The Outlook for the Philippines,  Book by Charles Edward Russell; Century, 1922.

CHAPTER III , FILIPINO TRAITS 

LOGICALLY, if we require all men in all regions to be exactly alike in their thinkings, alike in their notions, plans and ways of life, we should begin by going back ten thousand years and abolishing the equator. If the Malay is to be viewed as the American, and the Hindoo as the Briton, climates must belie themselves, and there is no more of the suns, seas and winds that Landor declared to have made us what we are. The bare essentials of man's nature remain, no doubt, the same under whatsoever skies; if you prick us do we not bleed, and if you tickle us do we not laugh? But his psychology is a matter of his environment, traditions, economics and institutions; the sun not more surely tanning his hide than these things influence and finally settle his mental processes; one of which, by the way, is about as good as another. 

By the traditions of the East, being chiefly transcriptions of the minds of early masters of European merchantmen, the Malay was held to be secretive, sinister, unfathomable, revengeful, untrustworthy and over-given to knife-play; this by the order of legend that makes a Hollander fat and phlegmatic, a Frenchman thin and irresponsible, an Englishman stout and impassive, and an American always madly grubbing dollars. Each of these fictions doubtless serves as a handy missile in the Donnybrooks of international jealousy or international competition, but generations ago truthful travelers relieved all reasoning persons of any need of thinking of them as facts. And as to the Malay, he has suffered in the same way by the same easy process; for the truth is, he is no more conspicuously deceitful, secretive, sinister and the rest of it than the Hollander is conspicuously fat. 1 

Gironière, who lived many years in intimate association with the Filipinos, was much impressed with their character, which he found to be of sterling worth but peculiar: 

"Anger he [the Filipino] holds in horror; he compares it to madness, and even prefers drunkenness, which, however, he despises. He will not hesitate to use the dagger to avenge himself for injustice, but he can least submit to an insult, even when merited. He is brave, generous and a fatalist." 

He viewed with astonishment the patience with which the Filipinos endured the just punishment of a fault, but found that it was balanced with an instantaneous and implacable revolt against wanton aggression. Their most obvious traits, he thought, were courage, hospitality and reverence for old age. They were not only brave themselves, but they had a chivalrous respect for courage in others. Caught in one of their innumerable uprisings against the Spaniards, he rushed sword in hand upon a group of them that menaced his life. 

"Put up your weapons," said the leader of the natives. "You have a brave heart and deserve to be safe among us. Speak! What is it you require? We will follow you." 

"The Tagal," he wrote afterward, "like the Arab, is hospitably inclined, without any sentiment of egotism, certainly without any other idea than that of relieving suffering humanity; so that when a stranger appears before an Indian 2 

____________________ 

1 
"Three million people inhabit these different islands, and that of Luzon contains nearly a third of them. These people seemed to me no way inferior to those of Europe; they cultivate the soil with intelligence, they are carpenters, cabinet-makers, smiths, jewelers, weavers, masons, etc. I have gone through their villages and I have found them kind, hospitable and affable."-- Voyage de la Perouse autour du Monde, Paris, 1797, II, p. 347. 

2 
So the Filipinos were called by European writers, who included the Islands with the East Indies. 

[Filipino] hut at meal-times, were the poor Indian only to have what was strictly necessary for his family, it is his greatest pleasure to invite and press the stranger to take a place at his humble board and partake of his family cheer." The Filipino held an aged man to be an object of great veneration, and wherever there existed a family, the younger members of it were always subservient to the elder. "When an old man, whose days are drawing to the shortest span, can work no longer he is sure to find a refuge, an asylum, a home, at a neigbbor's, where he is looked upon as one of the family. There," adds Gironière, "he may remain until he is called to that bourne from which no traveler returns." 

"Of a sober habit" were these people, emphatically, and of the simplest diet. All they required was water, a little rice and some fire. He thought the Tagal, the native inhabiting the Manila region, to be well built and rather tall. "His hair is long, his beard thin, his color brasslike, yet sometimes inclining to European whiteness: his eye expanded and vivacious, somewhat à la Chinoise; nose large, and, true to the Malay race, his cheek-bones are high and prominent. He is passionately fond of dancing and music; is, when in love, very loving; cruel towards his enemies; never forgives an act of injustice. . . . Whenever he has pledged his word in serious business, it is sacred. He gives himself passionately to games of hazard; he is a good husband, a good father, jealous of his wife's honor, but careless of his daughter's, who despite any little faux pas meets with no difficulty in getting a husband." 

It is but just to say that this last slur is bitterly resented by the present-day Filipinos and assuredly has now no application; in my observation no other people have a more rigid code of personal morality in the sex relation. Even their enemies admit this of them. As a class the Filipino women are singularly modest; one with any apparent fancy for flirtation is as rare as snowballs; invariably they go along the street with eyes straight before them and most of them with aspect so severe one can hardly imagine the man bold enough to attempt the least familiarity. Evidently the chastity of women is no merely nominal thing; according to the records, about two thirds of the courtezans in Manila are aliens. In a tropical people a high ethical standard of this order is the more astonishing. Under Spanish government, it is true, the moral reputation of Manila was not savory; a seaport in the tropics has not usually been the perfect ideal of social purity, and Manila was like the rest. The Americans bettered it, but tolerated what is known as a segregated district. After the Filipinos obtained control of their government, this was abolished and Manila became, in this respect, the cleanest city in the Orient. By comparison with Bombay, Calcutta, Hong Kong, Shanghai, Tokio, Yokohama, it shone with purest ray serene. Perhaps, from certain commercial points of view, the suppression was overdone. In the early part of 1921 an effort was made to restore the segregated district, when Filipinos appeared as the foremost opponents of such retrogression and the Filipino mayor announced that he would resign if it were sanctioned. 

In the main, Gironière's analysis of Filipino character seems unerring; the people in essentials of character have changed little since his time. He speaks of their sobriety, and it remains one of their conspicuous traits. They make from the sap of the nipa palm an alcoholic drink like the toddy of India; well-to-do natives have always Spanish or other wines on their boards; but excess in drinking among them is so rare it is hardly known, and I have never seen an intoxicated Filipino. If prohibition is needed in the Islands it is not for native behoof, assuredly. I am not sure that one could speak with the same confidence about all the visitors. 

As to their ways of life, Gironière believed them to be industrious when treated with due remembrance of their peculiar psychology, thereby sounding unwittingly the key- note of the present industrial situation. Among most white sojourners, the native is deemed to have a congenital distaste for work; 1 but this is not literally true, and the Frenchman seems to have been the better observer: such vast works as the rice terraces, to name but one instance, could never have been achieved nor maintained without prodigious labor. Few persons dwelling in the tropics, it may be said, have a truly passionate fondness for long-continued labor in the heat of the sun; even Americans find it convenient to lay aside their ferocious energy in the middle of the day, and I have yet to find one of my countrymen that could not easily be restrained then from rushing into the fields to cut a ton of sugar-cane. Yet it is daily demonstrated in the Islands that in his own fashion, which is deliberate and lacks nothing in the conservation of energy, the Filipino will work steadily and well. If this were not so, there would have been no economic development of the Islands, for there is practically no other labor. What Gironière meant, and other wise employers since have found, is that the Filipino has in his veins the ancient pride of the Malay and the ancient spirit of the freeman and loves not to be commanded but to be coaxed. He will do almost anything that is asked with a smile. 

Application of the idea that because his color is likewise bronze he can be bullied like a low-caste Hindoo is a pregnant source of trouble in these relations. It was one of the causes that wrecked the Japanese hemp colony in the Davao region; Japanese planters that thought the native laborers were coolies quickly found themselves without an employee, whereas American neighbors that had come to understand the true nature of the labor problem went with full crews 

____________________ 

1 
Rizal once made, in his thorough way, an investigation of this subject, and published his researches in a book called La Indolencia de los Filipinos, in which he held that before the coming of the Spaniards the people were of a markedly industrious habit which had been undermined by a government and institutions unfitted to their needs... 

to success. "You work here to-day," says a Japanese planter to a native hand. "Do I?" says the native, "wait and see," and goes to a ball-game or a cock-fight. 

From this it may be surmised that the sullenness of which some visitors accuse the average Filipino is but a Filipino fashion of protest. He has great personal dignity; he is reared to a grave decorum that is supposed to have been grafted upon him by the Spaniards, but is really a racial trait; and on both counts the American offends him. Very likely the fixed American habit of "josh" has been responsible for much of the ill-will existing between the races. The Filipino cannot understand "josh"; his mind can find no hold upon it. He has his own sense of humor, but it is atrophied on the side of the Great American Joke. He cannot understand, for instance, language that purports to be insulting and is only good-natured persiflage. When it is applied to him, he resents it. As the merry jester that applies it is usually the more powerful, and the Filipino is not naturally quarrelsome, he takes refuge in silent umbrage which the American translates into surliness. Before long the Filipino comes to distrust most things the American says: they may be jest or earnest, he cannot tell; but he feels in all probability they cover some sneer or baneful meaning against himself, and he resents that also. "Why, these people think they are as good as we are!" was the amazed comment of an American army officer that lately paid his first visit to the Islands. They certainly do, and no other fact about them is better worth our remembrance, if we are to keep peace and good terms. 

Against this somewhat menacing portraiture is to be set the fact that many Americans that have Filipinos in their personal service become greatly attached to them and have in return only good-will and devotion. But these, it appears again, are of the employing class that consider the Malay as he is and not as they would like to have him. 

As a race, they are serious-minded to the point of giving pain to those that still like their cakes and ale. It may be said of them that they take their pleasure, if not sadly, at least with a melancholy but conscientious belief that they are called to give to the world an example of correct deportment. The Americans, as I hope to show hereafter, have knocked some of this right and left with base-ball and the overteeming flood of base-ball slang, but the unconquerable instinct remains. I was in Manila throughout the Carnival of 1921, and if, as the dictionaries insist, carnival means a period of festival and gaiety, never was anything so ill-named. There was more gaiety than one would see at a funeral but not so much as at a church choir meeting. The grounds were directly opposite my hotel; Manila and the adjacent populations flocked there, and I formed a habit of strolling every evening around the show. An American's commonest observation was the quiet of the great crowds. Not that they were dull, or showed anything suggesting dullness; there was no lack of animation, and they took in everything with ready apprehension: but there was never the least sign of an unregulated behavior; everything was according to the precepts of good manners. Many thousands of young people went quickly about, but I saw never an instance of boisterous conduct, rowdyism, horse-play, sky-larking, or even the not very sparkling badinage that distinguishes meetings of our own juniors. One wished that these young people would yell, or run, or play horse, or do something to convince us they were not really old before their time. It was far different, I discovered, when they came to the ball-field; clear down to the bay one could hear them beshout a three-base hit or a double play. But here at the Carnival not even moon-calf lovemaking between the boys and girls lightened the gray aspect of earnest resolve. 1 

____________________ 

1 
The Filipino people, even in prehistoric times, had already shown high intelligence and moral virtues, and intelligence clearly manifested 

The show itself was really a great and instructive exposition, a kind of fair of products and progress. In these the people seemed to be deeply interested; most of all in exhibits that pertained to education. Two of the many side-shows on the grounds were indecent. They were owned and acted by Americans, and achieved no popularity with the crowds. Afterward, an organization of Filipino women made a strong protest against these shows and undertook that at other carnivals they should not be repeated. 

In all the civilized regions--in which dwell, by the way, about nine tenths of the population--the dress of the native men is conventional and more or less European; only in the wild mountain country does the cravat style of garmenture prevail. Manila, to cite one example, with its crowds of men in spotless white, is a well-dressed city; the men after the European modes, but not the women. Even in Manila, the women prefer their own native costume, which is exceedingly tasteful, cool and modest. There is a skirt and a vest, or something like that, and over it some kind of fine gauzy stuff in colors, revealing the arms and neck but no more. An average Filipino woman is shocked the first time she beholds what is in America, by some misnomer, called "full dress." If this fact be weighed against the shock caused to visiting Americans by the famed cravat of the Igorotes, I am far from assurance that the account on all grounds will not be found even. 

The Filipino women do not vote, and at present have no considerable desire to vote. If the ancient master of storytelling was right and what women most desire is mastery, the Filipino woman satiates that desire in her own home. Within its precincts she is the sole ruler, sovereign, authority, government and power; whether legislative, executive or judicial. Outside his domicile, the Filipino man may be aggressive, confident, active, opinionated, obstinate or anything else as he pleases; the moment he lays hand upon the door (or foot upon the ladder) of his home all these attributes slip from him as a garment outworn and he becomes but a passive and obedient subject of the dominion that rules within. To the monarch, boss, pantata, female satrap, that manages his residence he gives all his wages, salary or income; she expends of it what she deems necessary for the household and allows to him what she thinks it is well for him to have. The conditions that result are a jest as perennial as the mother-in-law joke with us. As thus: 

"Light of my life, can I have ten centavos 1 to-night?" 

"What for?" 

"To buy some tobacco, soul of my being." 

"What did you do with the ten centavos I gave you last week?" 

Reverence for womanhood is a traditional Filipino trait. Oriental as these people are by origin, they have never shared the Oriental view of women. It must be admitted that the Filipino woman merits the tribute of respect habitually paid to her. All authorities agree that she is of extraordinary intelligence and skill in domestic management. Sometimes she directs her husband's business affairs as well, and I think there are few Filipinos that would insist upon any business operation against the objection of their wives. Often when a Filipino is about to close an important business transaction he asks time to consult his wife, and not infrequently brings her to take part in the final negotiations. 

The women are as avid for education as the men, and assimilate it even more readily. Conversation with an educated Filipino woman is one of the joys of life, comparable to a fine, cool, woods-perfumed day in June. She ordinarily knows everything that is going on, and can discuss the politics 

____________________ 

1 
Five cents, American money. 

of Japan or of America with equal ease. She has read the best current literature, she has taste and wit; but the puzzling thing is that, while she has polished and exquisite manners, she seldom goes outside of her own home after she is through with her schooling, and has not the least yearning for what is known as fashionable society. Attempts have been made to initiate wealthy Filipino women into the joys of tea-fights, calls and cliques. Such efforts have failed, usually because the novitiate could never see the utility of the excursion; she preferred her own household. 

In the estimation of the American colony, the Filipino is not a good business man, and I believe that in any comparison he will be found less efficient and diligent. The Filipino manner of doing business is different from the European: it is dilatory, conversational and inexact. In the American view, the Filipino business man, it is to be assumed, will always be an irritant and shiftless; his store or office, if he has one, will lack the trim neatness and air of sure and swift activity to which the American is habituated. Yet in their own way they manage to transact business, to secure and distribute their supplies, to meet their economic needs, to produce commodities and to sell them, and to live. Possibly after all the result is more important than the mode. 

Dr. David P. Barrows, who was one of the remarkable men that laid the foundation for the great Philippine educational system, was Director of Education in 1904 and noted as one of the results of his observations among these people that "the Filipino has an instinctive and intense reluctance to admit ignorance." 1 A priest that had been much in the hospitals told me that he had been profoundly impressed with the Filipino's patience and self-command while ill or while suffering from an operation. In my own observation, and that of others, they have, where not spoiled by foreign influence, a rather fine natural courtesy. Even their enemies admit their possession of the primal requisites of character. 

At the same time, no one can deny that the first glimpse of them is often disconcerting, and there are some things they seem unable to do well. "Few there be that can keep an inn," says an old Italian proverb; I suspect that none of these is of the Filipino race. A friend of mine, traveling on the same steamer, cabled from Shanghai for accommodations at a certain hotel in the Islands. When he arrived some days later he drove blithely to the place, sweetening his thoughts with the reflection that he had just time for a fresh-water bath and a shave before dinner. Two young Filipinos stood behind the hotel desk and seemed to observe him without enthusiasm. No one else was in sight. To them he mentioned his name. 

A blank stare. 

"I am Mr. H-- --," he said again; "did you get my cable from Shanghai?" 

Another blank stare. 

"I telegraphed from Shanghai for a room. Did you get my telegram?" 

At this the young men seemed to come from a trance and began to look indifferently through some papers on a desk. Then they said they did not know. 

"Who does know?" 

"The clerk." 

"Where is he?" 

"I do not know." 

"When will he be in?" 

"I think about seven o'clock." 

"Meantime, what do I do?" 

This question being repeated, one of the youths took a key, led the way up the street to an unkempt shed, with great difficulty unlocked the door and ushered the guest into a barren and gloomy den, unceiled and all but unfurnished. 

"What! Is this the place you expect me to sleep in?" 

"Yes." 

"Where is the clerk? Where is the proprietor?" 

"I do not know." 

"When will the clerk be here?" 

"I think about seven o'clock." 

The bed sank in the middle into a mere valley of unrest and the rats ran races around the floor. The next day the man went back to the ship, swearing mad at the whole Filipino nation. I note it as a fact of interest to the philosopher that he had experienced far worse things in certain hotels in small towns of the Middle West of his own country without being incensed against the people of America. But it is true enough that when we go abroad we shift our standards. 

Bitter criticisms are made upon these people, some of which from the point of view of efficiency are just and well founded, and some, so far as I have been able to learn, must be fanciful. One is that they have no executive ability and another that they can never handle machinery. So far as their public men are concerned the question of their executive ability can be settled by reference to the records they have made since they took charge of the government at the end of 1916. Some of these are to be considered in succeeding pages, and some may be consulted in the Appendix. Instances either way are easily cited, but as to whether the average Filipino can be deemed to be congenitally without executive ability or without the mechanical sense, possibly the daily dull facts of the shipping business may be a help to determine. It appears that hundreds of Filipinos hold masters' certificates and command ships and other hundreds are efficient engineers, stationary and marine. I have sailed on two vessels commanded by Filipinos and could not by any test discover that they were captains less courageous or less competent than others; at least, I had as soon sail with them. 

This reminds me of a story. Part of the wonderful educational system of the Islands, with which we are soon to deal, is an excellent nautical school at Manila, the graduates of which seem to rank deservedly high as seamen. One of them, four or five years ago, became the first officer of a cargo steamer sailing under the Spanish flag and having a Spanish captain. 

On the first trip they went to Saigon for rice. By right and custom the Filipino first officer was, of course, the navigating officer; but the captain insisted upon taking his own observations, and as he worked these out by the old longhand operations, at which he was inexpert, he usually arrived at the ship's position an hour after the first officer, using the tables of logarithms as taught in the nautical school, had pricked the chart. One day, coming up from Saigon, the captain took his observation and then announced that the course would be N. E. ½ E. The first officer said: 

"I beg your pardon, captain, but may I respectfully suggest that if you hold that course you will be on the reef at twelve o'clock to-night?" 

"You're crazy, as well as impertinent," said the captain. 

"At noon we were here," and he pointed to a place on the chart. 

"Pardon me," said the first officer, "but at noon we were here," and he indicated a place thirty miles to the west. 

"Nonsense," said the captain. "I command this ship. The course will be N. E. ½ E." 

The first officer said: 

"Yes, sir, you command this ship and my business is to obey you; but you will please enter on the log that I protest against this course and give you warning that it will land us on the reef." 

Subsequently he explained the situation to the first engineer, who in his turn demanded that his protest be put upon the log. They held the captain's course and exactly at twelve 

o'clock the ship piled up on the reef. The captain was now for abandoning her. 

"Abandon nothing!" said the first officer. "It is now low tide. She slid on easily. In six hours she should float off." 

"How do you know that it is low tide?" said the captain. 

"Look at these tables," and he shoved into his hands the tide tables of the hydrographic office. 

The captain was still skeptical about saving the ship. The first officer went into the forepeak and over the bow and announced that she would float. About 5 A. M. she came off, leaking badly, and the first officer navigated her into Hong Kong. He got a ship for that performance, and some time after was caught in a typhoon. With five other steamers he ran into port and of the six his alone came through alive. Speaking of executive ability, I should fancy that a first-class typhoon afforded as good a test of a commander's knowledge and ability as anything going. 

All commentators agree that the Malay loves revenge; perhaps not more than other races of men, but he loves it; and the Christianity the Malay of the Islands professes has not eradicated his taste for it. But, by his own elaborate creed, what he wants revenge for is a wanton injury, malicious wrong, studied injustice, or something of similar import; what happens in a fairly fought battle leaves nothing to rankle in him. 

One day, after the collapse of the Aguinaldo revolt, there came to an American officer commanding a post in northern Luzon a Filipino that bore from General Funston a letter reading like this: 

"The bearer, General Analdez, formerly of the Filipino forces, has surrendered to me in good faith, taken the oath and satisfied me that he intends to be loyal. I believe he is a good man. Please protect him, as he will probably be in some danger from unreconciled Filipinos, and help him to get a start." 

The commandant put the man under guard and ordered a place to be found for him in the barracks. The next day his sergeant, a loyal Filipino who had been with the United States throughout the trouble, came to him and said: 

"That man Analdez is bad man--very bad man." 

"How do you know?" asked the commandant. 

"He stabbed two men and two women in the back and threw them alive into a well." 

"How do you know he did?" 

"I have many witnesses." 

"Where is the well?" 

"Here, in this barrio." 

The story seemed on the face of it improbable, but the sergeant was of proved character and seemed in deadly earnest. The commandant gave orders to have the well cleaned out, and set Analdez himself at work upon it with a shovel. 

The excavators soon disclosed a human body, then another, until they had brought up four. The commandant sent for the sergeant and said: 

"We have four bodies from the well, as you said; but what evidence have you that this man committed the crimes? Here is nothing that implicates him." 

"There was a fifth victim, another woman," said the sergeant. "He stabbed her and threw her into the well, too; but she got out." 

"Where is she, for the love of heaven?" said the commandant. 

"Living in the next barrio." 

"Bring her up here on the jump," said the officer, and sent word to have Analdez brought in. 

The woman arrived, escorted by the sergeant. She did not know what she was wanted for, but at the sight of Analdez she fell to the floor, shaking with terror. The commandant ordered that her back be examined; there was found on it a broad fresh scar, such a scar as a sword would make. 

Questioned minutely, the woman told a plain enough story, amply corroborated by other witnesses. The case was clear, and the commandant saw that his only course was to send Analdez back to General Funston with the witnesses and depositions, that he might be tried for his life. 

An hour later another sergeant came in, saluted and said in the matter-of-fact way that he would use in reporting for duty: 

"Sir, the prisoner Analdez complains that he is soiled from his work in cleaning the well, and would like permission to go to the river and bathe." 

The commandant hesitated a moment, for the chances were great that, once in the river, a wily Filipino, who could swim like a fish, would slip away. He said at last he would grant the request, but the prisoner must go under guard and the sergeant must be responsible for him that he should not escape. In a few minutes the commandant saw Analdez going by, heavily guarded and marching toward the river. Something in the prisoner's appearance caught the commandant's attention. He observed the man's face to be pallid and drawn and his eyes to stare straight before him like the eyes of a man going to his execution; with a visible effort he kept his lips tightly clenched and marched with his head erect and defiant. These things lingered in the commandant's mind, but he explained them as the effects of his order to remove Analdez for trial. 

The next moment a rifle-shot sounded from the direction of the stream. Then the file was heard marching up the road, and the sergeant entered again, saluted and said in the same matter-of-fact way: "Sir, I have to report that the prisoner, while bathing in the river, made an attempt to escape and was shot in accordance with orders." 

That was all, but the next day the commandant discovered that the sergeant was a brother of one of the men Analdez had stabbed and thrown into the well; and when Analdez marched down the street to the river he knew perfectly well he was going to his death, and was too proud to complain or seek protection. 

According to time-honored philosophy, those that are most sensitive to injuries are likewise the most grateful for favors, but the Americans in the Philippines now generally deny this application to the Filipinos. The United States has wrought for them inestimable benefits: has taught them, established them, made their roads, given to them peace, prosperity and safety; and their only response is a demand for independence --surely the most ungrateful of all mankind! To argue this matter pro or con would be outside of our present business, which is merely of recording things and not of explaining them, but I may remark that there is also much testimony about unfailing gratitude on the part of individuals. At least, it appears that the Filipino is not inferior to other races in capacity for good impulses and kind deeds. 

Some years ago, when the Governor of the provinces of Mindanao and Sulu was an American whose memory is still revered by the people there because of his tact and sympathy, a certain Moro of the Sulu Islands had a feud and killed his man, after the code to which he had been reared. A short time before there would have been no consequences except that a relative or friend of the dead man would seek revenge; but things have changed, even in remote Sulu, and now a file of Philippine Constabulary took after the murderer. They trailed him for days through the woods, and finally got him. He was taken to Zamboanga and tried for murder in the first degree. On the trial some extenuating circumstances were uncovered; it seemed that the man was not the aggressor and had reason to expect an attack; and he was sentenced to imprisonment for life instead of the death penalty. 

He was taken to San Ramon Prison (incidentally, one of the best prisons in the world and well worth a chapter to itself), where he became one of the model inmates; obedient, industrious, willing and always polite. The warden learned that he was a fisherman and allowed him to go out upon the bay to fish, taking his word of honor not to escape. I may remark in passing that this is customary at San Ramon and no prisoner ever violates his parole. Every morning, alone and unwatched, this man took his little canoe and paddled out to sea, and every night at the stipulated hour he was back at the penitentiary with a string of fish. One day he was caught far out in a heavy blow, and while working his way back to shore discovered that a boat of the Constabulary had turned turtle in the squall and her crew of six privates and an officer was clinging to her in a position of great peril. 

The constables were this man's natural enemies; they had hunted and caught him. Nevertheless, at the risk of his life he made a desperate attempt to reach them in his cockleshell. When he found that his boat was too small, he got to shore, seized a larger boat, commandeered a couple of natives, paddled out to the constables, fished them out one by one and got safely to harbor. 

When the Governor heard of all this, he determined to pardon the Moro. He arranged to have the rescued constables present and summoned all the prisoners. Then he made them an address on the sacredness of human life. In the old days it had been held but cheap; the crowning glory of civilization was to preserve and defend it. There had recently come to his notice a gallant rescue of imperilled lives, and he had assembled them that they, too, might know of it. Then, without mentioning names, he told the story of the saving of the constables. When he had made an end of this he said: 

"Here are the men that were rescued through this brave deed, and here"--laying his hand upon the Moro--"is the man that rescued them. Because of his heroism and his spirit of self-sacrifice, although his previous offense was so heavy, the government has decided to pardon him and set him free. Ali Mahmud, you are a free man." 

The Moro stared for a moment while his mind tried to grasp all this, then he swayed to and fro and fell in a heap on the floor. Before he could be assisted to arise he began to crawl toward the officer of Constabulary. Tears were running down his face. Reaching the officer he bent and kissed his feet. A general of the United States Army, who was watching the scene, turned away, trying to hide his own tears. So he said with pretended brusqueness, "Come on, come on, let's get away from here!" All the spectators were deeply affected and somebody said afterward that the Governor had done two things always believed impossible. He had caused an old army officer and a Moro to weep. He had done more than that, for he had demonstrated that, with different colored skins and under the dour exterior that both assiduously cultivated, both were of the same old stock of the children of earth. 

As to Ali Mahmud, what would you expect? He settled down, of course, became the most quiet, peaceable, industrious citizen in the province and was ever after the loyal champion of the United States. It sounds like the ending of a story book, but in this case the fact has been unimpeachably verified. 

The full story of the Moros and their adventures with Western civilization is so remarkable that I prefer to deal with it separately; but I ought not to pass from this episode without noting the fact, full of meaning for the present chapter, that when peace came to the Moro region it was not won with guns but with the spread of the conviction that the Americans were sincere and friendly. Men like the sympathetic Governor and like General Scott wrought, as we shall see, the real subjugation of the Moros. In two or three years they accomplished with kindness and good-will what armies could not have achieved in a century--if ever. We are dealing with Filipino traits. Here, it seems to me, is light on one of them that is of inestimable value. 

The Filipinos have maintained and improved upon the reputation for skill in music 1 that Gironière thought they deserved. They sing excellently. Professor Porter, who had the chair of music in the Manila Normal School when I was in the Islands, came from a long study of the native music much impressed with its essential worth, and the performances of some of the pupils under his care were of an astonishing merit. There was at least one voice of the first order, and the choral work equalled the best I have heard in Switzerland, where singing is best described as a form of national mania. Possibly, however, the listener's critical judgment on this point goes astray after he has heard a company of young Filipinos sing the beautiful Philippine National Hymn. Some observation of Professor Porter's daily mail suggests that the present generation has betaken itself to composition, for he is all but swamped with offerings of these conscientious effusions. Up to the year 1921, certainly, they seemed to be in the American popular manner, which caused sorrow to the thoughtful; but there was said to be at times a gleam of something better. 

As to instrumental music, that is an old and casual story among them. All day the piano tinkles along A. Mabini Street, where every house seems to possess one. Native facility with this device was one of the blessings conferred by the Spanish nuns, who taught it assiduously. Orchestras are common; the music on all the Pacific steamships is supplied by Filipinos and is sometimes of a character to cast gloom 

____________________ 

1 
"Perhaps the most remarkable talent of the Tagal is his gift for instrumental music. Each parish has its brass band, supplied with European instruments and generally wearing a uniform. If the village is rich, there is usually a string band in addition. These bands perform operatic and dance music with the greatest precision."--Frederick H. Sawyer, formerly British consul at Manila, in document submitted to Paris Peace Conference. 

over an otherwise delightful voyage. All of these performances are made upon modern European instruments, but Professor Beyer was once privileged to hear an orchestra of the ancient Malay order and was greatly impressed with its characteristics. The band of the Philippine Constabulary, all native and with a native conductor, is one of the foremost military bands of the world. 

Their sense of music is a natural Malay possession, and their sense of poetry, cognate and inevitable, is another. Malay poetry is ancient and honorable: the superior white man has even gone to it for one of his fixed forms, most musical, difficult and peculiar, 1 and now regularly incorporated in English verse. Tagalog, in particular, abounds with excellent poetry, and has in romance a vast modern literature of which the world knows almost nothing. It might be noted that of their own motion the people have honored one of their Tagalog poets with a handsome monument. 

They have developed excellent architects and capable engineers, and they have a good instinct for form and color, these people. All Malays are likely to have it. A school of fine arts was established in Manila long before the American era. From exhibits to be seen at the Manila Carnival and elsewhere a belief is justifiable that the modern Filipino is likely to be more gifted in modeling than in painting, and yet the Islands have produced two painters of world-wide and deserved fame, Luna and Hidalgo, both celebrated in Paris half a century ago. They are natural orators, speaking with fluency, grace and much imagination. To their taste, it is a disgrace for a public speaker to hesitate, to mumble his words, or to seem embarrassed in his utterance. Twice intercollegiate oratorical contests in this country have been won by students from the Philippine Islands pitted against the best 

____________________ 

1 
The pantoum. See the essays in this, probably the most difficult of all fixed forms, by Clinton Scollard, Brander Matthews, John Payne and Austin Dobson. 

American talent in those institutions. I saw at the Democratic National Convention, San Francisco, 1920, a still more memorable triumph of Filipino skill in this art. The Committee on Resolutions had been lectured, instructed, appealed to or bawled at by a long list of gifted speakers, including at least two of the first reputation. Members and listeners were weary and dispirited, sitting with ears dinned and souls disgusted, when permission was asked for a Filipino to speak for ten minutes. It was granted in a tired, perfunctory way to the almost audible groanings of the suffering souls in the benches. There was then introduced a slender young man, who seemed not much more than a boy, and began to speak. In one minute weariness had vanished from that audience. A little later all his listeners were hanging with breathless attention upon every word, and at the end the audience rose and cheered with boundless enthusiasm what was declared on all sides to be the best speech heard at the Convention. He was speaking on Philippine independence. 

Most Filipino public men speak Spanish, English and the native dialect with equal fluency, but their pronunciation of English (or more correctly of American) sounds in the ears of visitors something over-precise and crisp, because they naturally make in speaking more use of the lips than is the American habit. In their homes they are excellent conversationists, but their favorite topics seem to a visitor somewhat overweighted with the world's affairs. In point of fact they love to talk. Mr. Le Roy noted astutely that in the markets the vendors always preferred to make a sale to one of their own countrymen, even though they got a lower price thereby, because they had delight in the chance to talk and to chaffer. 

They maintain to this day the respect for old age that early-coming aliens noted among their ancestors. At the sound of the angelus bell, it is customary for all heads, young and old, to be bowed for a moment for the evening prayer, after which the children come to kiss the hands of their parents. 

In religion they seem to be faithful but not fanatical. Perhaps it is true, as often asserted, that in recent years the power of religion has waned upon them; an alien visitor could hardly determine that point for himself; but certainly the church attendance seemed somewhat perfunctory in Manila. Ecclesiastical authority in the Islands received a heavy blow with the Revolution of 1896, which was largely against the religious orders as bulwarks of the oppressive and intolerable civil autocracy. In the midst of the upheaval a native monk, one Aglipay, a kind of Filipino Luther, preached a crusade for the forming of a separate native church. The suggestion was well attuned to the always rising spirit of nationality, the movement spread, and the census of 1918 showed 1,361,740 communicants of a purely native and independent Christian church thus created. The fact is in ill accord with the belief that the Malay is without initiative and incapable of independent action. Independence in religious thought is rather rarer than independence in political convictions, and that it is thus conspicuous in the Islands ought not to be omitted from our estimates. 

