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Manwal ng Paparating

1. Kung hahayaan mo lamang akong sambitin ang ngalan ng birhen, tiyak
makakarating ka sa kabilang ibayo. Naghihintay sila sa may kantarilya. Ang sabi,
may nagpapakita roong kayang gayahin ang anyo ng iniibig. Mag-ingat ka. Tiyaking
hindi marumi ang laylayan ng baro sa iyong pag-uwi.

2. Palaging sa silong ibinabaon ang mga inunan. Naghukay sila rito isang hatinggabi
habang pinapakinggan ang iyong mga hilik. Pagkagising mo, sa may silong ay may
nag-iisang bakas ng paa. Gusto mong malaman kung ito ay kanan o kaliwa ngunit
may tumatawag na sa iyo. Magpapasuso ka pa.

3. Nang minsang baybayin ko ang iyong pangalan, lumapit ka at tumayo sa aking
harapan. Ikinumpas mo ang iyong kamay at isang tangkas ng buhok ang iniabot sa
akin. Tinanggap ko ito kapalit ang pagtanggal mo ng hiya sa aking katawan. Paano
ka nakakasigurong ako pa rin ito?

4. Paulit-ulit mong tinatastas ang mga hilbanang masinsing sinusunson ang marka
ng tisa. Hindi ba’t nasabihan ka nang masama ang magtahi ng damit habang ito’y
nakasaplot? Mag-oorasyon na, wala pa rin sila. Sana ay naghubad ka muna.

5. Isang madaling-araw, nagising kang kumakalam ang sikmura. Inabutan mo
sa kusina ang iyong amang mahigit sampung taon na nang huli mong makita.
Inabutan ka niya ng mangkok at kayo ay tahimik na nagsalo. Doon mo lamang
napagtanto kung gaano kayo magkawangis. Napatingin ka sa bintana. Sa may labas,
nagsisimula nang humangin nang malakas.

6. Dito ka lagi nagtatago. Minsan, napadaan akong hila-hila ang sako ng panggatong
na aking tinipon. Nanlalagas na ang bulaklak ng narra. Naamoy mo ba? Sakaling
marinig mong may tumawag sa iyong pangalan, huwag mong pagbubuksan.

7. Huwag mong iiwan ang iyong tsinelas sa labas ng bahay. Daraan sila rito upang ito
ay bulungan at maglalakad kang hindi malalaman ang iyong paroroonan. Tumayo
ako sa harapan ng bahay mo, inaabangan ang iyong anino. Sumasayaw ka nang
paikot-ikot habang nakayapak. Hindi kita maaninag.

8. Sampaguita ang naaamoy ko. Ang sabi mo, kinakabahan ka tuwing dapithapon.
Mayo na naman. Makikinig na naman tayo sa mga litaniya para kay Maria. Rosas
na di malirip ang halaga. Sa may sukalan maraming ligaw na santan. Narinig kong
tumugon ka: Ipanalangin mo kami. Itinago mo ang tangan mong rosaryo.



9. Ang gumagawa lamang ng kabaong ang nagpupukpok sa gabi. Nakalimutan
kong magsaing. Tinipon ko ang mga pinagtahipan ng bigas at ibinudbod sa salamin.
Lumabas ang mga alitaptap. Sinundan ko sila nang nakapikit papalapit sa tunog ng
martilyo.

10. Sa gitna ng gabi ay naririnig ko ang kanyang pagsipol. Nasa tabi kita at mahimbing
na natutulog. Sinubukan kong sauluhin ang iyong mukha. Noong bata ako, narinig
ko na ang awit na iyon habang nagtatakal ng sinaing. Malantik ang iyong pilikmata.
Mumulat ka pa ba? Sumisipol pa rin siya. Ngayon ay sa may sala.

11. Kung ayaw mong umulan sa iyong kaarawan, magsabit ka sa isang puno ng sarili
mong damit. Huwag kang maliligo. Dumarating ang mga kabag kapag ang lansones
ay hitik. Daragsa sila pagkalubog ng araw. Huwag kang papasok sa loob ng bahay.

12. Hindi ko alam kung paano nagsisimula ang tilaok ng manok. O kung kailan ito
natatapos. Sinabi mo kagabi pupunta tayo sa dagat upang abangan ang araw. Nang
magising ako, may matanda sa kusina. Nakatalikod siya sa akin, hindi gumagalaw
habang nag-uusal ng isang dasal. Sa labas, pumapagaspas ang mga tandang.

13. Lumalangitngit ang sahig sa ikalawang palapag. Tuwing umuulan, nagsasahod
tayo ng mga palanggana sa ilalim ng mga pinagpakuan ng bubong. Ikanlong mo na
ang sinampay. Hindi ka kumikibo, nagtataka kung bakit tayo may bisita.

14. Pinapanood kitang isinasalabid ang mga retaso ng telang nakapumpon sa
iyong kandungan. Paano ang magluksa? Wala akong maalala. Napanaginipan kita.
Nakatarang pa rin ang pinalipad mong saranggola. Bukas tayo ay magsisiga.

15. Kapag nagsimulang tumakin ang aso, magtatago ako sa likod ng kurtina.
Sinabihan mo akong matulog nang maaga. May balitang may gumagala sa gabi
pagsapit ng alas-onse. Ikaw ay nasa iyong kabuwanan. Hindi ko alam kung sino
ang aking aabangan. Anino mo lamang ang aking nakikita at hindi ko mawari kung
ikaw ba’y nakatalikod o nakatitig sa akin.



A Primer for Portents

1. If only you allow me to speak the name of the virgin, you would certainly reach
the other shore. They await you by the culverts. It is said that something appears
over there that takes the shape of one’s beloved. Proceed with care. Make sure you
return home without soiling the hem of your clothes.

2. One always buries the caul under the house. They dug here one midnight as they
listened to the sounds of your sleep. You awoke to find a single footprint on the
ground. You wanted to figure out which foot it was, right or left, but someone was
already calling you. You still had to suckle your infant.

3. When once I spelled your name, you came near and stood facing me. A lock of
hair appeared with a wave of your hand, and you offered it to me. I accepted and
in exchange, you took all the shame away from my body. How do I know for sure
that I was still me?

4. You unravel over and over the bastings that have thoroughly traced the markings
of the chalk. Have you not been warned never to sew a dress while it’s still on? Sing
the vespers; they have not yet come. You should have taken off your clothes.

5. You awoke in the small hours with your stomach grumbling from hunger. In the
kitchen, you stumbled upon your father whom you had not seen for over a decade.
He handed you a bowl and you ate together in silence. It was only then that you
realized how much you resembled each other. You caught sight of the window.
Outside, the strong winds had begun howling.

6. This is where you usually hide. Once I came along, dragging the sack of firewood
I had gathered. The flowers of the narra tree have started falling. Can you smell it?
If by any chance you hear someone calling your name, do not open the door.

7. Never leave your slippers outside. They would come for it and whisper a spell,
and so when you walk you wouldn’t know which way you’re going. Once, I stood in
front of your house and waited for your shadow. You danced barefoot and in circles.
I couldn’t make you out.

8. It’s the scent of jasmine that I smell. You tell me that dread befalls you, come dusk.
It is May yet again. We'll hear once more the litanies uttered for Maria. Mystical
rose of unfathomable virtue. Wild santan flowers thrive in the undergrowth. I hear
you respond: Pray for us. You tuck away the rosary in your hand.



9. When you hear pounding in the dead of evening, someone is making a coffin.
I've forgotten to cook rice. I've collected the rice husks and cast them against the
mirror. The fireflies have started to emerge. I follow them with my eyes closed as
they swarm toward the sounds of the hammer.

10. I hear him whistling in the middle of the night. You are sound asleep beside me,
and I am trying to commit your face to memory. I had heard that song, when [ was
little, while I was measuring the rice I was about to cook. I stare at the furls of your
lashes. Will you ever rouse? He’s whistling still. Now the sound is coming from the
sitting room.

11. Hang your own dress on a tree if you don’t want it to rain on your birthday. Do
not bathe. The bats come when the lanzones are ripe and heavy. They will flock at
sunset. Do not go inside your house.

12. I don’t know how or at which point the roosters begin crowing. Or when they
stop. Last night, you told me we would go to the sea and wait for sunrise. When I
woke up, I saw an old woman in the kitchen. She stands there, unmoving, her back
turned to me. She is reciting prayers. Outside, the roosters are beating their wings.

13. The floor is creaking upstairs. When it rains, we leave washbowls lying around,
below where the roof leaks from nails that have gone loose. Hurry. Gather the
clothes outside. You remain silent, wondering why we have a guest waiting inside.

14. I watch you weaving together the scraps of cloth heaped on your lap. How does
one grieve? I do not remember. Last night, I saw you in a dream. Your kite is still
there, fluttering, moored in a tree. We’'ll burn twigs and dead leaves in the morning.

15. Once the dogs start barking, hide behind the curtains. You told me I had to
sleep early. There are rumors that something roams outside before midnight. You
are now on your ninth month. I sit tight, not knowing what I'm waiting for. I only
see your shadow, and I can’t tell if your back is turned away, or if you are looking
at me intently.



Translation Notes

While the authorial intent remains intact through the same persona of author
and translator, there are inevitable gaps in the process of translating “Manwal ng
Paparating” (“A Primer for Portents”) as the text heavily relies on the author’s grasp
and command of Tagalog. The appeal of the original rests on the directness and
conciseness of language, and the sequences of seemingly incoherent strings of
sentences. These compound to elicit a sense of dread and the impending, which is
encapsulated by one of the blind reviews of the material:

[...] nagbibigay ng pakiwari ng hiwaga at hinahalina ang mambabasa na magharaya
ng kung anuman itong tinutukoy na “paparating” sa pamagat sa pamamagitan ng
pira-piraso bagamat maaaring ipagtagni-tagning mga larawan na kahit karaniwan ay
nagagawang tila kakaiba dahil sa paglugar nito sa piniling sitwasyon at konteksto ng mga

pahayag.

As someone more well-versed in literary writing in Filipino, I find it rigorous to
translate the material into English while retaining the affective arc of the original.
The concern of translation thus revolves around style and affect by “paying attention
to what is unique to the text and its choices, being aware of patterns in the text,
and paying close attention to the essential nature and function of the text” (Boase-
Beier 1). Through attempts at maintaining both the rhythm and the atmosphere, “it
is style, rather than content, which embodies the meaning” (Boase-Beier qtd. in
Boase-Beier 4) or provides “a direct link to the work’s basic thematic concerns and
the kind of experience it attempts to convey” (Garcia and Marco qtd. in Boase-
Beier 4).

Whereas the gothicism of the original text can be captured by the very simplicity
of Tagalog, the lexical and syntactic considerations provided by the English
language account for a more meticulous translation that relies on what Rabassa
remarks as “the importance of the ear in translating” (Bolafios Cuéllar 113) to relay a
similar sense of haunting in the original, that whichever is forthcoming or not. The
following lines lifted from the material, along with their options for translations,
illustrate some of these instances that demand a “good ear” to render this intended
effect to the reader:



Ang gumagawa lamang ng kabaong ang nagpupukpok sa gabi.

When you hear pounding , someone is making a coffin.
late in the night / late at night / in the small hours / in the dead of night / late in the
evening

Huwag kang papasok sa loob ng bahay.

You are not allowed inside the house. / You cannot enter the house. / Do not enter your
house. / You cannot go inside the house. / Do not go inside your house. / You cannot
enter your house. / You cannot come inside the house. / You cannot come in.

Nakatalikod siya sa akin, hindi gumagalaw habang nag-uusal ng isang dasal.

Her back is turned to me, and she does not move. She is reciting prayers. / She is standing
still, her back turned to me, while reciting her prayers. / She stands there, unmoving, her
back turned to me. She is reciting her prayers. / She is standing there, still and reciting
prayers, her back to turned to me.

Hindi ko alam kung sino ang aking aabangan.

I do not know what I am lying in wait for. / I do not know what I should expect. / I do
not know what I should anticipate. / I do not know what I should stand guard for. / I do
not know what [ am supposed to wait for. / I sit tight but do not know what I await. / I sit
tight but do not know what I should be expecting.

Engendered by the same author-translator persona, the semantic level becomes a
secondary concern as syntactic considerations become more urgent in capturing
the essence of the original.

We are faced, then, still with the intangibles of translation; what makes one version
better than another after the accuracy of both has been established? It can only be a
felicitous choice of words and structure which not only conveys the meaning in English
but enhances it by preserving the tone of the original. (Rabassa qtd. in Bolafios Cuéllar
121-122)

However, as with any translation approaches, the act of translation is not only
encompassed by the text and the translator, but by the reader as well. As one of the
blind reviews noted that there has been an “excess” in translation on some parts, it
invites a re-examination of the binaries between author and translator; authorial



intent and fidelity to the original; and the insistence on meaning and weight of
affect.

Sumayaw ka nang paikot-ikot habang nakayapak.
You danced in circles, barefoot and happy.

Hindi ka kumikibo.
You remain silent and keep to yourself.

Anino mo lamang ang aking nakikita at hindi ko mawari kung ikaw ba’y nakatalikod o
nakatitig sa akin.

I only see your shadow, and I can’t tell if your back is turned away, or if you are looking
at me, your mouth slightly open in a smile.

While this excess in translation has been a deliberate step in working on some of
these lines in favor of rhythm or aura, it is understandable how one can regard it as
indulgent. Translation then becomes an ongoing negotiation—“that while a novel
may have a final form, such is not possible with a translation, even when it is the
work of a single translator” (Rabassa 32).

Despite the liberty accorded by working on the materials as both author and
translator, “the act of writing and the act of translating are two different things” (32).
This has been evident through the gaps [ have encountered in the translation process,
the “ultimate solution [of which], more often than not, [has been] instinctive” (31).
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