
XX 

“Ave Maria” 

 
 It was during that night that Don Alejandro delivered a cablegram to the Portuguese nurse, 

Florencia Cortez, to the city of Hong Kong to inform her of his kin’s safe arrival in San Carlos, in 

the expansive hall of the home of the Vargas family, which seemed to be deprived of joy and 

happiness, and where many guests visited the family to greet them and catch up with some juicy 

bits of news and gossip. 

 Among the guests were Don Benigno Salinas, his wife Donya Consuelo and Ishmael 

Hanzen, Jr., who, of all others, warmly welcomed the Vargas couple as if in a very authoritative 

manner, but without drawing envy or intimidation from anyone, and it’s because everyone was 

already accustomed to the way this Jewish-American addressed and regarded people with such 

respect. 

 Don Alejandro was talking to and being assisted by Hanzen in one corner of the hall, far 

from the rest. Donya Rita was facing a number of ladies and gentlemen, where she shared different 

bits of news and other things which had already been said by many. Anita was in the middle of a 

small group of ladies and some bachelors, and happily responded to their insistent questions about 

the different things she had encountered in her travels. Among the members of the small group 

were “the five immaculate maidens”—Sinchay, Nelly, Lilia, Vicky and Chuchi. 

 Every guest who witnessed the healthy figure of Anita, with her graceful moves and stance, 

and with her rosy cheeks painted with a sweet smile on her lips, would say that she had become 

even more beautiful than before. 

 “Without doubt,” mused Don Benigno in his old authoritative dialogue, “she is still the old 

beautiful lady who seems to epitomize the sapphire skies of San Carlos.” 

 Donya Consuelo, who heard such flattering words from his husband, the Don, 

disconcertingly bowed her head and pouted, as she covered her lips with her fan. But she still 

raised her head and turned to the corner where the ladies were talking because of their sudden burst 

of laughter. She saw that Sinchay and Lilia were joining forces and pulling Anita near the piano. 

 “Some other time! We just got home from travelling,” pleaded and refused Anita. “My 

body feels heavy today! My fingers might also be already numb by now! Some other time!” 

 “No, you should play it,” insisted Sinchay. “Come on, Lilia! Pull her!” 

 “Come on, Anita,” begged Chuchi. “Play the piano for us!” 

 “That is the only take-home gift we will ask from you!” chimed in Vicky. 

 “All right, let go of me now!” gasped Anita and went to the piano, opened it as it was lit 

with light, but she did not take out any musical piece.  

 Everyone excitedly waited for her to start playing. No one was a stranger to the talent of 

Anita in playing the piano. She gently stroked the keys of the piano with her soft fingers before 

turning to the ladies. 

 “What piece shall I play?” she asked. 



 “You decide!” shouted one of the ladies who wore a London-designed and cream-colored 

dress. “Whatever you think is good to you!” 

 Nelly and Lilia secretly whispered to each other and pinched each other’s fingers. 

 “I don’t believe in her sweet smiles,” whispered Nelly. 

 “Me too,” agreed Lilia. 

 “We will see what lies deep within her heart through her music!” whispered Nelly. 

 Anita gently sat beside the piano, smiling. She poised to open the “repertorio”, but she 

paused and raised her head, which seemed like she would just attempt to play the piece through 

memory. After a while, she stroked the piano keys again with her fingers. The sound that it made 

seemed to be the key that opened the sealed windows of her heart and let all of the secrets that 

were buried deep within flutter in freedom. 

 The melancholic memories of a desolate past, of an untimely present, and of an uncertain 

future of her hopeless romance appeared to be a series of painful pricks of a pointed arrow that 

reopened and pierced the deep wounds of her agonizing heart. And, in the lips of Anita, the smile 

eventually departed and disappeared. Now painted in her forehead was a gloomy sketch of all the 

grief shouldered by a soul that was secretly suffering within.  In the configuration emerged all the 

unbearable sorrows of a silent heart that was weeping. Ruminating all these depressing memories, 

Anita had not even noticed the sudden burst of applause of the guests who were waiting. But the 

sounds of the clapping immediately faded away as Anita’s fingers suddenly started to play again 

and touched the piano keys, as if possessed, to give voice to all the grievances of a soul drowning 

in sorrow. 

 “Oh!” exclaimed one of the ladies wearing clothes for mourning, “’Ave Maria’ of 

Schubert! The music that I dearly love!” 

 “See?” secretly whispered Nelly to Lilia, while she, on the other hand, also seemed to be 

getting carried far away in a distant forlorn land with all the unhappy memories. 

 “That music sounds like a prayer chanted in tears,” uttered one gentleman who was beside 

Don Benigno. 

 The hall was very quiet. Through the gentle flow of the melody of the music, those intense 

seconds became a significant moment of deep contemplation. Hanzen bowed, and it seemed like 

his heart was being devoured by the unwavering ascendance of the harmony that appeared to be 

imploring, begging and desperately yearning for salvation. Don Alejandro looked like someone 

who was deeply disturbed, gazing longingly outside the windows, while Donya Rita, bowing and 

remembering those days in memory, nibbled her finger and sadly recalled all the passages of an 

unfortunate past that was concealed in a locked chest, along with the days that they had lavished 

in Hong Kong. Don Benigno, without blinking, stared at Anita’s very serene visage, which seemed 

to be able to perceive a soul that kneels in hopelessness and prays in desperation. Donya Consuelo, 

who always had a world view different from the rest, could be noticed to express deep compassion 

towards Anita, who appeared to envision a portrait of a “disheartened songbird,” devoured by 

nightfall, lost and unable to find its way to the nest it had left behind. And in the midst of the 



tormenting and deafening silence, the soothing and even more nostalgic finale of “Ave Maria” was 

hailed with a resounding applause.  

 The awestruck expressions displayed in the faces of all the people revealed their immense 

admiration to Anita and her performance. Some of them deeply sighed in relief, like they were 

able to uproot a sharp splinter out of their swollen hearts. The ladies, led by Nelly and Lilia, 

cheerfully approached Anita to shake her hands and congratulate her for the bewildering 

transformation in her performance that they had noticed in her. However, in their overwhelming 

adoration towards her, they caught sight of Anita, not moving from her sitting position, where her 

heart and soul seemed to have escaped from her physical body, her eyes beset with tears, while 

she was gazing upwards, seemingly discerning the depth of the pinnacle of the heavens, at the foot 

of the Virgin Mother of Compassion, of the remaining refrain of “Ave Maria” as she tearfully 

released the piano keys into nothingness. 

 To give respect to the sacredness of those moments for Anita, the ladies paused, surprised 

at Anita’s forlorn visage, and immediately turned to Donya Rita for help. As she caught their 

worried looks, she instantly stood up and rushed towards them to see what was happening. 

 “Anita!” Donya Rita bewilderingly called to her. “Why? What happened to you, my 

darling?” 

 The guests, who also seemed to be dumbstruck, hoisted from their seats and approached 

Anita, following Don Alejandro and Hanzen. Donya Consuelo, on the other hand, instead of doing 

the same, just winked her eyes a few times, who seemed equally dumbstruck amidst the chaos and 

distress everybody was making. 

 “What happened?” Don Alejandro asked as he gently caressed her daughter’s palms. 

 A heavy and deep sigh only indicated Anita’s reply, as tears wearily run down her cheeks. 

 “Anita! Anita!” Donya Rita called out in desperation. “What on heavens have happened to 

you, my child?” 

 “Mama!” Anita finally called and cried out to her mother, her voice strained in between 

gasps from crying. “I’m cold! Please take me to my room!” 

 “We’ll do it! We’ll do it!” Nelly and Lilia beckoned in unison as they both took Anita by 

the shoulder, helped her stand up, and assisted her to her room, and gently and carefully let her 

rest on the bed. 

 Donya Rita and Don Alejandro, who both immediately followed the ladies to the room, 

eyed each other, speechless. The Don’s gaze seemed to incessantly ask the question what happened. 

The Donya’s equally dumbstruck look seemed, on the other hand, to answer, “Maybe it’s better if 

we didn’t know what was the reason behind this!” 

 “Anita!” Nelly slowly and lovingly called out to her dear friend. 

 A dark look strained with unbearable suffering and grievance formed in Anita’s visage, as 

she then concealed her face and buried it under her pillow. As Nelly thought then that there is 

something that she needed to know and clear up to her friend, she anxiously sat on the edge of the 

bed and lovingly caressed Anita’s arm. 



 Expressions of extreme curiosity from the guests greeted Don Alejandro and Donya Anita 

as they returned to the hall. The concerned and troubled look on Hanzen flashed evidently on his 

face as he waited for the Don and the Donya to tell them what happened to Anita. Donya Rita, 

with a lively spirit and with a difficulty to be lost for words when it came to reason, first emerged 

to finally say something, her voice hesitant with both apprehension and indifference. 

 “I don’t know,” started the Donya, “why that child is becoming so weak and sentimental 

all of a sudden! Do you know that after she listened to a melancholic piece during a concert held 

in “Empress of Canada,” that next night when we went to Hong Kong, the same thing happened 

to her? Nothing’s the matter about her, really!” 

  “Then playing or listening to sad music must not be good for her after all!” Hanzen replied 

with utmost concern. As Sinchay heard his reply, she winked at Vicky and both grinned as if both 

knew why Hanzen was this concerned. 

 “It seems to be so, I’m afraid,” agreed the Donya. “that’s why, when I realized that the 

piece she would play was rather blue, I tried to stop and signal her not to continue it!” 

 “Why then, we must immediately do something about it as early as possible!” exclaimed 

one lady. “Have her checked by a specialist, or her “sistema nervioisa” might be doomed!” 

 “Do as she says!” echoed another lady wearing mourning clothes. “The mysterious thing 

about that illness is why, even though sadness is poisonous, she still seems to find bliss in such 

desolation!” 

 “What you all think is wrong!” Don Benigno barked in whisper to himself. “Anita has no 

illness!” the Don imposingly announced to the crowd. “Just look at her health and colour! These 

things are natural! People, especially ladies, go through different stages of a life of a beautiful 

blossom; they have their days of bending their heads down in repose and days of budding and 

thriving! The same thing goes for Anita. As of the moment, she is in the stage of growing and 

flourishing, and from time to time a little pain pierced by her own thorns only means that she wants 

to conceal her succulent nectar to keep the honeybees from getting attracted to her!” 

 A number of the guests he faced were awestruck with his words and looked at the “usurer”, 

who seemed to be surprised himself how he was able to create such beautiful and metaphorical 

words and thoughts. 

 In Anita’s room, Nelly and Lilia peacefully watched over their dear friend’s visage, which 

was still tinted with a slight pain and sorrow. 

 “Anita!” Nelly tenderly called out to her friend.  “I sense that you have some grievance 

towards me! Yes, I have been suspecting it earlier! Why don’t you tell me what’s going on, so that 

I can explain myself?” 

 “Why, yes, I will tell you, why won’t I?” Anita replied as she immediately rubbed her eyes 

full of tears. 

 “What’s wrong, Anita?” insisted Nelly. 

 “You didn’t even remember me!” Anita raged in anger. “I sent you letters, to all of you! 

You didn’t even write back!” 



 “Letters?” Nelly asked, puzzled. “I hadn’t received any letters! We were even the ones who 

were devastated because you didn’t even write to us ever since you left! We couldn’t even bear 

not being able to see you, that’s why we’re here!” 

 “Was that so?” asked Anita. “Ah! I know! I should have suspected it earlier! But how is 

Binyang? Do you still see and visit him?” 

 “He’s fine! He still hasn’t changed,” said Nelly. “It just seems that he becomes a little 

awkward whenever we mention your name!” 

 “Is he mad at me?” 

 “I think not!” 

 “I also think he’s not really mad at you,” echoed Lilia. 

 “We just notice most of the time,” added Nelly, “that he doesn’t want to speak whenever 

we talk about you during the conversation!” 

 “Then he is mad at me, all right!” Anita cried as she heavily sighed. “But does he still get 

sick?” 

 “Not really,” Lilia promptly interrupted. “But he does seem to be always longing for 

someone, just like us!” 

 Anita paused for a while and turned to Nelly, eyes full of sadness, as if she wanted to ask, 

or say something that she couldn’t put into words. 

 “How about… him?” Anita asked with all her remaining strength after a while. 

 Nelly and Lilia immediately understood what Anita meant by the word, “him” and they 

were about to answer, but the door of Anita’s room suddenly made a screeching sound as Donya 

Rita came in. 

 “Anita!” the Donya tenderly cried as she approached the bed. “How do you feel? Does 

your body hurt?” 

 “I’m feeling better now, Mama!” 

 “Good, now you better get some sleep!” the Donya said with a hint of strain in her voice. 

 Lilia, who had always been both comical and sentimental secretly raised her eyebrows in 

disgust and slowly stood up. Nelly also rose from her feet and smiled like she didn’t see anyone 

come in. 

 “Thank you very much for visiting us, Nelly, Lilia,” the Donya said as both of them 

approached the door. “Tell your parents I said hi!” 

 “Thank you! We will tell them you said hi!” Nelly answered as she wrapped her arms 

around Lilia’s shoulder on the way out. They saw Sinchay, Vicky and Chuchi still waiting there, 

even though most of the guests had already gone home. 

 The five of them passed by the portrait of Don Alejandro when they caught sight of Anita’s 

piano, which was left open and which still seemed to be summoning an imminent melancholic 

torture of the music “Ave Maria”. 

 Even with the huge grandfather clock in the grand hall striking 10:30 in the evening, it 

could be seen that Don Alejandro and Ishmael Hanzen Jr. were still undisturbed as they continued 

their tete-a-tete. In Anita’s room, Donya Rita approached the gentlemen and sat beside the Don. 



 “How about you get some sleep, Donya Rita? You won’t be able to sleep through the night 

with this!” Hanzen hesitantly said to Donya Rita, although he didn’t even attempt to stand up and 

go. “You just came home from Hong Kong, and you weren’t able to rest that much!” 

 “Not at all!” cried the Don. “It’s still early!” 

 “We were not able to even clean up earlier because of the unexpected surge of the guests,” 

mused the Donya. “I’m glad you stayed after the party! How are things going in your business, by 

the way?” 

 “So far so good,” replied Hanzen, “I almost forgot to tell you that I was able to buy the 

‘Davis Motor Company’ in Manila, and it’s already in business under the new name, ‘Hanzen & 

Son Motor Co., Ltd.’” 

 “Didn’t it cost a huge amount of money?” asked Don Alejandro, amazed. “’Davis Motor’ 

was a big company after all!” 

 “It was a huge amount of money, all right,” Hanzen agreed, “but the move was needed to 

toughen our competition! Our rival company just received a large sum from selling their land that’s 

why their business suddenly boomed.” 

 “Whatever they do,” said Don Alejandro, “their company will still definitely face its 

inevitable and unfortunate end!” 

 “Probably,” mused Hanzen, “however, while the enemy lurks around, we will never be 

able to collect our profits! That’s why I have prepared and devised a new plan!” 

 “New plan?” the Don excitedly asked. 

 “We will open the ‘Philippine Transit Company’ to all who wish to collaborate with us. 

We will buy lots of stocks because if we have several partners in the company, various 

businessmen and even small retailers will also help us and patronize our products! What do you 

think? Do you think many of the people will buy our stocks?” 

 “Wow! That is what everyone has been waiting for,” the Don favourably agreed. “In the 

society we live in maybe the people you’d want to sell the bulk of your stocks to may not even be 

enough. In fact, not a few of the people I talk to would tell me time and time again that I should 

propose that strategy to you!” 

 “Then it’s settled, we will push forward to selling our stocks,” Hanzen concluded with 

stronger conviction. “We will give everyone equal opportunity to buy them, not just the giants and 

the wealthy but also everyone who can afford to purchase them. In that way we will be able to gain 

the trust of the ordinary citizen and we will be greatly patronized by everyone! Let’s devalue our 

stocks. We will reduce it to twenty pesos!” 

 “Splendid! Splendid!” the Donya exclaimed in agreement. 

 “On the other hand,” Hanzen continued, “the ‘Hanzen Motor Co., Ltd.’ will offer credit 

loans to our employees so that they will support us in return. Everything that the ‘Philippine Transit 

Company’ will need, from the machine, gas, oil, rubber, everything will be freely covered and paid 

for by the company, and they will not need to buy it on the spot!” 

 Donya Rita could not hide the overwhelming delight painted on her face. Gazing at Hanzen, 

she imagined a grain of gold would be expelled from his lips any time now. 



 “As you both know,” Hanzen continued, “the ‘Kalahi Transportation Inc.’ is only 

importing and exporting the things they need from the unions and retail stores that profit big, which 

are the same stores that cannot serve as fall-back in times of financial setbacks; they may even 

rebuff you of their profits as the time comes that their deadline for paying has long been overdue! 

On the other hand, and as what I have said, the ‘Hanzen & Son’ will give away and open credit 

loans without any cut in interest! What are your thoughts on these, Mr. Vargas?” 

 “Perfect! With everything that you said and proposed, I can already see that even the three 

‘Kalahi’ can be overthrown,” praised the Don. “I would just like to request you that in buying the 

stocks, how about we first give such opportunity to our friends in the union! I will personally talk 

to them one by one as early as tomorrow!” 

 “Whatever you think will be best,” agreed Hanzen, who refers to the ‘union’ as the wealthy 

businessmen in the society who will be given the first opportunity upon the successful operation 

of his plan. “The regulations and rulings for buying are already in order, as well as the constitution 

for the association and collaboration of new members!” 

 “How much of the stock will each member be able to buy?” Don Alejandro asked. 

 “Let’s put it at five hundred!” 

 “Five hundred pesos?” 

 “No! Five hundred stocks worth twenty pesos for each stock!” 

 Don Alejandro immediately calculated the numbers and the total amount in his mind and 

nodded his head in agreement. 

 “So as to not have any hindrances in the rapid buying of the stocks,” Hanzen explained, 

“we will not collect the payments right away! ‘Hanzen & Son Motor Co., Ltd.’ has a huge source 

of revenue for disbursement! Let everyone you will talk to understand this. The reason we should 

collaborate with many of these people is to be able to distribute the business, if not to everyone, 

with reasonable benefits for their patronage. If ever we’d come to a point where we already need 

the money for the reconstruction and improvement of the company and also for the sake of our 

union, then we will remind them of their remunerations for the stocks they bought! We can also 

allot the bulk of our revenues to distributing dividends or bonuses even though they haven’t paid 

yet!” 

 “They will receive dividends without any source of income and nothing but their 

signatures,” Donya Rita remarked hesitantly. “I’ll be damned!” 

 “That is right,” Hanzen confirmed, then turned to Don Alejandro. “It could also be that 

those dividends to be distributed will be the source of part, if not all, of the payment they will 

spend to buy the stocks! Do you think we will fail on this, Mr. Vargas?” 

 “Fail? Huumm! It seems that you have already foresighted,” said the Don, “that those 

stocks will be sold like hotcakes even without its butter and syrup!” 


