




















Filipino writers in the Philippines have a great task ahead of them,
but also a great future. The field is wide and open. They should rewrite
everything written about the Philippines and the Filipino people from
the materialist, dialectical point of view-this being the only [way] to
understand and interpret everything Philippines. They should write
lovingly about its rivers, towns, plains, mountains, wildernesses-its
flora and fauna-the different tribes and provinces. They should write
about the great men and their times and works, from Lapulapu to
Mariano Balgos. They should compile the unwritten tales, legends,
folklore, riddles, humor, songs, sayings. They should illustrate that
there was a culture before the Spaniards uprooted it. When these are
written, they should extenuate and amplify. The material is inexhausti-
ble. But always they should be written for the people, because the
people are the creators and appreciators of culture....

The making of a genuine artist or writer is not mysterious. It is not
the work of Divine Providence. Social conditions, history, and the
people's struggle are the factors behind it. My making as a writer and
poet is not mysterious, neither was I gifted by an unknown power. It
was hard work and hard living. Suffering, loneliness, pain, hunger, hate,
joy, happiness, pity, compassion-all these factors made me a writer.
Plus, of course, my tenderness, my affection toward everything that
lives. Plus, again, my participation in the people's fight for peace and
democracy.

I did not know any writer until I had three books published. Some
writers are reluctant to [reveal] which writers influenced them. I
probably read most of the greatest novels, plays, short stories, poetry of
many nations, but those who influenced me most are Americans,
French, and Russians. In particular, Balzac, Jack London, and Maxim
Gorky. But mostly Gorky in the novel and the drama, Nicolas Guillen
and Pablo Neruda in poetry, and the Marxists in literary criticism. Ifyou
have ever lived in one of the slums of the U.S., I know you would also
be influenced by it. I lived in the slums of Los Angeles, and I never
escaped its terrors, its soul-sickening atmosphere....

I don't care what some writers in the Philippines think of me. That is
their privilege. But I care about what they write, for or against war, for or
against life.
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