Sonata of the Marbles
A boy sat thoughtfully under a clump of bamboo trees, rolling a marble in his palms, while several others were contained in the pocket of his khaki short pants. He did it several times, as if savoring the sensations it caused while it rolled between his young palms. He held it at eye level, and then carefully marveled at the round, beautiful thing. He studied the beautifully engraved colored shapes within the small, round crystal ball. 
He took some of the marbles from his pocket, held them tightly, then seated himself with ease and comfort at the soft ground where he usually dig his peg holes whenever he plays his marbles. He opened his closed fist full of marbles, then abruptly released them on the soft soil. How he loved the sight of marbles spinning so beautifully!  He imagined them as pretty little ballerinas dancing to their heart’s delight! Each marble dances gracefully in its own special way as if it is following the very rhythm of its own heart, while harmonizing with the rest as they spin together. As if he was not satisfied, he peered closer to each of the marble, now analyzing their unique appearance as they spin about; their beauty is really beyond compare. He could see that as each marble moves and spins, the quality of its appearance differs at each tilt it makes.

After some time, he pensively collected the marbles, now lying motionlessly after a countless number of spins. He deposited each back in his short pants, except for one which he again rolled between his palms.  Then he took another piece from his pocket and rolled both of them in his palms. Then he tossed one in the air then excitedly caught it with the same hand that held the other marble.

Tick!  That sharp, peculiar sound again caught his fancy.  How he loved that sound of marbles hitting one another! It strangely causes his heart to beat a frantic pace, as if following the rhythm of a drum roll during the parade at the town fiesta in his beloved Paoay. Remembering the event, he rose to his feet, dug into his pocket, and stirred the small marbles such that they produced a wonderful music to his ears. Musingly, he sped to where his parents were conversing.
“Mother, are we not going to the fiesta today? Should I get dressed now?” he asked his mother.
The mother lovingly caressed his youngest child’s hair.  She knew pretty well how excited he was about the yearly parade during the celebration of the town fiesta.  “Isn’t it too early for us to go yet, son? You have to do your assigned chores yet before going, remember?”

“Don’t worry, Mother. I have done all my assigned work. It’s just that I am just too eager to go to town”, he admitted.

“Well, in that case, you can change your clothes now. I know why you are too excited to go…” she jokingly patted her son’s pockets, and the marbles sounded off their magical chime once more.
The boy smiled sheepishly at her mother.  He knew she knew him too well.

((((
On his way home from the NAIA, Manong Elpid just arrived from USA; now a very fulfilled man.  He is coming home in time for the town fiesta. During  the long trip to Ilocos Norte, his mind had been very busy, reminiscing about his childhood, his hometown, and most of all, his beloved Sideg, the barrio he was born and raised. He remembers his passion for marble when he was yet a young boy.  And as he was so fascinated with the colorful, crystal and round things, he would also fantasize about a beautiful life.  His life was very simple and yet full of dreams, goals and vision. He was the typical child who grew from a far flung area who dreamed that one day he will also experience the taste of life beyond the crevices of poverty. How he has evolved as the man he is now is almost so unbelievable for him until now.  

Recalling some of the previous events that had taken place in his life over the past years, he could not help but allow the flood of emotions fill him up once again. He fondly  remembers his loving parents who courageously gave him and the rest of his siblings an opportunity to pursue tertiary education, a concept other people in their barrio usually consider “too ambitious” for a family of a farmer to take. His older half-brother and older sister became teachers, his older brother became a decorated soldier at the Philippine Air Force.  As the youngest in the family, he was always given special attention and treatment, thus was allowed to take the course of his heart’s desire, engineering.  Not one, but two courses, actually: Bachelor of Science in Mechanical Engineering and Bachelor of Science in Electrical Engineering which he finished in record time at the Feati University. 
A professional engineer at the tender age of 19  gave him an opportunity to work as Power Plant Engineer at the Ilocos Norte Electric Company (INELCO), now Ilocos Norte Electric Cooperative (INEC) in the late ‘60s, and simultaneously as a professor of Engineering at the Northwestern University, both in Laoag City. The experiences he gained from these institutions paved his way to the land “where milk and honey flows”.
But life in a greener pasture is not that easy to pursue. Alone in a strange land was no easy task even for a man, especially with a family whom he left back home in faraway Philippines. He felt like backing off when he remembered his loving parents who are now aging, and his “looked up to” status which he abandoned way back home.  He could not help but cry whenever he is forced to accept menial jobs including baby-sitting, just so he could earn something to send to his family.
But like the little marble that was in his spirit, he had to dance with the rat-race rhythm of life in America.  And as he did so, he found his life more and more interesting with every trial he faced and won. He began to make life for him and his family more convenient.  Soon, he was able to have his wife, two sons and daughter migrate to the United States, too. 
So, building their lives together now, he was able to send his children to reputable universities. His eldest son is a holder of 4 degrees from prestigious universities, Bachelors degree of Economics, Environmental Design and Mechanical Engineering from University of  California in Santa Cruz and Berkeley, a Masters degree in Urban Planning from University of California in Los Angeles. His daughter is now a Registered Nurse, with a Master’s degree in Nursing; while the youngest son has degrees in Sociology, Environmental Design and Engineering from the University of California in Irvine.
Now that each of their kids is successfully employed, the marble has thus taken another spin in his life. He has now more time for the Sons and Daughters of Paoay, USA San Diego Chapter, an association in which he is the FOUNDING CHAIRMAN and which seeks to help the local government of Paoay uplift the living conditions of his fellow Paoayenios, a commitment where he extends his service and materials either from his own resources or from donations he diligently pool from people, who also feel a similar tick in their ribs.  Such is the effect of his genuine dedication for the welfare of his people. Like when a marble ticks and flicks each time another marble hits it, and soon they’d be both spinning at an indescribable manner. 
The thought of marbles spinning, as always, put him back into pensive thinking.  This time, he tried to go over their plan for the annual town fiesta of Paoay. They are going to sponsor a series of medical and dental missions and community outreach, a way of helping the municipality with its projects. Such projects had always involved his deep and sincere to commitment and dedication, through personal resources and fund raisings, especially so that one of the visions for this year is the improvement of the puericulture center. The association has earlier conceived of its conversion as a maternity and lying in clinic.  This was conceived as they found out that the local civil registry (LCR) form of almost all kids from Paoay have the inscriptions “Place of Birth: Mariano Marcos Memorial Hospital, Batac, Ilocos Norte”.
Aside from these usual activities, it is his aim to provide computer units to deserving schools for the use of the pupils, of course through the Organization.  He is very grateful, indeed, that most of his “kababayans’ whom he had talked to promised, and of course, shared their resources for the realization of their projects. Now, he imagines himself as one marble which hits another marble and both spin and dance at a marvelous manner that any beholder could be mesmerized in the beauty they manifest. And the dance was ignited by one magic “tick” the moment the two marbles hit one another! Truly, he never outgrew his fascination for marbles.  In fact, he has lived with this fascination. And this inspired him to touch many a people’s lives, most especially people who come from the remote places and had live a life of simplicity and poverty. They never fail to evoke memories of his poor but loving parents who instilled in him and his siblings the value of education and discipline. Seeing schoolchildren in their innocent smiles always remind him of his childhood in his beloved Sideg.
His mind does not seem to take a break as he is always thinking of ways to help other people, especially the underprivileged.  Now that he is nearing his retirement, he has become more excited to continue his humble but noble mission. He remembered his marbles again. He mused as he recalls looking closely as they spin about, how he imagined them as ballerinas, noting the different angles and tilts each marble makes. He wondered: Why was I so fascinated with marbles? Why do I usually act like a marble: spinning tirelessly, sounding magically as I get to touch other people’s lives? 
((((
On its long trip from Manila that night, the bus stopped for supper. Manong Boy seemed to have been aroused from a deep slumber when the other passengers rose from their seats after the conductor announced that they would be stopping by for supper. He moved forward to join his companions seated at the front seat of the bus.  And when the couple at the first row saw him approaching, they too, rose from their seats.
The trio had a simple meal at the restaurant. They noted the native dishes served, and having out of the country for sometime, they enjoyed.  The two men fondly remembered about “pinapaitan” while the woman showed disgust over the thought of “pinespes” deliberately mixed with fresh beef or goat meat, thereby causing the two men laugh in unison.  They were still laughing when they went back to the bus.
When the bus resumed its trip, Mang Boy decided to sit next to his companions in the first row of seats, noting that there was a lone passenger in it. After he was told by the woman that he could occupy the other seat, he murmured his thanks.
The bus has not gone a long way when he sparked a communication with his seatmate. He was quite happy to note that they were province mates. Mang Boy mentioned some names he knew from the woman’s hometown, and he felt more acquainted when the woman knew most of them, too.

Mang Boy learned that the woman was supposed to go home from a week-long seminar. However, she had to drop by the next province to attend a meeting. To save time and effort, he was told.  Well, that did really matters, because the trip would take her three hours before she reached home, get ready for yet another trip, and then another three hours to the venue of the meeting.  A trip too strenuous for an already tired and perhaps sleepy soul, really.
Learning that they are both teachers, in a matter of two hours that ensued, they talked about many things, as though they were old time friends who finally met after a long, long time.  Their conversation mainly revolved around their common ground: education, that is.  Manong Boy was rather happy to talk about his upcoming projects of helping school children. His group will again be sponsoring the educational services they’d be extending to the elementary school children.  In the previous years, the association has donated school supplies, as well as school uniforms for pupils. They also provided books, maps, globes and atlases to several school libraries in the municipality.

Almost instantly, the woman thought about the seminar she has just came from.  It was about educational planning: Prioritizing school needs and fund sourcing.  She remembered, too, that she would be attending yet another seminar next month. This would deal on on-line publication of educational resources. As if by instinct, she brought out her cellular phone and asked if she could have the man’s email address. She has rarely keyed it in when the driver told the woman she is about to reach her destination. The woman murmured her thanks to Manong Boy.  They shook hands before she got off the bus.

((((
It was almost a month now after that encounter. As he sits in front of his computer, browsing over his email messages, Manong Boy did found one message from the woman. His curiosity was stirred by the woman’s introductory line.  It read:  “Dear sir:  Remember the fellow you happened to meet on your way  to Ilocos…?” He remembers her clearly now. He continued reading the message and he was again caught by the line that read: “Here I am, in yet another seminar. I wish to write your story on-line in my blogsite…”
He wondered: what great thing have I actually done to warrant me a write up and my life story be published in the website? I feel like a little fish swimming in the ocean with the big fishes.
In yet another part of the letter, she wrote” I want to write the story of the little marble which kept on rolling and rolling, touching other’s lives…”

How aptly she had likened him to a marble!  The fascination of his youth has thus become his icon. Round, colorful, spinning - things that when they hit each other, they work magic to his heart. He marveled at the idea of touching another life…another marble. He shook his head as if dismissing the magical sound of marbles in his mind.
From then on, he would regularly find emails from the woman, whom he now fondly considers his younger sister, an “ading” he never had. And so from that correspondence was interwoven the story of the little marble.

Having finally   retired from the service on June 30, Manong Boy could now more time to his organization. And so the marble has thus taken another wonderful spin in his life.  He could now devote his time on his projects as well as business ventures.
((((
In one of their correspondences, Manong Boy asked: I thought you were supposed to write the story of the little marble?  Little did he knew that the story is now about to be finished.  In response, he read on the chatboard, “I do not exactly know how to end the story.”
He responded, “You do not have to end the story, for the marble spins and rolls, rolls then spins.  And with each spin, you see its beauty, each tilt and turn so different from the other”.

Such is the story of Manong Boy. His interest to touch people’s lives does not end. He always finds opportunity to help. He is indeed a very busy and committed man. He even goes out his way to pool resources for his people.  At one time in July, he went to Canada for a reunion with his relatives and friends. He was surprised to see that people now recognize his efforts, and that more and more people are more than willing to share their resources for the benefit of the Paoayenios.

And so the marble spins, and will continue to spin. And with each spin, he continues to bridge between lives of  people in his beloved Paoay, thus making his magic a sight to behold, because as he does so, he continues to inspire and motivate people to strive and improve their own live despite poverty, like the way he and his siblings did. 

((((
Manong Boy’s story is just one of the rare examples that manifests that there are some people around who have dedicated themselves, after their arduous endeavors to make life better for themselves, finds it gratifying to help others, especially those who are totally deprived to find life more comfortable for themselves. He could see his old self, as the poor little barrio boy, riding his carabao as he pastures it in their fields, day-dreaming and envisioning himself speaking before a crowd, at times practicing his lines for an oratorical or declamation piece for a literary contest in school.
He could see his poor, uneducated parents in every single man and woman in his hometown, working dutifully and earning up to the last cent of their sales from their farm’s produce just so to send their children to school. He could almost still hear their loving voices as they impart to him the value of education, kindness and concern for others. His father was actually an educated man – he could not read nor write- but his wisdom always remained in his heart long after he was gone. His mother – he remembers her fondly for her kindness and warmth of heart, not only to her children, but to others, as well.
He wants to see his people progress. That had been the longing that caresses his heart, and he wants to continue his projects to help his people even after, or more aptly, even more after he retires from his service. He travels from one state to another, convincing his fellow Paoayenios to help their townmates.

His people’s health is also one of his concerns. He visualizes to develop the puericulture center as a lying-in hospital. This way, they could be extended maternal and baby care services. Yearly, they hold medical missions to indigent people with the help of volunteer medical personnel. Many fellow Paoayenios help him raise funds for the purchase of medicines that are being distributed for this purpose.

He also intends to help farmers who are the hardest hit during calamities like typhoons. He could almost feel their sorrows and grief when heavy rains come at the time their rice crops are already heavy with grains and are almost ready for reaping. He wants to raise relief funds for them to at least ease their worries and pains.
But his love for education is his top priority. He could see himself in every child striving hard to study…sometimes barefoot, with very simple clothes, could barely have money to buy snacks. Such gestures touches his heart, and soon he finds himself collecting stuffs – school supplies, books – from benevolent friends and sends them to the different schools in Paoay. At times, he receives money, too. These he uses to purchase uniforms for schoolchildren.

Not only that, he is also a benefactor of the Paoay North Institute, his Alma Mater. He wants to bring back the lost glory of the once renowned school this part of the province which was known in the past for quality education offering secondary and tertiary education. He wants to see it grow once more to provide better services to every generations of Paoayenios.

Paoay should really be proud and honored to have raised a son like ELPIDIO ALLADO ALEGRE, the poor boy from Sideg who made a difference notjust for his own life, but for his people’s lives.***
