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Welcome  to Journey Planet issue 64! Weõre 

back and weõve got the return of 

Jean Martin and Chuck Serface to help us dig into a topic that I 

love: folk tales and the Philippines.  

 As with almost every culture Iõve encountered, my con-

nection to the Philippines is via food. I grew up next door to the 

Casem family, a large family who spoke Tagalog and had me over 

all the time. They were always cooking huge amounts of food, 

notably pancit, lumpia, adobo, and various delightful marinated 

meats. It was amazing. I learned a bit about Filipino traditions, at 

least those of Luzon, and while I never picked up the language, 

or any of the eighty of so other languages spoken on the archi-

pelago, I did gain a great appreciation for the sound of the lan-

guage, and especially the singers of the 60s and 70s, the music I 

can still pick out every time I enter a Filipino restaurant in San 
Francisco.  

 I also had a long-standing love of the Mabuhay Gardens. 

Itõs one of the most important locations in the history of punk 

rock, of San Francisco music, and they had amazing food. More 

on that in another issue.  

 In other news, Iõm over COVID, and weõre going to 

WorldCon. It will be great there are several first time nominees 

with Journey Planet, including Jean and my darling wife Vanessa! 

 So, about the art. I got access to DALL*E 2, an AI art 

program, which created the covers. 

  As I write this, the world just lost Nichelle Nichols, she 

of Star Trek fame. The story of Dr. Martin Luther King convincing 

her to return for more seasons is a legend that shows exactly 

what she meant to the world. I met her a couple of times, and 

she was witty and charming and wonderful. Weõve still got Kirk, 

Sulu, and Chekov, but Uhura had a special place.  

 OK, enough is enough from me! Take care of yourself, 

and try and wear a mask everywhere. We all gotta get through 

this as healthy as possible! 

 Chris 
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I became  enamored of Greek and Roman my-

thology when I was a kid growing up 

in the Philippines. I especially loved Edith Hamiltonõs Mythology 

book, and of course the Iliad, Odyssey, and Aeneid. More recently, 

I delved more into Norse mythology through Neil Gaimanõs 

book of the same name. Iõve also enjoyed the Greek-, Roman- 

and Norse-inspired series of young adult novels by Rick Riordan. 

 But these are all products of Western (a.k.a. European) 

civilization. I didnõt really look into Filipino alamat (legends, 

myths, folklore, fairy tales and fables) because these just seemed 

to be part of our lives. They were also mostly scary stories of 

creatures that most people, including myself, considered as real. 

Examples include the White Lady of Balete Drive (a female ghost 

on a street we used to pass by on our way to our piano teach-

er), mangkukulam (witches), manananggal (vampire-like creature) 
and nuno sa punso (dwarves). So I didnõt really want to think 

about, much less encounter, them.  

 There were some lovely stories such as Ibong Adarna, a 

16th century epic poem about a magical bird. I also seem to 

vaguely remember some folklore and creation myths that we 

learned about in school. Iõm assuming that most of the pre-

colonial Filipino stories were pushed aside when the Spanish 

conquered the Philippines in 1565, replacing them with the Bible 

and Catholic saints. The country remains very Catholic to this 

day.  

 Also, with multiple ethnic groups spread around the Phil-

ippine archipelago, myths and legends arenõt as coherent as those 

of the Greeks or Romans. The Tagalogs in Luzon (the northern 

island) are the majority and where Manila (where I was born) 

and Quezon City (where I lived for 20 years before I came to 

the U.S.) are. But there are different languages and cultures in 

the middle Visayas islands as well as the Muslims in the southern 

Mindanao island.  

 The Indians, Chinese and neighboring Southeast Asian 

nations have also had a lot of influence on the Philippine islands 

before the coming of the Spaniards. And of course, the Ameri-

cans added their culture to the mix when they colonized the 
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Philippines in 1899, after a brief period of independence from 

Spain.  

 I moved to the San Francisco Bay Area in 1987, and Iõve 

pretty much forgotten about Philippine culture as I embraced my 

new homeland. But even before that, since high school, science 

fiction, fantasy and historical fiction from the U.S. and the U.K. 

were my favorite type of stories. I enjoyed these on my own for 

a very long time until I discovered fandom in the early 2000s. 

And the rest (conventions, fanzine editing/photography, costum-

ing/cosplay, historical dancing, etc.) is history. 

 With the recent proliferation of myths and legends from 

non-European sources in the U.S. in various media, I was very 

excited to hear mention of aswang (monsters) in two of my fa-

vorite TV shows: Lost Girl and Legends of Tomorrow. Then in 2021, 

Netflix premiered the six-episode animated urban fantasy series 
Trese, based on the comics of the same name. You can watch this 

in Tagalog with subtitles. My husband, Christopher Erickson, and 

I chose to watch it with the English dub because it featured sev-

eral well-known Filipino and part-Filipino actors, such as Jon Jon 

Briones, Darren Criss, Manny Jacinto, Sumalee Montano, Nichole 

Scherzinger, Lou Diamond Phillips and Dante Basco. All of these 
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new developments made me interested in rediscovering Filipino 

myths and legends. 

 I was also looking for opportunities to cosplay a Filipino 

mythological character when the Greater Bay Area Costumers 

Guild (GBACG) announced that they were going to hold a òBaba 

Yagaõs Forest Tea Partyó where attendees can come as folklore 

and fairytale creatures from around the globe. I remembered 

that Take Back Halloween did a costume tutorial for Maria Makil-

ing, a diwata (fairy or goddess) who lives on Mount Makiling in 

the Laguna province near Manila. Most artistic representations of 

Maria Makiling have her in a white shift with a flower in her hair 

and so it is very simple. I liked the òTake Back Halloweenó DIY 

version, which was more elaborate yet fairly easy to recreate. 

 Maria Makiling is actually a mythological figure I was famil-

iar with growing up. But I had to do a bit of research to refresh 
my memory. That the mountainõs various peaks are said to be 

her face and breasts is something I do recall. But that she was a 

guardian and benefactor for the townspeople nearby is some-

thing I just learned. There are several legends related to Maria, 

the most common of which is that people who get lost on 

Mount Makiling are those who have followed her into the 

woods. There have also been some reported sightings of a wom-

an in white wandering around whom theyõve attributed to be 

Maria.  

 Christopher and I arrived at the Huckleberry Picnic Area 

at the Roberts Regional Recreation Area in Oakland for the 

GBACG event last April and it was the perfect location. The 

trees provided a great background for photos with everyone 

portraying either characters from their own cultural back-

grounds or those that they just liked. There were people from 

Chinese, Mexican, Jewish and Slavic myths and legends. There 

were also some who were fairy tale and Disney characters. It 

was wonderful to see so many cultures from all over the world 

represented and to see everyone displaying their creativity. 

 Serendipitously, around the time of the GBACG picnic 

when I was wondering how else I can promote Filipino alamat, I 

was discussing with Christopher J Garcia how I can contribute to 

Journey Planet as an editor again. He asked me to pitch an idea 
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and I thought 

why not Filipi-

no folklore, 

myths and leg-

ends? I thought 

it was an idea 

out of left field 

and a long shot, 

but Chris liked 

the idea. 

 In the 

process of so-

liciting art and 

articles, I found 

a Facebook 
group dedicat-

ed to the sub-

ject and I also 

discovered oth-

er groups and 

people who are 

doing scholarly 

work and dis-

cussions as well 

as different me-

dia inspired by 

Filipino alamat. There are novels, comics, podcasts, art, etc. by 

Filipinos in the Philippines and from the Filipino diaspora. It was 

wonderful to see how Filipinos all over the world are connecting 

and reconnecting to our countryõs stories.  

 This has been a fun and stimulating rabbit hole Iõve fallen 

into. So Iõm sure this is just the beginning for me. And I hope that 

my article and these wonderful essays and stories Iõve found for 

this issue of Journey Planet serves to raise awareness of Filipino 

alamat for fellow Filipinos like me who would like to rediscover 

our heritage. And for other folks around the world who might be 

interested in finding a whole new realm of interesting stories 

from a rich and diverse culture thatõs not often in the limelight.  
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Filipino Mythology  

Condensed to the Stars 

By Pat M. Yulo 
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We love   our mythology. Weõre intensely fa-
miliar with Greek, Roman, Norse and Egyptian gods and god-

desses. We enjoy stories from every known, and lesser known, 

parthenonñAnansi stories from Ghana, Coyote stories from 

Native American tribes, Pachamama from the indigenous people 

of the Andes. Neil Gaimanõs òSandmanó introduced readers to a 

plethora of other lesser familiar gods and goddesses, such as Ish-

tar and Susano-O-No-Mikoto.  

 One country, however, has remained on the edges of 

popular mythology appreciation. The Philippines, a tropical archi-

pelago home to 7,000 islands and just as many magical creatures, 

has yet to make it into the mainstream. Many have clamored for 

Gaiman to write stories about the rich and deep mythologies of 

the Philippines, with its aswangs and diwatas, but in a tweet dated 
August 7, 2018, he said that the mythology is best left to the 

òterrific Filipino writers.ó 

 The mythology of the Philippines has been around for 

millennia, but a combination of oral tradition, a diversity of dia-

lects, and 300 plus years of Spanish colonial subjugation, com-

bined to make these stories hard to access in print. But more 

and more authors are taking up the call. Modern voices are com-

piling and writing stories for newer audiences. These voices are 

finding novel formats and wider audiences.  

 Nowadays, books of compiled Filipino mythology are 

readily available on Amazon, as well as some folktales in picture-

book form. One book of note, Mythology Class by Arnold Arre, is 

a Philippine National Book Award winner. The story melds tradi-

tional myths with contemporary plots and was compiled and 

published into one graphic novel in 2014. 

 In 2021, Netflix released Trese, a six-part animated series 

about Filipino monster hunters and the monsters they defeat. 

The series was based on the bestselling comic books of the same 

name by author Budjette Tan and artist Kajo Baldisimo. The 

comics and the animated series featured such classic Filipino 

creatures as the tikbalang, a humanoid creature with the head 

and torso of a horse and with the speed to match, and tiyanak, a 

small, black goblin that disguises itself as a baby before attacking 

unknowing humans. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Budjette_Tan
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 Filipino mythology is starting to gain wider popularity, and 

these are some of the celestial tales told in the wider Tagalog 

region, which encompasses the current capital of Manila and the 

surrounding areas of southern Luzon, one of the largest islands 

of the archipelago.  

 Like any good pantheon, 

letõs start with the Jupiter/Zeus/

Odin equivalent. Bathala is the 

highest-ranking god of the an-

cient Tagalog people. His name 

derives from the Sanskrit Bhat-

tara Guru or òthe highest of the 

gods.ó He is the creator of all 

things and his domain is in the 

highest reaches of the sky. In 
pre-Spanish Philippines, Bathala 

was the ultimate deity. When 

the Spanish colonized the Philip-

pines, they did what they did all 

over the worldñthey internal-

ized the local gods and represented them with a Christian patina. 

Thus Bathala also became the equivalent of the Christian God, 

Diyos. Hundreds of years later, his name is still used in the phrase 

òBahala na ang Diyosó (òLeave it to Godó), which could be loose-

ly related to òQue sera, seraó (òWhatever will be will beó). This 

fatalistic attitude is endemic to the Filipino people.  

 Bathala, like his counterparts, could get a little randy and 

had multiple children with a variety of unnamed mortal women, 

spawning a pantheon of demi-gods. Unlike his Western counter-

parts, Bathala was not constrained by the sanctity of marriage, 

and his consummation with mortal women was never questioned 

as morally impudent. In other words, he did not have a wife 

named Hera breathing down his throat to stop being promiscu-

ous. 

 One of the most famous sets of Bathalaõs children are his 

three daughters: Mayari, Hanan and Tala. Their unknown mother 

died shortly after giving birth to them. The most beautiful of 

them was Mayari, the Goddess of the Moon. Hanan was the god-
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dess of the New Dawn and Tala was the Goddess of the Stars. 

Bathala took these three sisters with him to Kaluwalhatian, his 

celestial court and gave them power over their domains. 

 Not only was Mayari given charge of the moon and night 

sky, she was also given responsibility for combat, war, weaponry, 

hunting and beauty. She would be closely equivalent to the 

Greek Artemis.  

 Neighboring the Tagalogs is the Kapampangan ethnic 

group, residing in the province of Pampanga. They have a day and 

night origin story relating to Mayari and her brother, Apolaki. Ap-

olaki was the son of Bathala from another mortal woman and the 

god of the sun and war (so basically, Ares). In this tale, Bathala 

dies without leaving a will. The two demi-god siblings quarrel 

with bamboo clubs, each one desperate to become the worldõs 

sole ruler. Apolaki struck Mayari in the face and she became 
blinded in one eye. So shocked at his violence, Apolaki relented, 

and agreed to become co-rulers with her. So they split the day in 

half, but because of her blindness, Mayariõs light is dimmer than 

that of her brotherõs.  

 Hanan, the goddess of the new dawn, was dutifully prayed 

to by the pre-colonial Tagalog people when a new phase of life 

began, such as the birth of a child, the passing into adulthood, 

and even death. She was prayed to at the beginning of the farm-

ing cycle and for bountiful harvests. Her symbols were the roost-

er and the dawning sun, an icon still seen on the Philippine flag. 

Her closest Western counterpart would be Demeter.  

 Tala is the goddess of the morning and evening star. Her 

story varies, however, depending on the region itõs being told in. 

She is supposedly the creator of traditional Tagalog constella-

tions, and considering that Filipinos were a seafaring society, she 

would be relied on by fishermen and the like. Tala used orbs of 

light to guide seafarers home. After the Spanish arrival, her orbs 

were demonized and called santelmos, an evil fire spirit. (If you 

watched Trese, you would have seen them).  

 There is one version of the myth that leaves Hanan out. 

In this story, the three siblings are Apolaki, Mayari and Tala. 

When they grew into adulthood, Bathala held a large feast in Ka-

luwalhatian, or the Sky World, to proclaim their cosmic destinies. 
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Apolaki was named the God of War and the Guardian of the Sun. 

Mayari was given domain over the moon, and she was to be 

called the Goddess of the Moon. Tala, the youngest, was given 

charge of all the stars and was named the North Star herself. 

And, thus, Bathalaõs three children took reign over the sky.  

 There is one more Tagalog myth that pertains to Tala. In 

this version of the story, the sun god is named Arao and the 

moon goddess is called Buan. Each one of them had a bevy of 

star children. Buan was worried that Arao could kill her children 

with his heat. So they both agreed to destroy their star children. 

Arao devoured all his children, but the guileful Buan hid hers be-

hind some clouds. Arao became enraged at this deceit and spent 

the rest of his life eternally trying to destroy her. At dawn, Buan 

brings forth her eldest daughter Tala, the evening and morning 

star, and hides the rest of her children away. They say that a lu-
nar eclipse is when Buan is closest to capturing Arao. From this 

myth, we get the Tagalog words for bright star (tala), sun (araw) 

and moon (buwan). 

 The Philippines has an extensive collection of mythology 

that springs from the Jungian psychology of the collective uncon-

scious. In many ways, it parallels the stories of common Western 

myths, while continuing to be unique to the diaspora of its peo-

ple. We hope this article whetted your appetite to discover 

more about a culture and the stories it tells.  
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Adarna 

By Karl Gaverza 
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Editorõs note:  This piece from Karl Gaverzaõs website, philippine spirits, which 

houses stories that he writes based on Philippine mythical creatures. 

òAdarnaó is based on a 16th-century Filipino epic poem about an 

eponymous magical bird. 

 The sun shone with an unforgiving glare, but this did not 

stop the two friends from resting their wings upon a tree and 

greeting each other warmly. 

 One had just fled from captivity in a faraway kingdom 

while the other had sought forgiveness from their king. It had 

been an exceptionally challenging time in the lives of both these 

great birds, but they were thankful for each otherõs company. 

 òTell me your story, old friend,ó the great bird, Sumayang 

Galura, requested. 

 òIt started when I was spending the night on the Piedras 
Platas, as I always do.ó 

 òYour tree of diamond?ó 

 òThe very same. As the sun was setting, I began to sing 

the first of my seven songs, when I had finished with the seventh, 

I did not realize that there was a human below me and my drop-

pings had fallen on him.ó 

 òHe then turned to stoneó 

 òThat he did. Some humans just donõt realize what they 

get themselves into. The next day the same thing happened with 

another human that fell asleep at the foot of my tree, I didnõt 

know they were brothers then.ó 

 òWhat happened then?ó 

 òThe humanõs other brother came forth and captured me 

while I slept. He stayed awake during my songs and avoided my 

droppings until I fell asleep. He turned his brothers back from 

stone, but they did not appreciate their freedom. They beat the 

brother that freed them and took me to their king.ó 

 òWill the cruelty of humans never cease?ó 

 òI would not sing my song to heal the king until my true 

captor returned, and he did. I sang and my song revealed the du-

plicity of the two brothers, they would have been banished if not 

for the forgiveness of the brother that freed them.ó 

 òHe sounds like a naµve human.ó 

http://phspirits.com/
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 òAfter that, I was not treated badly, but I yearned to 

stretch my wings and fly through the sky once again. I had this 

opportunity when one of the brothers just released me. I think it 

was to frame the good brother as a fool, but that is just my 

guess.ó 

 òIt seems you have had a great ordeal, old friend.ó 

 òI have had an adventure, as what fills most of our life-

times. Sometimes they come to us and we do not have any 

choice in the matter. My captivity has only made me more grate-

ful for the freedom I now possess.ó 

 òWise words, I would expect no less from you.ó 

 The sun set as the two great birds continued their con-

versation. The starõs light gave their feathers a brilliant glow as 

they talked late into the night. 
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Deep in  the dense mountains lives a creature with a 

body of a human but bearing the head and hind 

legs of a horse. Tikbalang is what he is called. His lifetime ap-

pointment is to guard the rainforest and all its inhabitants, a huge 

responsibility given all the egos that live within this sacred space. 

But heõs built for the task for he is the best of beast: horsepow-

er, strength, agility and tenacityñthe animal you chose to bring 

to battle. He is also the best of man: attractive, intelligent, strate-

gic, protective and persuasive. 

 He is friends with all that live there, but he is their leader 

first. He is well-respected for he takes his job seriously and is the 

first on the scene when any kind of danger occurs. 

 Humans, they always find their way into the rainforest. 

Who can blame them for answering the seductive lure of nature? 

Thereõs nothing wrong with that. They only need to be wary. 
When they mindlessly trespass the Tikbalang's territory and do 

naughty acts like inflicting harm to the ecosystem or being too 

rowdy, they will be punished. The Tikbalang curses them with a 

circuitous route so that they lose their way. It is believed that 

the single antidote is to turn oneõs shirt inside out and only then 

can a human find their way home. This is just for minor offenses. 

When you incur his wrath, he can easily send you to another 

realm. 

 When a maiden walks into the forest, however, the Tik-

balang watches from behind trees, curious about this beauty. She 

treads gently, appreciating each blossom, communing with every 

insect, basking in the serenity of her surroundings. There is a 

calmness about her. òSurely, she can be trusted, can she not?ó 

the Tikbalang asks himself. He allows her to wander some more, 

and he quietly observes her. 

 Just as she steps into the Tikbalangõs territory, he appears 

behind the blanket of fog, his mane flowing in the wind. The 

maiden is startled but is not afraid. She looks into his eyes and 

calls out, òHelloó with confidence. 

 The Tikbalang keeps a safe distance, wondering, òWhy is 

she not scared of me?ó For all who cross his path run in terror 

at the sight of him. 

 She continues, òMy name is Tessa. Your home is beauti-
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ful.ó    

 This simple courtesy earns his trust. He allows her to 

cross the threshold and he follows her lead. He quietly keeps 

her company even as day turns into night. He is enchanted by 

her. He has always lived a solitary, independent life. Never did he 

realize the delights of companionship. 

 Smitten, he woos her with the finest flowers and exotic 

fruits from the belly of the forest. He serenades her alongside 

bird song. He walks with her, graciously giving her a tour of the 

land, showing off the majesty of the yakal trees, captivates her 

with a view of the waterfalls and the endless blanket of stars in 

the midnight sky. She canõt help but blush with appreciation. 

 She looks longingly at him, runs her fingers through his 

mane and puts her hand lovingly on his cheek. It is believed that 

if you pluck one of the Tikbalang's golden hairs, he will be subser-
vient to you. But in this case, it is not necessary especially when 

feelings are involved. The Tikbalang and Tessa é they fall in love. 

 The Tikbalang is torn. He is bound to the forest for this is 

his calling and a creature like him cannot be accepted in any oth-

er place. He may look like a monster, but he understands the 

value of choice. Could he expect Tessa to give up everything she 

has?  

 Tessa, embraced by the peace of the forest and unsur-

prisingly enamored with a half-man and half-animal, willingly says 

yes. She is ready to leave the chaotic city life perhaps to escape 

her past and begin anew.  

 They get married in a flat and secluded area of the forest, 

sunlight filtering through the canopy of trees. Fireflies illuminate 

the path. Cicadas croon the bridal march. 

 The Tikbalang wears a white tunic, similar to a caparison 

worn by horses in the medieval times. Tessa wears a crown of 

orchids in her hair, the same orchids tucked with passion flowers 

in the bouquet she carries. 

 Animals and creatures, large and small, surround Tessa 

and the Tikbalang in a semicircle. The Kapre, a tree-dwelling giant 

with a fondness for cigars, officiates their union. They exchange 

rings fashioned from the roots of pine trees, trees that symbolize 

longevity. When the Kapre declares, òI now pronounce you hus-
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band and wife,ó they kiss passionately. All the guests applaud and 

cheer enthusiastically as butterflies flutter about like confetti. 

The Tikbalang neighs loudly in agreement. 

 On this day, their wedding day, the sun shines brightly as 

the rain falls simultaneously.  

 A paradox. Could it represent painful tears on a most 

festive day? That the forestõs bachelor is hitched? That a maiden 

could not find human love? That the universe was against the ro-

mance of beast and woman? Or it can mean tears of joy, the re-

sult of love at first sight and of beating the odds. 

 A sun showerñthere are brilliant meteorological expla-

nations for thisñbut a Tikbalang on his wedding day is a much 

more romantic story. And just as a sun shower passes, a rainbow 

is never far behind. 

 After all, a Tikbalang deserves a happily ever after, too. 
 
























