the cabinet, and took P200 from both her and 
her husband’s savings that she had set aside so that she would 
not be troubled to look for someone to borrow money from 
in case there was an emergency. As she counted the money, 
she reconsidered whether she should still give Tanching the 
money. When she closed the cabinet, she thought once more 
if it was right to lend the money. She said to herself, “My 
mother told me that if I wanted trouble or to find someone to 
get mad at me, I should lend money, and if they’re not able to 
pay or couldn’t meet their promise, my heart and soul will be 
distressed, especially when the borrower is dishonest or a liar.” 
But she also thought to herself, “She will receive a backpay, and 
maybe she’d be able to reimburse me; she said her siblings and 
relatives are big shots. Surely they’d help her if she’s in any 
difficulty.” Then she went outside the room and handed the 
money to Tanching. They wrote a receipt for it, with the 1% 
monthly interest, despite Tanching’s offer of even half the 20% 
interest she was paying another lender.

“Why is the interest so low?” asked Tanching, despite her 
pleasure at how little she was going to pay.

“Yes, because you’re not going to use it for business; I didn’t 
want to charge any interest, but I don’t want my masiken to 
grumble, because he has been telling me to deposit it at the 
bank for the interest it’s going to earn.”

27	  wine, alcohol

28	  Sp. beer
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Not long after, Tanching was able to find a job due to the 
recommendation of a friend who was well-connected with 
some government executives. At first, she was anxious to pay 
the interest, but she eventually neglected paying her utang for 
months; and when Tita sent someone on the day or month she 
was supposed to pay the interest or part of what she owed, she 
was not able to settle anything. To make matters worse, the 
employees had no backpay for three years; they only received 
their bonus, and they were also not able to receive their wages 
three months prior to the war.

When Tita’s difficulties persisted because of the high cost 
of staples, especially when she had heard that Tanching owed 
other people besides her, she was forced to tell Tanching’s 
Chief and ask for his help. So, as was mentioned in the earlier 
chapters, Juanito resolved to confront Tita for shaming his wife 
by going to the office where she worked.

So, upon arriving at Tita’s house, where she received him 
warmly, the loving but indulging asawa said, “Who are you to 
shame my wife? Why didn’t you go to me instead of other people?”

Tita also got angry at being spoken as such by a visitor, and 
though he was a man and she had never done this to his asawa, 
she answered without fear: “Who are you to come here and 
scold me at my own house because of your unscrupulous wife, 
you shameless, insolent man? Leave, or else I will scream and 
accuse you of committing something wicked inside my house!” 
And she took her asawa’s cane that was hanging from the hat 
hook to hit him with if he would not leave.

Juanito quickly went downstairs and headed home directly. 
Perhaps he thought he could just treat her so because of his 
family’s supposed high class. If Tita’s asawa had found him at that 
moment, it would have resulted in a huge, sensational drama.
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When the roaring in his pagew29 had calmed down, he left 
to look for someone to borrow money from and pay what his 
wife owed Tita. And so he found Susang who was merciful, 
even though it was said that “the fool farts at the merciful.”

“Tia Susang, if you’ll have mercy on us, please lend us 
some more, because Tanching owes someone money, and the 
interest is so high; so that you’re the only one we don’t have an 
utang to,” Juanito said humbly.

“Why, how much do you need?” said Susang, whose 
compassion was beyond compare.

“Two hundred only, if you have it, and I will cover the rest 
with our money at home,” he said. But the truth was that he 
was asking for the full amount that he needed. 

Susang gave it to him without any hesitation, because she 
was relying on Juanito’s backpay. Backpay the Judas! So many 
went crazy from waiting for it.

M a r i a  C .  M ag s a no
Maria C. Magsano (b. 3 February 1883 in Dagupan City, Pangasinan) was a 
prominent educator, literato, and suffragist. She taught at the Philippine 
Normal University; served as editor of the Pangasinan Review Press; founded 
and edited Silew (Light), the first Pangasinan vernacular literary magazine; 
authored short stories and novels such as Colegiala Dolores (1950), Bales na 
Kalamangan (1952), and Samban Agnabenegan (1954). She was also President of 
the Pangasinan Provincial Federation and The Women Suffragists. For her 
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29	  chest
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