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THE GLOWING ORB 

 
 
 

The roosters started to crow. On top of the big 

tamarind tree, the chickens fluttered their wings and flew out 

of the branches. Tetong heard them and chuckled. They 

reminded him that today was his twelfth birthday.  

It was a cold, windy, early dawn in this northern part 

of the Philippines, and Tetong did not want to celebrate his 

birthday by getting up early to work in the fields with his 

parents all weekend. Saturdays and Sundays were not his 

favorite days. Nobody had said a thing about working every 

weekend, and Tetong wished it would just disappear for good 

from the calendar. He always had many things in mind that 

he wanted to do, but he could not do any of them because of 

the rice planting. Even though the whole family worked with 

the neighbors to plant rice on their farm, Tetong would rather 

feed the animals or play with the other children in the village. 

Tetong in the Land of the Unknown 

 

It was said that Tetong got his looks from his mother, 

Felisa, who was tall and slim, with a glowing, dark 

complexion, long, black hair, and brown eyes. Tetong’s face 

was heart-shaped. He, too, had dark brown eyes and shining 

black hair and was called guwapo, or “handsome,” by his 

mother. In fact, many people considered Tetong quite 

handsome. 

No matter what he was up to, Tetong was always 

well-mannered, quiet, and smiling. He had an awesome 

appetite, as well, even though he was tall and slim. Unlike 

the other kids, he was not shy, and he would roll his eyes if 

he did not agree with someone. Sometimes that could be very 

annoying. 

Nevertheless, the local children loved him, for Tetong 

was also kind. He helped build their toys and walked with  
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them to school. In this, too, he was very much like his 

mother, who always helped their neighbors, offering food to 

people when they ran out. 

Tetong was also different from most people in the 

village in another way. They lived by superstitions, and he 

did not. 

The night before, he had dreamt that a giant, purple 

bird made of stone swooped him up while he was walking in 

the fields and flew him over a strange forest far away from 

home. The huge, stone bird had piercing, orange eyes and 

grime-covered feathers. Tetong thought the bird was going to 

prey on him but, instead, it dropped him in the trees and 

simply flew away. The dream scared him so much that he 

tossed and turned for hours until he fell asleep once more. 
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Tetong began to shiver and fell from his bed to the 

floor as his dream continued. An old man in a white robe 

with a long, black beard stood with a group of strangers. 

They spoke in unison. “The red rice is the head with a crown. 

The white rice is the body with the long tail. A bird, a cursed, 

singing bird, is the only one… the only one… who can make 

him well.”  

Thankfully, the roosters woke Tetong up, as they 

always did, at the second crow before sunrise. 

Tetong’s father, Polon, had already left the house to 

go to the rice fields. Even though he was only five feet tall, 

shorter than his wife, he was all muscle. Polon was bald with 

a thick, dark beard. A gentleman, he told funny stories to 

make people laugh. Some called him “The Joker” and “The 

Barber Man.”  
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Tetong’s oldest brother, Purante, dreamed of 

becoming a great fighter. He practiced bamboo sword 

fighting with his friends every chance he had. As soon as he 

got home, he ran straight to his mother in the kitchen. 

“Mother, I was playing with some of the other kids and one 

of them got sick. The albularyo, the medicine man, said that 

he might have stepped on one of the invisible spirits, who 

then got mad at him. The albularyo called them the Insisit, 

the invisible people.” 

 “What did the Insisit do to him?” his mother 

asked.   

“His body became hot and started swelling up like he 

got stung by a bee all over. The medicine man told us to 

gather banaba tree leaves, so we all went to the hills to find  
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the leaves. Then he soaked the leaves in oil and heated them 

with a lit candle. He put the warm leaves over his body to 

drive the sickness away.” 

Felisa went to the window and stuck her head out to 

call her other children inside. Tetong and the middle brother, 

Ingo, came running in from the yard. When they joined her in 

the kitchen, she motioned for them to sit with her.  

“My boys, you have to be careful. I must warn you 

that the Insisit are out there. No one knows where they live. 

You have to warn them when you are going out to the yard, 

so you don’t step on them or else they will make you sick, 

too.” 

Tetong rolled his eyes. He sat across from his 

brothers and glanced at Ingo, who was sixteen and one year  
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younger than Purante. Ingo was chubby, but wanted to be  

thin. His large t-shirt couldn’t hide his round stomach. 

After her warning, his mother left to go feed the 

animals, and his brothers went back outside to play. Tetong 

smiled, laughing to himself at the very idea of the little, 

invisible people.  

The family lived in a house built long ago that his 

grandfather had constructed about ten miles away from the 

barrio next to the river. It had wood siding and a red narra 

tree floor. The roof, covered with nipa palm leaves, worked 

well, but needed to be replaced every ten years. The palm 

leaves were arranged to overlap each other and were tied 

together on long, thick, bamboo frames to cover the sides of 

the house. The entrance had ten wooden stairs leading to a  
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hallway that connected the kitchen with the rest of the house.  

The house was surrounded by trees and was miles 

away from the town. To get there, they walked or rode on an 

empty logging truck. Sometimes ten people sat at the back of 

the truck with their produce beside them. 

There was no television or radio to listen to the news 

or a wristwatch to tell time or electricity for cooking. The 

natives used an earthen dalikan stove, a six-foot long and 

twenty-five inch wide pot with empty space inside to burn 

the wood for cooking. It also had three curved, upright-like 

hands at the end to hold the clay pots. People told time by the 

positioning of the sun. 

Some evenings, Tetong and his friends played hide 

and seek under the moonlight. One night, the moon was 

bright, so the children stayed out longer than usual. When it  
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started getting late, Tetong, who always went to bed early  

since he woke up at the second crow of the roosters, yawned, 

decided to go home, and went to sleep. His friends continued 

to play, shrieking and giggling under the big, bright moon. 

They kept Tetong awake. He tried covering his ears, but that 

didn’t help. He remembered the trunk in the hallway where 

the family kept grandmother’s old clothes and things after 

she passed away a long time ago. An idea occurred to him, 

and he smiled an enigmatic smile as he made his way to the 

trunk. 

Moments later, outside the house, the children 

shrieked at the sight of a ghoulish figure in black and white 

clothing silently and stealthily moving toward them.  

Screaming, they climbed up into the trees and refused to  
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come down. Roused by the noise, Felisa and Polon ran out to 

help them but, of course, by then, the apparition was gone. 

“That will teach them a lesson not to stay out too late. 

I told you they don’t really know guwapo,” Tetong said to 

himself. 

The children were so shaken that they could not walk 

home alone. Their parents had to pick them up. But if Tetong 

thought he had fooled everyone, he soon learned just how 

mistaken he was. His mother stormed into his bedroom. 

“Guwapo,” she demanded in that quiet, but very 

forceful, way of hers. “Why do you have to frighten your 

friends? They call you good-looking and a polite kid. Is this 

what a good-looking and polite kid does?” She shook her 

head and clicked her tongue. “You would do well not to ruin  
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their excellent impression of you.” 

“I’m tired and sleepy, Mother,” Tetong sighed,  

closing his eyes. 

“Tetong, next time this happens, tell me. I will ask 

them to go home early.” 

Tetong pulled his blanket over his head, ignoring her, 

but he was really listening. 

“Leave Grandma’s things alone,” Felisa warned him. 

“Do not fool around with them. She might visit you 

tonight.” 

Tetong smiled. His mother always had superstitious 

beliefs about the departed people. 

The living room partition between the bedrooms was 

decorated with a funeral-colored, paper bouquet from his 

grandparents who had departed one year apart. The bouquet  
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looked sinister, especially at night when the kerosene lamp 

was lighted. Tetong would like to have them all burned to  

erase the memories of his beloved, departed grandparents. 

Later that night, Ingo needed to go to the outhouse,  

and he was always afraid to go by himself. He woke Tetong 

up to go with him. Yawning, Tetong got up, lit the kerosene 

lamp, and followed his brother outside. While Ingo was 

inside the bathroom, Tetong walked back to the house and 

hopped the seven steps into the kitchen to get a snack. A few 

moments later, Tetong started outside for his brother. 

However, Ingo was already running back toward the house, 

frightened to death, waking the family with his heavy 

footsteps. Ingo caught his breath and asked Tetong why he 

left. 
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Tetong calmly told his brother, “You should not have been 

afraid. I left the lamp for you.” Ingo silently returned to bed, 

embarrassed.  

A deck was adjacent to the kitchen door with seven 

steps down to the ground. Several hundred feet away from 

the deck was a sixty-year-old tamarind tree that was taller  

than the house. After school, the children climbed up to the 

highest branches, taking with them salt in little, plastic bags 

to dip in the sour fruit. They stayed there until their parents 

called them to come down for dinner. 

Tetong always heard his mother no matter how high 

he was in the tree. He was hungry, so when she called for 

supper, he was the first at the table. 

Tonight was no different than other nights. The smell 

of the food was so good that Tetong kept eating until his  
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stomach felt like it would burst. 

“What’s the matter, guwapo?” Felisa asked, sitting  

beside him. “Have you done it again?” 

 “I over ate, Mother,” Tetong answered, pulling his 

shirt up. 

Felisa took a spatula from the kitchen and rubbed it over his 

stomach. A moment later, Tetong sighed in relief.  

 “Ah, the magical spatula took away the pain,” he 

said, exhaling noisily. “I can breathe easier.” He paused and 

looked at her again. “Now I know what it feels like to have a 

baby in your tummy.” 

Felisa laughed and walked back to the kitchen to 

gather dirty dishes for her sons to wash. 

Over the weekend, Tetong and his brothers got 

together to talk and build toys and tree houses.  
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The wheels would be made from narra wood and carving 

them sometimes took more time than they had patience for. 

Each one went up the hill to search for the narra tree. The 

non -edible, circular, green fruit from the tibbeg trees was 

used for tires. The cars’ bodies were made of empty sardine 

cans. After the boys put the cars together, the races began. 

Everyone was excited about the contests. All the 

children in the village sat in a straight line and, at the count  

of three, they all gave a good push to their toys. The car that 

reached the farthest distance was the winner, and that child 

could brag about the victory for the rest of the week on their 

way to school. They had so much fun cheering, singing, and 

playing guitars and ukuleles that they totally forgot to go 

home for lunch. So when their stomachs started rumbling, 

they gathered ripe jackfruits, papayas, and star apples to eat.  
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After a few bites of papaya, Tetong poked his brother, Ingo, 

in the ribs. 

 “Is your car ready?” Tetong asked. “Let’s race again. 

This time I might let you win.” He laughed. Ingo said, “My 

car is faster.” 

“Ready?” Tetong drew his hand back, ready to launch 

his car. 

“Hey, what’s that?” Ingo pointed at the sky. 

“I don’t see anything,” Tetong said. “Where?” 

“Above the trees, in the sky. Something is glowing.” 

Tetong squinted, then rose on his toes. “I only see some 

clouds,” he said. 

A shift in the wind brought the scent of jasmine and the 

howler monkeys shrieked in a tree. 
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“It’s in the tree house, Tetong,” Ingo said. “It’s 

glowing.” 

“I see it.” Tetong stepped back. “What is it?” 

An orb the size of a baseball glowed a pale green and rose 

out of the tree house. 

“I’m scared,” Ingo said. 

“It’s just a light,” said Tetong. “Maybe it’s someone 

with a flashlight.” He stepped toward the tree house. The 

glowing orb moved out into the sky, suspended as if by 

wires. It floated toward another tree house and began to  

sparkle as it flew to the next house. 

“That’s not a flashlight,” Ingo said. 

As if to confirm what Ingo said, the object grew larger and 

brighter until, finally, it was the size of a basketball. 
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Swallowing, Tetong looked at his brother. “It’s coming from 

the nearest tree house, Ingo,” Tetong said. “It’s glowing.” 

“Yes, it’s glowing,” Ingo impatiently answered. 

“But what is it?” 

“Yes, Tetong. What is it?” asked another child. 

And still others repeated the question and their voices 

shivered. Then the object rose slowly out of the tree house 

and drifted toward them until it hovered above their heads. 

“I’m scared,” Ingo said, his eyes wide. 

“Me, too,” another child said. 

Other children spoke in whispers. “What is it?” 

“Where did it come from?” 

“I’m scared, too.” 

Tetong walked closer to the tree house.  
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The orb rose higher into the sky, still as though suspended by 

wires. Then it drifted toward another tree house and began to 

sparkle. 

“That’s not normal,” Ingo said.  

Tetong looked at him and couldn’t help rolling his eyes. “I’m  

glad you say so, Ingo.” 

The orb began to expand again and, then, from the 

brightest part of it, a big, black cobra emerged, its yellow 

eyes flashing. The group sped up into a run, but three 

headless, purple chickens blocked their escape. Sparkling, 

white crowns were suspended above their necks where their 

heads should have been. The chickens barked like dogs, 

scratching the ground, ready to attack them. 

There was one among them who was not afraid. 
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Tetong’s older brother, Purante, never left home without his 

bamboo sword. He pushed through the other children and 

stopped before the now-snarling chickens. Purante’s eyes  

narrowed, and he swung his sword back and forth. 

“Birds do not bark and dogs do not peck. Be gone 

now or I will surely harm you.” 

The chickens glowed so brightly that all the children 

covered their eyes and, then, it was dark again and the 

chickens were gone. The group escaped in separate ways 

back to their families. They all had quite a story to tell, one 

so vivid that parents forbade their children from going near 

the spot again. Parents seemed to believe there were 

mystical, unpredictable behaviors of hidden creatures if their 

residence was disturbed. 

Well, as is the way with brothers, Purante and 
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Ingo had different ways of spending time together than did 

Ingo and Tetong. Ingo admired Purante’s skill with the  

sword, so the two of them played with bamboo swords like  

knights. They trained as warriors, too, lifting heavy sacks of 

rice to build their muscles to gain strength. They also raced 

one another to increase their speed. Today was the racing  

day. The rules of the race were that the loser washed the 

dishes after dinner. 

Tetong did not participate in the race. He was a 

spectator and his way was just to watch, but he had to take 

part in some way, even if it was not always a nice way. 

Today, instead of watching like the other children, Tetong 

hid behind the bushes and covered his head with brown cloth. 

He rubbed rocks together and made sounds like a monkey, 

shaking the shrubs until the brown leaves dropped. 
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Ingo stopped and called for Purante, but Purante ran faster to 

the finish line. Tetong had totally disrupted the race. Of 

course, Ingo always lost. Tetong would be laughing and Ingo 

never learned his lesson, that it was his older brother’s way 

of getting out of doing the dishes. What fun it was for Tetong 

to watch his brothers dash inside their house, shivering and 

babbling about the unnatural happening in their backyard! 

That night, the strange, glowing orb reappeared in the 

sky above the family’s garden. Tetong followed it into the 

forest, and when it stopped, he became afraid. The glowing 

of the orb faded into darkness, and then the ground vibrated, 

like when a big, logging truck crossed a wooden bridge. It 

was enough to send Tetong racing back to the safety of his 

home. 
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When he reached the front yard, he looked back at the forest. 

The green orb reappeared, floating above the trees. Tetong 

stared at it for a moment, then he blinked and the orb seemed 

to break apart in little pieces and dissolve into the night air. 
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