
Amanda and the Katipunan

It was a beautiful morning. My heart soared as I raced horseback across the rice fields. The land was green as far as the eye could see, with the exception of an occasional stream or river. The farmers of the hacienda tipped their hats to me as they recognized me galloping by on my small brown mare. 

“Good morning, señorita!” They greeted, and I waved back cheerfully. My hair struggled to free itself from the pins Manang Inez had carefully placed after brushing it a hundred times earlier this morning. The air smelled fresh and sweet, resulting from a mild daybreak drizzle, and I breathed it in deeply. I could feel the blood rushing to my head as my face glowed with happiness. It was a beautiful morning.

“Soledad!” I called, pulling on the reins of my horse as it galloped into the rear of Villa Epifaňa, my father’s nearest neighboring hacienda. The ancestral home of the Eibarramundeas was grand, the largest in Pampanga for more than a century. My very best friend, Soledad, was the only daughter of Villa Epifaňa’s haciendero. Soledad and I have been friends since we were three. We used to collect snails from the local streams and scream when they’d come out of their shells. We never found out how they could crawl vertically along the dikes of the province. There used to be times when Soledad and I would wait by the town bridge for passing Spaniards, pure white Spaniards called Peninsulares from the Iberian peninsula on the other side of the world. We’d gaze in wonder whenever a Spanish civil guard would pass because they looked so different from anyone else in the town.

“Amanda!” The Eibarramundea cook, Alma, ran out the house and greeted me as I alighted from the horse. “You just missed Soledad! She is on her way back to Manila for her final course in La Concordia. She was about to call for you for a hug and to give you news before she left, but the driver of the calesa was in a hurry to leave. He said the horses were getting impatient.”

I looked at Alma in shock. Soledad had told me just last Sunday in mass of her brother’s soon arrival from Spain. He had been away for five years, studying in Madrid and traveling around Europe. Soledad and I had been excited to hear his stories of life with the tall, fair-skinned and handsome Europeans. Were they all good-looking and well-dressed as many of the Spaniards here were, we wondered. I’ve been asking Soledad for news since last week, and she promised me to tell me everything she knew when I visited before she left for college. Maybe Alma would know something…

“Was there news of Soledad’s brother?” I asked, tying my horse’s reins to their fence.

“Jose Eibarramundea!” Alma cried. “He arrived just three days ago!” She pulled me inside the kitchen. “He told us of the death of a hero in Manila, of an event in Pugad Lawin, and of revolution!” She said quietly, her eyes shining with excitement.

“A revolution!” I whispered excitedly. Alma ushered me into the sala and told me to wait there while she would get me rice cakes and coconut milk. I waited with impatience, eager for more news. I jumped in my seat when I heard a door slam in the front part of the house. I heard men’s voices from the entre suelo, and I walked closer to the door, unable to resist the pull of curiosity.

“So you’re definitely joining?” A deep voice questioned in Spanish.

“It is for certain,” a familiar voice replied. Jose! I thought.

“Good. I’m glad to see you are willing to fight for your country. We greatly value you and your father’s support, Jose.”

“We will not let the nation down,” the voice I recognized as Jose’s firmly said. 

“I am proud. Farewell, then. I must go to speak with Don Teofilo in the next hacienda.”

My eyes widened at the mention of my father. It was obvious they were speaking of revolt. Would my father join? What was this revolution all about? What were they fighting for? I wasn’t sure if I wanted the Spaniards to leave. Some of them were my friends, and I myself have Spanish blood running in my veins… Suddenly, the door I was leaning on opened and I was thrown backwards.

“Dios ko!” A tall and handsome man exclaimed when he saw me fall and hit the narra floor. I stared up at him in shock and embarrassment. “Pardon me, seňorita! But who are you?” He offered me his hand. I rose with as much poise as I could gather. It was embarrassing, really. My first encounter with Soledad’s brother in five years was turning out to be a mess. I tried to recover my small fall from grace by looking him in the eye as I spoke. 

“I am Amanda Carlos, daughter of Don Teofilo Carlos of the neighboring hacienda.”

“Amanda!” Jose exclaimed, and bowed. “My apologies. I hope you remember me, Jose Eibarramundea, brother of your dearest friend Soledad?”

“Of course,” I said softly. My face turned red with shame. His eyes narrowed. I looked at him in surprise—his mood had changed so suddenly.

“Did you hear anything of my conversation in the other room?” He asked. I sensed a suspicious tone in his voice.

“I… y-yes,” I stuttered.

“Then you know of the revolution?”

I shook my head. “Tell me about it,” I said eagerly, forgetting my nervousness. 

And he did. 

He spoke of the suffering of our countrymen, the death of a great man at Bagumbayan, the death sentence of three noble priests, and the rape of a hundred innocent women. Minutes passed into hours and tears fell down my perfect, rosy cheeks as he spoke of the crimes against our people. Nationalism only now realized came out of my heart. Alma never came back with my rice cakes, but I suspected she was listening in from the doorknob throughout the whole conversation.

“Will you help? Will you join us?” He pleaded with me after explaining everything. He grabbed my hands earnestly.

“I don’t know,” I trailed off. I glimpsed at the window and gasped at the view of the setting sun. How long had I been here? It was nearly dark! My father would be angry for risking riding home so late. 

“I shall tell you the next time we meet,” I told Jose hastily, already walking towards the back exit, and took off.

I rode back home after refusing his escort. I left his house with newly opened eyes and a sense of purpose. I saw a friar on his horse from a distance, stopping by his tenants’ houses, collecting money. If it were a day like any other, I would have passed by without taking a second look. If the cleric would see me, I’d murmur a respectful greeting. This time, though, I decided to observe more closely. The tenant gave the friar his only two chickens.

“It’s all I have,” the tenant entreated. “I promise to work harder next time…”

The friar struck the man on the head when he explained that he had nothing more to give. I gasped and urged my horse to go faster. I promised myself that I would send that tenant two chickens upon arriving home. Throughout the ride, I saw more and more injustices that I now only recognized for the evil things they were. I never realized how much I had closed my eyes to the daily abuses of the Spaniards to my countrymen. I recalled the Guardia Civil beating a footman last Sunday for failing to salute them. Manang Inez had immediately pulled me in the other direction. I then thought it brutal, but I also thought we needed the discipline. I couldn’t believe how wrong I was.

Jose left for Manila. He sent me a note telling me of his departure, and that he would see me as soon as he got back. I was saddened; now, I was alone in the hacienda without a friend to share my thoughts with. My father would often leave the house and return days later, going to secret meetings that I knew were connected to the revolution.

The days into weeks and weeks stretched out into months, yet I saw nothing of Soledad or Jose. My thoughts were only of them, and of revolution. I saw more things that I had never noticed before, more abuses and wrongdoing against Indios which I used to dismiss as ordinary months ago. I was tormented by these revelations, even more for I had no one to unburden my heart to. I longed to speak with my father, but he was away on business and has been since two weeks ago. 

One late afternoon, as I was singing to myself an old kundiman my mother once taught me, I heard the door banging downstairs. My heart jumped, and I got to my feet in expectation. I quickly pulled on my shawl and ran downstairs, worried for news of any sort. Manang Inez was already at the door, speaking to a stranger in a dark raincoat.

“There was an uprising in Marikina,” the man was saying. “A certain Don Carlos was suspected of taking part in it, but they are still uncertain as to which Carlos.”

Father! I thought. My body froze in denial.

“The Guardia Civil are on the lookout. I just wanted to warn your household,” the man said urgently. “They might think to punish this hacienda if the captured betrayer turns out to be the owner of this house.”

I felt my heart stop as the man’s words entered in my head. I knew then what I had to do. I made for the cochero, where I mounted my father’s horse. I rode hard and fast in the direction of the Eibarramundea villa. The skies opened overhead and rain fell, soaking my Maria Clara. I didn’t mind—all I could think of were my loved ones and the danger we were in. Just before reaching the big house, a great clap of thunder erupted and frightened my horse into a fit of bucking and kicking. I lost hold of the reins and fell on the soft grass. I sat up immediately and struggled to get up. I had gotten no injuries, thank God. I jumped to my feet and ran the short distance to the rear of the house. 

“Alma! Alma!” I saw her grabbing the drying clothes on the clothesline to carry into the house in order to prevent them from getting wet. 

“Amanda!” she cried, running to me. “Soledad has sent us horrible news!” Tears began to fall from her already puffy eyes. “She claims to have been raped by a friar, but she is too ashamed to tell anyone! And no one will believe her, she said!” My tears began to fall freely, mixing with the rain already wet on my face. I couldn’t understand how or why I had to face such devastating tragedies one after the other. 

“Tell me where Jose is!” I cried. “I must see him! I must tell him that have made my decision!”

“He just left!” Alma said. “You cannot do anything now, come in and get yourself dry—“ but I was already running. I remounted my horse, which had earlier calmed down and followed to the big house. I took the main road, no longer caring who saw me. What if I missed him? I thought. What if I get caught? Am I being foolish for putting myself in even more danger?

Then I saw him, Jose in his black coat and tall black steed, galloping towards the town. I urged my horse faster, shouting Jose’s name over and over. I thought my voice was drowned out by the rain, and I despaired. Just when I was about to give up calling him, Jose turned his head and saw me. He immediately pulled on his reins and turned his mount around.

“Amanda?” He said in disbelief when I caught up with him. I tried to wipe the tears and rain off my face, but the tears kept coming and the rain kept falling and it was useless. “What’s this about?” He asked, searching my face. I thought I heard a tremble in his voice and tears on his cheeks as well, but I couldn’t be sure. He held out his soggy handkerchief, smiling ruefully. I took it. He held on to my hand.

“I offer my life,” I said, proud that my voice didn’t tremble. Instead it rang with certainty. “I want to serve my country. Tell me what I can do.”
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