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F or many years and in many ways, celebrations in the Philippines have caught the
attention of tourists and provided Filipinos with an outlet for imagination or boredom
and, eventually, a means of improving individual or national income.

If in the process of polishing the primitive edges, some of the quaintness and
authenticity of these celebrations have been lost, most of the native charm has remained.
This charm, varying from one season’s celebration to another, and inseparable from the
historical or religious origin from which it evolved, has preserved Philippine festivals from
the corruptions of time and success.

One may not really judge the Filipino from one festival alone. Like seasons that change
their climate, the offerings vary — the passionate, fervent Lenten feasts, the rites of May
evocative of the Occident’s spring, the almost gaudy, disarrayed commemoration of the
nation’s Independence Day, the magical love-search of Christmas.

No celebration lasts for only a single day. If the Philippines has the longest Christmas
in the world, so also does its Lent last for forty days, from Ash Wednesday to Easter
Sunday. The month of May honors the Virgin all of 31 daysand sometimes extends over to
a couple in June, and Independence Day (June 12) finds its echo in June 19, the day the
national hero, Jose Rizal, was born.

The celebrations have catered to the people who roister and the audiences that watch.
In some measure they have changed, to fit into the mold of contemporary taste and
technology. The flagellants today use more than salt to rub their wounds, after an orgy of
Lenten pain and passion. Sometimes, when the flowers of May do not blossom as profusely,
an ambitious bermana mayor surreptitiously mixes plastic blooms with fragrant plants. The
church’s loudspeaker carries the hymns of Christmas to the neighboring streets, and the
re-creation of Bethlehem on the altar ceases being an intimate and intensely personal ritual
for the holy who venture into the chilling hours of midnight Mass.
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Christmas cards with local motif
from eminent Filipino painters



But history, or religion, whichever it may be, provides some basic facts so that as
celebrations evolve from what they were to what they now are, the insistence on meanings
remains, transcending the merry-making proclivities of the celebrators and resisting the
pressures of free-spending tourists.

The traditional songs survive, despite the incursions of new melodies, The lilting,
bell-like willancicos* wake up drowsy heads at the Misa de Aguinaldo, Good Friday
resounds with the plaint of the Pasion and the Stabat Mater, and Maytime enchantingly
invites the blossom offerers with the old song#* honoring the Blessed Virgin.

Still, a few nostalgic tears are being shed, and not the least those for the celebrations of
Christmas past. The changes, where changes have come about, are of course inevitable.

It is now easier to get to the church for midnight Mass. Whether in Manila or in the
rural areas, motorized vehicles — car, jeep or motorcycle — cancel the attractions of getting
to church on foot. Half a century ago, boys and girls shivered in their coats, and warmed
their hands on lanterns carried to show the way, as they walked to the town church which
had wakened them with the distant call of giant bells. In separate pews, up front for the
girls, way back for the boys, they prayed and sang, kept awake by the possibilities of mild
flirtations and the certain promise of outdoor stalls selling smoking puto bumbung and hot
bibingkas to those who came from midnight Mass,

The repast prepared in homes for the after-Misa de Aguinaldo celebration has changed,
even dwindled. Tables were loaded with more uncontrolled abundance than nutritional
balance - a roast pig, whole leg of ham (salty and not anemic as some of today’s meats can
be), queso de bola (Edam out of a can, the juice running as each slice fell off), relleno,
galantina, salads, relishes, chestnuts, grapes, cakes, oranges and apples and a variety of nuts,
some with no known name, as well as cookies and native delicacies falling over each other in
sweet profusion, wrapped in papel de japon with fragile cut-out designs of lanterns and
poinsettias, Christmas trees and even a belen. Those were and still are symbols of Christmas,
the harbingers of the season.

The leaves of the poinsettias turning red at the tips are reminders that Christmas is near.
Lanterns appear later, and are found in every home. Longer lasting than plants, made of
bamboo and papel de japon, and lately combined with cellophane and nylon straw, the
Christmas lantern survives, accepting adaptations and innovations. But even as it comes in
many forms, a number always revert to the original, the very first design, the star lantern.

This is the Christmas lantern of the/Philippines, a marriage of the Oriental festival
outdoor light and the Christian star of Bethlehem. Distortions in design or in popularity
may occur, but it is quite certain that the star lantern will survive the years, in a native
desire to link the present with the past.

The Christmas tree has been less fortunate. Not indigenous, (it had its origin in
Europe) children and adults had responded to the attractions of the decorated tree and for
many years household celebrations centered around it. Where pine was not available,
kamuning or agobo was substituted. Artificial trees have also lately been set up as Christmas
trees.

-* Cantemos, cantemos Venid, almas puras ** Venid y vamos todos
al Dios del amor; venidle a adorar; Con flores a Maria
bienvenido sea Gloria en las alturas Con flores a Maria

Jesus Salvador. ¥ en la tierra paz! Que madre nuestraes . . .
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Today there are not only single-petalled
poinsettias but also double and triple-petalled,

lush and covering the few green leaves so that
bushes are like flame-bursts.



The echo of another Philippine favorite, the bitin of the feast of San Isidro de
Labrador, recalls the enjoyment of the tree. Whatever it was, the tree and Santa Claus trace
some lines in the pattern of Philippine history. But today the tree is gone, mostly because
the pine forests of Baguio are denuded and there is a ban on its cutting.

The belen of the manger scene also finds its origins in Europe, and traces its local
version a century back. Today’s vestiges of long-ago folk art discover many charming little
figures that are part of a belen. There is the Infant Jesus, complete to the last human part,
there is the Blessed Mother, bent in devotion, St. Joseph and the Three Kings, all naively
and wonderfully conceived. And differentiating them from the plaster of Paris or papier
mache sets of today, there are the little figures of a man and a woman, the man tiny and in
camisa de chino, with black pants, dark hair parted in the middle, and the woman in saya
and camisola, a palayok on her head — both come to pay homage to the Infant Jesus,
perhaps in licu of shepherds and their sheep.

There are still many belens to be seen come Christmastime. A huge scene at the Luneta
is sponsored by a givic organization and in some years choral groups from private schools
complete the scene. A house in Mandaluyong has a porch-view belen that grows in size with
each year and whose latest addition was an airplane zooming over and out atop the figures
of Bethlehem.

The Christmas cards, too, have undergone change, althcugh now and then the tinselled
cherubs of the past may still be found, glittering on imported cards. Most of the cards
exchanged these days - fewer than the hundreds of thousands spiritedly sent off in the past
— are made locally. Some carry views of the country, others are made of native materials,
and still others, perhaps the most expensive and the most attractive, are reprints of modern
paintings by well-known Philippine artists.

The contemporaneousness of today’s Christmas has cut into the frills, but it is more
nostalgia than fact that excites the emotions. The celebrator hardly needs the constant
reminders of church, government, and civic leaders that the meanings of Christmas go
beyond the beribboned package. The infant Jesus remains the central figure in the
festivities, and children the main celebrators. If the people respond more quickly to toneless
young carolers warbling “Bukas ay Pasko Na,” and the ninongs and ninangs ready crisp peso
bills tor their godchildren, it is because the joys of Filipino children, as children all over the
world, are found in love partly translated by generosity and holiday sparklers pushing away

the dark. 5
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By RONY DIAZ

t dawn, the two brothers left the town. Carrying spear-guns and

open-mesh rattan baskets, they walked barefoot along the edge of
the sliding sea toward the dock. The sea, still weighted by the wind, slid in
long unbroken swells toward the shore where it broke and dragged away the
footprints and the delicate whorls left by the crabs on the black sand of the
beach. The boys walked rapidly.the older brother one or two steps ahead,
tugging, it seemed, in his momentum his smaller and lighter companion
whose quick, awkward strides resembled those of a fleeing, wingless bird.

The whirling whips of the sun advanced and mangled darkness crouched
behind the mountains, staining them into solidity with coagulated shadows.

The two brothers had reached the elbow of the beach, jawed rocks
spray-cowled at this time of tide, from where the bay curved away from the
town to follow a tall, harsh cliff of clay at whose rocky base the dissolving
world of the sea abruptly ended. They walked on a rocky stretch of beach.

With the thrust of the sun, the wind that had settled, gray and heavy,
on the surface of the sea, soared and released its herd of white-maned
waves, and yellow light stroked the black beach.

The rocks ended in front of a small turtle-shaped cave and once more
they were on sighing, salt-dashed sand.

Without stopping, the older brother handed to his companion his
speargun and basket. He unbuttoned his shirt, stripped it off and wore it
slung in a knot about his hips. The wind was heavy and cold. The smaller
boy looked at his brother as he gave him back his gun and basket. His body
was dark and tightly muscled. He was looking at the sea. The tide was



coming in and the waves slid on in rhythmic rolls. The boy could tell that his
brother was satisfied.

“Give me your antipara, Simo,” his brother said.

Simo reached into a pocket of his short pants and pulled out a pair of
goggles. He gave them to his brother. His brother stopped and began to
examine the goggles closely. He ran the nail of his forefinger along the
caulking that held the oval cut glass to the wooden frame.

“The caulking has dried,” he said softly. “I think it will hold. But I'll
try them out for you first before you use them.”

They had gone spearfishing at the mouth of the river last week and the
caulking of Simo’s goggles had come loose in a strand. The glass fell off and
saltwater dashed into his eyes, Simo swam to the bank of the river, his eyes
smarting. His brother pulled him up and gave him his pair. * Enjoy yourself,”
he had said. “I'll keep watch over you.” Simo caught two samarals, which
made his brother chuckle gleefully. Going home, the fish stringed through
with black nito, his brother promised to make a new pair for him. That
evening his brother started to whittle the goggles from a seasoned block of
santol wood.

When they reached the breakwater, his brother stopped. Simo stepped
close to him and waited. His brother dropped his spear and basket on the
sand, unbuttoned his pants,unknotted the shirt and stepped into the sea in a
pair of faded woolen trunks. He stopped at waist deep, snapped on the
goggles over his eyes and plunged into the sea.

He broke for air near the middle of the breakwater. He clung loosely to
the rocks for several moments and then vaulted up, shaking off drops of
water that spangled his dark body. He straightened abruptly and in that
moment he seemed to stand on the horizon, his head touching the sky. Like
a lighthouse, the image reared in Simo’s mind. He pulled off the goggles and
walked toward Simo. From the way he walked and dangled the goggles,
Simo knew that everything was all right. The goggles had satisfied his
brother.

“It'll do,” his brother confirmed, handing back the goggles to Simo. He
hitched up his pants, picked up his shirt, speargun and basket and they
strode on toward the wharf.

Riding his brother’s shadow, Simo felt a thrust of pride and elation
pulse through his body. He felt safe, wrapped in his brother’s shadow
as in a cocoon.

This was the first time he would fish the piers. He was happy and he
wanted to talk. He groped about in his mind for something to say to his
brother. Then he remembered the kaltang.

He knew everything about that fish. He and his friends had talked
interminably about it. It was one of the town’s recent legends of peril and
mystery. Suddenly, burdened by a necessity still unclear to him, he wanted
to hear his brother talk about it, probably to hear his voice deliver the
exorcism that would dispel the mystery and danger of this unknown fish.

Do you think we’ll see the kaltang? ** Simo asked, timorously.
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His brother looked at him and smiled. “I don’t know. Probably we
won’t. Nobody has seen it since it appeared once in these waters and that
was years ago.”

*“It is dangerous, isn’t it? * Simo pursued. =

“It hasn’t harmed anyone yet, as far as I can remember. You see, it
appeared when this wharf was being built.” Simo knew that; and still,
striding with his brother, he searched his lips and eyes for the cabalistic
image, the twitch or the gesture that would make the unfamiliar predictable,

“One of the engineers,” his brother continued, voice uninflected, “was
standing on the piles when a low-=swinging derrick knocked him off into the

sea. His head was crushed. Several laborers dived in to get him and almost all
of them saw this fish, which they call a kaltang, dark, wide-mouthed and
horned, swimming about the dead man, weaving in and out of the
bloodstained water. That was all and kaltang remains to this day a pretty
mysterious fish. Nobody has seen it again.” All that Simo knew, and still he
waited; but it did not come, and his brother’s voice floated before them like
smoke which the wind shook and snatched away.

They had reached the dock now. From where they stood, the
causeway, built of cairned stones held together by poured concrete and
corraled by glinting, low copper rails, looked like a white, crutched
appendage that had been grafted to the harsh torso of the cliff. The squat
concrete piers that supported the wharf were clobbered with dark extrusions
of oyster spats. Two motor launches were berthed along the pierhead. An
old steamboat was moored along the left side of the wharf. Sailboats were
anchored several years away from the pier, their masts rising and falling with
the wheeling horizon like buoy poles.

They climbed up to the causeway and walked toward the pierhead.
Several mangy-looking, sleep-logged stevedores were loafing in front of a
canteen, from the wind. They were smoking and drinking coffee out of dark
metal cups. They all looked at the two brothers save one who was watching
his cigarette unwind its skein of blue smoke.

“Hoy, Litoy,” one of them shouted in greeting when they saw his
brother.

“Going fishing? It’s too early. The tide is just starting to low in.”

“Yes,” his brother said disinterestedly. Then the smoke watcher
suddenly rose and approached them. He put his arm on his brother’s
shoulder. He walked with them.

“Litoy, I've a favor to ask from you.” He flicked away his cigarette.

“Let’s hear it,” his brother said, annoyed. Simo could tell, by the arm
on his shoulder. Simo knew at once that whatever that stevedore would ask
for, his brother would deny. He was annoyed and he would say no, Simo told
himself; he felt embarrassed for the man.

“I heard,” the stevedore said slowly, “that your uncle got the contract
for that bridge at Alag.”

“Yes? ” his brother said almost angrily.

“You are going to oversee it, aren’t you? ”



“Of course. What about it?

“T just thought you might have a job for me,” the stevedore said.

“We’ve filled up all the positions,” Litoy said. “You should have talked
to me earlier. But I’ll send for you when we need more men.”

“Thank you, Litoy. But no job now? »

“None at the-moment. I said T'll send for you when we need more
men,” his brother growled. By now Simo was uncomfortable,

“Thank you. Thank you.” He disengaged his arm and he began to talk
effusively. He started to tell them about likely spots where there would be
fish and he even offered to help them look for fish.

“I know this place. You do not have to tell me where to fish.”

His brother quickened his pace and the stevedore dropped off. Simo
looked back and he saw him walk back slowly to the canteen, his shoulders

hunched and his hands in the pocket of his denim jacket.
A truck loaded with lumber roared past them and turned alongside one

of the motor launches. Three stevedores mounted the open truck and began
to push off the lumber.

The two brothers stopped near the old steamboat. A pile of split
mangrove trunks was neatly stacked near the gangplank. Gray smoke blew
through a blunt smokestack. It was an old boat, spanned from bow to stern
with an old, unsealed, rachitic-looking lumber roof. The steersman’s seat was
above the engine room. They saw that the wheel was lashed to two cleats on
the wall. Below the wheel was an open hatch which led to the engine room.
From the engine room an old man merged, picked up pieces of rajita that
were strewn on the deck and returned below,

Litoy stepped up close and looked in.

“They were firing up this junk,” he said to Simo. “I wonder why? "’

“Hey you! * Lito called down. The old man reappeared, peered at
them and walked up the gangplank.

“Ah, Mang Orto. Have you bought this junk? ” Litoy asked.

“No, Ninoy fixed the engine last night because the Attorney wanted a
boat to carry a load of rice to Mamburao. Have you seen Ninoy? ”* The old
man stopped, then he continued: “He saw me this morning and asked me to
fire the furnace for him. I know next to nothing about steam engines and the
furnace is going full blast. I wish he would come back.”

“Ninoy? Hah, he’s probably asleep somewhere,” Litoy said.

“I wish he would come back. I'm hungry and this pig of a boat looks
ready to come apart.”

“Just keep the furnace going. He'll be back in time.”

Litoy walked off to the opposite side of the dock, Simo trailing after
him.

They stripped off their clothes and prepared for the dive. Litoy tested
the rubber of his speargun and then spat onto his goggles. He rubbed the
spittle on the glass. He pulled the goggles around his head.

“Stay close to me,” he told Simo. “In case you get the cramps I can
pull you out.” He picked up a coil of rope, lashed it to one of the
mooring-heads, tied the baskets to the end of the rope and gently lowered it.
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A glistening net of oil floated on the water. They slid down the rope, the
spearguns tucked under their armpits, into the water,

They broke through the net of oil, which instantly enveloped them and
raised a rank, hot smell. His brother swam carefully around the concrete
piles. Treading water, he turned to Simo and said, “It is light enough
underwater, we can see.” Then he plunged in a spume of spray. Simo inhaled
deeply, jack-doubled: and followed after him. The cold water crashed
against his belly, and the air inside his chest webbed into thin strands that
tautened with every stroke he took. Simo stayed down as long as he could,
then turned, broke water, and dived in again.

His brother had looked up and when he saw Simo dive again, he turned
head on and swam for the floor of the sea.

Simo heard the sea sigh into his ears and thereafter sealed all sound. He
could feel the beating of his blood against his temples.

At ten feet, he felt a wedging sense in his ears, but the soft
splay-looking body of his brother ahead tugged him on and he sounded
headlong, until the pressure became a cold, molten metal in his head which
he discovered was relieved by hard swallowing. Each swallow he took
tightened the webbed strands of air in his chest.

This was the first time he had gone this deep and although he wanted to
break surface again he also wanted to impress his brother.

At first, everything at the bottom looked green and even the bright,
murrey corals were only dark horns that defied rigidly the mobility of the
sea. It was light enough, as his brother had said, but gliding over the white
sand and dark corals, Simo noticed that his brother cast no shadow. The
pressure had made him a little giddy and this fact occurred to him without
surprise, as though somehow he had expected it. The shadowless domain of
the undersea slipped on for several yards and was lost in a hazy, amorphous
horizon. Then the corals flamed, and yellow and green seaweeds strove
upward in the mote-flecked water and banded cowries and bright spiny shells
strained the white sand. Objects were stretched into exaggerated sizes and
shapes. His brother’s body looked flat and enormous though not a blot on
the bright scape but assimila'ted, blended into the scene by the encompassing
seda.

Simo swam carefully trying to look for fish. He saw his brother stop,
only his legs undulating. He swam up to him in time to see him let loose a
spear. It shot forward in a feather of bubbles. Ahead, Simo saw a small red
fish thrash and lie still, then it thrashed again and swam for the corals where
it was lost. His brother raised his arms and he rose, Simo following closely.
Under the wharf, where shadow shouldered the piers, his dark brother
beamed at him, He gasped for breath and then said excitedly: “I got one.
Did you see it?

“Yes. It hid among the corals.”

They dived again for the impaled fish. It was Simo who found it. He
slowly pulled at the spear and the dead fish and then signalled his brother.

“It’s a maya-maya,” his brother said.

Simo pushed the fish into one of the rattan baskets that they had tied



to the end of the rope. His brother was preparing his speargun for the next
dive.

They treaded water for some time. His brother swam behind Simo and
told him to dive ahead.

Simo plunged in, dragged the weight of air and water after him, his
lungs and heart fluttering with his strokes and his ears ticking off the
pressure. He skated smoothly in the water swaying his head from side to side
looking for fish. Ambassids swam with him.

Then he saw a black lapu-lapu flit briefly behind a branch of coral and
stay still. Simo raised his speargun and swam forward. He approached the
lapu-lapu as closely as he could and he saw its wide mouth half open, its fins
quivering, its large shallow eyes staring at him. He aimed his speargun. The
sea tugged at it. He steadied it, aimed at its red-studded pectoral fin, and
pressed the trigger. The steel shaft drove forward trailing a flume of bubbles.
Another fish gallied off at the soundless strike of bubbles.

His brother slapped him on the buttocks. They swam up and smiled
broadly. He peered closely at Simo through his water-fogged goggles and said
happily: “That was a big one. This will be a day.”

Simo dived alone to get the fish. Swimming up he brushed against one
of the piers and he felt oyster shells rasp against his skin. There was no pain
but he knew he had cut himself. He gave the fish to his brother. “I cut
myself,” he told him.

“Come up and let’s have a look at it,”” his brother said, pushing the
dead lapu-lapu into Simo’s basket.

They pulled themselves up by the rope. On the concrete floor of the
wharf, the sun had imbedded spikes of heat. Litoy knelt down beside Simo
to look at the wound. Simo sat on one of the anvil-shaped mooring-heads.
The oyster shells had scraped off the skin. He began to bleed. .

“That is nothing,” his brother said. “It won’t hurt underwater.
Seawater is as thick as blood. Let’s dive.”

That was an old superstition but Simo was startled by the meaning that
flew out of Litoy’s unwilling, caged intonation and he sensed its shadow
hover hawklike over the idea of his wound.

They slid down and fished continuously for an hour.

Simo was starting to feel the chill of the water when an explosion

racked the sea.
The tide had come in completely and the water had pushed nearly four

feet up to the ceiling of the wharf. Beneath, the sea was shot through with

currents of cold water.
Simo was stalking a striped maya-maya when the explosion froze into

an instantaneous blick about his head. He felt a solid wall of water hit him
and his body became numb. Before that moment when he completely lost
muscular control, he felt a violent kick strike him on the face. He rolled in
the water and he crashed against one of the oyster-pitted piers. The shells
flenched cleanly into his skin; he felt his cheek split open and blood glided
before his eyes which the light and the undersea turned into a momentary
purplish blob. He rolled over and he saw the fleeing feet of his brother,
attacking with frightened flutters the roiling water.



The block that encased his head melted into his brain and he gasped,
salt burning his mouth and nose and he lay crushed by the remoseless wall of
the stricken sea. Then his body stiffened.

When his reflexes returned, he sucked in his belly and the taut webs of
air in his body slackened; the sea buoyed him up. A sharp pain pierched his
ears; a series of minute implosions rang in his head. Hefelt as though his
skull had burst. Feeling that his mind had been wrenched from his body, he
turned over and began to swim, his blood slowly thinning in his lungs, for
the surface.

It was then that he saw his brother. He was swimming toward him,
headlong, looking soft and splayed in the shadowless world of the und ersea,
afloat above him. His fear-sirengthened mind perceived his brother, saw his
bubble-scaled body and expressionless glass-walled eyes peering cruelly at
him, his mouth pulled wide, and his hair pressed by the sea into a black,
sharp horn. Blood was again cast before his eyes and his brother disappeared.
He felt Litoy’s body brush against his and his hands close around his waist.
With his remaining strength, he jerked loose and swam swiftly, to the
surface of the sea.

Gripping one of the oyster-pitted piers, he ripped off his goggles and
through shocked, salt-burned eyes saw the old steamboat kneel and sink into
the unctuous, shadeless sea.

Pushed by the sun against the shagreen floor of the wharf, Simo lay
stretched, his hands pressed to his guttered cheek.

Litoy knelt beside Simo and tried to press his shirt on the wound. Simo
feebly resisted his help.

Their eyes met and softly Simo accused Litoy: “I saw you. I saw you
swimming towards me.”

“I came back for you,” Litoy said. “I came back for you.

“Back! How could you say that? Why did you have to come back?
Simo shouted. Tears of pain came to his eyes.

The tangled voices of the people, who had knotted them in, ceased
whirring and hung suspended, unhitched, above them waitlng to absorb the
next strike.

Then Simo heard one of them say: “The jeep is ready, Litoy. Let’s take
him to the hospital.”

But Litoy seemed not to hear because he lifted his face to them and
pleaded: “He’s delirious. Can’t you see he’s delirious! *

“Calm yourself, bridge-builder,” the familiar voice of a stevedore
mocked. “You really brought him back.”

“Shut up! ” Litoy cried hollowly.

“But you should have seen Mang Orto,” the stevedore continued.
“What was left of his body was scalded beyond recognition.”

Simo closed his eyes at this revelation. His whole body was kindled by a
pain more intense than the one that spunked on his cheek, as he felt himself
merge with the hurled figure of Mang Orto, his skin peeled off. His body
quivered with suppressed sobs. The pain was unbearable.

Simo heard the jeep start and roar away. “They‘re taking his body
away,” the stevedore said. ®
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- ASEAN COLLECTIONS

he paintings on the cover and on the following five pages were selected from the

collection of contemporary abstract art by the ASEAN national secretariat of the
Department of Foreign Affairs. Despite the omission of a few important painters, due to
unavailability of works for purchase, the collection represents a cross-section of abstract or
non-objective painting in the Philippines today. It is the liveliest and without question the
most distinguished type of painting being done in the country at this time.

H.R. OCAMPO There is no special reason for the title, except that it was completed in that

month. July is the latest - and one of the best - of the distinguished series
which began with the design of the curtain for the auditorium of the Cultural
Center in Manila. The color is typical Ocampo, being his unique translation of
traditional Filipino color patterns.
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CHABET

16

Chabet’s current passion is sculpture which like his paintings are quiet,
restrained, even casual, with a marked absence of rhetorical flourish. Flesh,
Yellow and Red is painted on the principle of repetition with variations, the
color variations being achieved through the glaze technique. Sometimes called
optical color-painting, it illustrates the tendency of color to change visually
under different conditions of light.






ARTURO LUZ Ryll is one of the few paintings done by the artist since he turned to
sculpture three years ago. A master of lines, he is in the midst of investigating
the varieties of volume and mass. This stark painting bears the definite
impress of Luz's sculpture and represents a new departure in his development.




NOEL MANALO

Collage is one of the earliest works in the painter’s recent turn to complete
abstraction. A skilled colorist, Manalo is cumently fascinated by the
Jjuxtaposition of dark colors, in this case the brown and the black at borders
of the painting. Not a collage in the strict sense, the effect is achieved by the
use of layer upon layer of acrylic on separate picture areas.
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One of the painter’s earlier abstract works, Flue Acorn, is also one of the best
known. It is luxuriant but relatively restrained, since the typical Alcuaz is
either a riot of colors or in somber but powerful grays and blacks.




The first abstract works in the Philippines appeared in tlhe mid-Fifties
with the work of Fernando Zobel and Jose Joya, to name only two of the
most important names of the period. Their example was followed not much
later by two equally distinguished colleagues Arturo Luz and Hernando R.
Ocampo.

Abstract painting in the hands of these men was not the first direct
challenge to the hardy traditional school, which continued to flourish until
the early Sixties, and even today still has notable practitioners. But the
challenge of abstract art was to prove to be the most successful. With the
emergence of Lee Aguinaldo, the most unabashed exponent of the
International Style, non-objective painting became finally the dominant
school of painting in the Philippines.

The return of Federico Aguilar Alcuaz from his European studies
further reenforced the considerable ranks of the abstractionists. These six
painters form the backbone of the Filipino abstract painting. They have been
followed, however, by a host of younger painters, many of whom have
adopted the abstract mode. Of these middle generation of painters, the best
by common consent are Roberto Chabet, Lamberto Hechanova, Manuel
Rodriguez, Jr., Noel Manalo (in his latest phase), Marciano Galang, Raul
Isidro and Lucio Martinez.

The youngest group includes Rodolfo Gan, Ray Albano, Raul Lebajo
and Prudencio Lamarrosa.

For various reasons, chief among which was the need to limit the initial
acquisitions to an arbitrary dozen, not all of these names could be
represented in the Manila ASEAN collection. But a fair sampling has been
obtained, enough to make the selection fairly representative.

The Manila ASEAN collection was originally gathered at the instance of
Secretary Carlos P. Romulo, being part of a new drive in cultural diplomacy
initiated by the Department of Foreign Affairs. As such, it was exhibited in
Djakarta, Indonesia, where a newspaper described it as the “most distin-
guished single collection of the Philippine art ever to be exhibited” in the
city, and in Hongkong. Present plans include exhibits in Seoul, Korea, in
Singapore and possibly in Tokyo and Australia.

With the establishment of cultural exchange programs among the
members of the Association of Southeast Asian Nations, the collection in
expanded form will become part of a five-nation contemporary art exhibit to

be displayed in the five capitals of Southeast Asia. ®
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T he folk epic among Christians, as a category set apart from the folk
epic among Muslims and the folk epic among pagan groups-these
three categories being recognized as the major divisions of the Philippines
folk epics-refers not to doctrinal content, but to regions of origin. These
epics were found in areas of Luzon where the Catholic Church and its
doctrines had been firmly established by the work of Spanish colonizers. Not
strangely, one of these epics, Lam-ang, bears some Christian references—such
as the use of Christian names and of Catholic rituals in baptism and
marriage-but the essential theme is removed from the Christian context.

Only one other folk epic was discovered among Philippine Christians: it
is Handiong from the Bicol region. Lam-ang is from the Ilocos region. That
their areas of origin, one at the southern tip of Luzon, the other at the
northern end, are pointedly distant from Manila, the center of Spanish
Catholic influence, is a factor advanced by students of the Philippine epic for
their survival. They have remained intact, these students point out, because
they were not meddled with by Spanish Christian proselytizers

A historical footnote, however, may hold this theory in dispute, for the
regions of origin of both epics were in themselves focal points of Catholicism
and Spanish establishment, although geographically distant from Manila. The
llocos region was among the first in Luzon to be subjugated by Spanish
military forces under the command of Captain Juan de Salcedo. By
1572 - only two years after the establishment of Manila as a Spanish
city-Villa Fernandina was founded by Captain Salcedo in the once powerful
Ilocos kingdom of Vigan. The Augustinian Order of Friars was immediately
authorized to preach, baptize and build churches in [locos. Now known once
again as Vigan, in Hispanized rendition of its original name, Villa Fernandina
was a transposed facsimile of the friars’s motherland, on its own a
compelling center of influence for the colonizers’ culture and religion.

In parallel, a similar manner of transportation happened in the Bicol
region, which fell to Spanish forces, also under Captain Salcedo in 1573, a
year after the conquest of Ilocos. The Franciscan Order arrived in 1577 to
preach in the region with its established Spanish settlement in Nueva
Caceres, now known as Naga City. In Ilocos and the Bicol region,
magnificent churches—many still intact today—bear evidence to the Catholic
influence therein rooted.

How then these two epics survived in Ilocos and the Bicol region may
not, in caution, be recklessly attributed to distance of origin from the center
of Spanish Catholic influence, which was established anyhow within their
boundaries. Some other factors, still to be determined, must have been
responsible.

/ || 7 he mystery remains, however, why no tales of epic proportions have
been discovered among the peoples of what is now known as the
Tagalog and the Pampango regions, among those ancient lowland rice
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farmers of Malay stock. Many heroic tales, some of them epics, have been
discovered among the highland tribes of Luzon. In the hinterlands of
Mindanao, among the various Muslims tribes, many exotic tales have also
been found and still promise discovery by scholars of today. Why the
paucity among the lowlanders of Luzon? Why the limitation among{-
Tagalogs to a few legends and songs, a few riddles, really more “fun” in style
and content than seriously genealogical, ritualistic or traditional?

The most propounded excuse is that the folk material may have been
obliterated, absorbed into or replaced by the Spanish metrical romances
which were introduced into these areas. We know the vestiges of these
metrical romances in the long poem, Florante at Laura, and in the comedias,
which are currently seeing a revival on contemporary stage. It has been
intriguingly suggested to students of Philippine literature to sift through
these metrical romances, perhaps to isolate the indigenous elements, using
textual clues from the intact Muslim and pagan tales.

Some literary scholars and anthropologists believe that folk material of
the Christianized regions were obliterated by the colonizers for reasons of
hostility to their outrightly pagan contents which are in direct conflict with
Catholic teachings. There are on record some adverse commentary on the
content of early Philippine oral literature. Writing of the people of Negros in
1598, Diego Lopez Povedano noted of some epic songs: “Some are
interesting sources of historical information, but some are indecent and lewd
and unfit to be sung.”

I ronically, some of the first assiduous discoverers and scholars of the
Philippine folk epics -~ whether from the Christian Muslim or pagan
regions - were and are Catholic priests, the first of them Spanish. Muslim
epics, called Darangan, were unearthed for the literary world by the Catholic
missionary, Franck Laubach. Today, Father Francis Lambrecht, vice rector
of the Vicarage Seminary in Baguio City, is one of the most authoritative
scholars of the Ifugao heroic poems. Much earlier, towards the close of the
19th century, two Spanish priests were responsible for the recording and
publication of Lam-ang and Handiong. They were Father Gerardo Blanco
who wrote down Lam-ang and transmitted it from Bangar, La Union, and
Father Jose Castano who took down Handiong in Spanish as told to him by
the Bicolano bard Cadungdug.

The writer-publisher Isabelo de los Reyes, true to his [locano ancestry,
obtained the epic of Lam-ang from Father Blanco and published it in the
newspaper which he owned and founded, El [locano, in the issues of
December 1889 to February 1890. Then, with a translation in Spanish
prose, de los Reyes also included Lam-ang in the book, El Folklore Filipino.

Other versions of Lam-ang in llocano have been discovered. One was by
Canuto Medina, an Ilocano poet. Another was serialized in the publication,
La Lucha, from February 20 to June 5, 1925. In 1927, Imprenta Parayno



Hermanos published three editions of what came to be the most popular
version, titled Historia a Pacasaritaan ti Panagbing ni Lam-ang it Ili a
Nalbuan nga Asaoa ni Dofia Ines Cannoyan iti a Calanotian.

The first English prose translations of Lam-ang were written under the
encouragement of Professor H. Otley Beyer who wanted to include it in a
collection of folk material, titled Philippine Ethnographic Series. From the
Blanco version, Anastacio Gerardo, Mercedes Vega, Andres Nicolas and
Mariano N. Menias filled 115 pages of typescript with the first English
translation which was completed in September 1916. It is Paper 81 in
Volume Four of the Philippine Ethnographic Series. From the Medina
version, Cornelio N. Valdes made another English translation as Paper 82 for
the same Series.

From a study of all these available versions in Ilocano, Spanish and
English, Professor Leopoldo Y. Yabes has written a composite life of
Lam-ang. For better readability Professor Yabes updated the vocabulary and
either deleted or replaced archaic terms, while maintaining editorial
integrity. This work, titled The Ilocano Epic, a Critical Study of the Life of
Lam-ang, was published in 1958 in the Philippine Social Sciences and
Humanities Review.

Lamvang was a child of wonder, born to the good and wealthy couple,
Juan Panganiban and Namongan, who lived in the valley of Malbuan
along the Naguilian river in La Union.

The west wind carried the bamboo to fashion the crib for this
wondrous child. Upon first seeing the light, the infant spoke, asking that he
be baptized Lam-ang. But his father was not at his birth, having gone in
pursuit of the Igorots who killed the men of Malbuan and captured the
women.

At the age of nine months, Lam-ang was full grown and eager to search
for his father. Accompanied by two wild cats and two birds, armed with a
magic stone from the inner stalk of a banana tree, Lam-ang flew with the
wind to the mountains where the Igorots lived. There he saw his father’s
severed head impaled on the gate post of a village.

With a roar of fury that was heard all over the land, Lam-ang challenged
his father’s killers. The Igorots rained spears on him, but he was made
invincible by the magic stone. Riding on the wind, Lam-ang lashed at the
Igorots who fell dead like banana stalks, except for one whom he plucked
hair by hair, tooth by tooth, eye by eye, and sent back into the village as a
living sign of his vengeance.

Back in Malbuan, Lam-ang was received with celebration, maidens
attending him as he washed off the gore of battle. To show his appreciation,
Lam-ang killed all the crocodiles in the river and gave their teeth to the
maidens as charms against all dangers.

His mother had hoped that Lam-ang would marry one of the maidens
of Malbuan, but he preferred to woo the legendary beauty, Ines Kannoyan,
who lived in Kalanutian. Accompanied once again by pets—a rooster, a hen
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with yellow-orange legs, a dog with a brilliant ruff of hair-Lam-ang set forth
in courtship. Along the way, he vanquished the monster Sumarang, a
frustrated suitor of Ines. He also escaped the seductions of Sarindan who

wanted him for her own.
In Kalanutian, the house of Ines was fenced in with a thicket of spears

which were thrown by her numerous suitors to signify their honorable
intent. But because of signs and wonders performed by his pets, Lam-ang
was immediately welcomed into Ines” home where he sat by her side, eating
with her from a single plate.

For dowry, Ines” mother asked Lam-ang to match their wealth, showing
their garden which was paved in gold and telling of their immeasurable
possessions of land. Ines’ favorite toys were two bouncing balls made of solid
gold.

Lam-ang replied that his parents’ wealth was at least nine times worth
the riches of Ines, for they had vast fishponds and two golden ships which

traveled the trade route to China.
The marriage was agreed upon and Lam-ang went home to tell his

mother the good news. Namongan prepared a complete bridal trousseau with
gold slippers and gold combs and sets of jewelry such as solid gold bracelets
and a wedding ring bearing a large diamond. The two golden ships ferried
Lam-ang, his mother, their kin and their friends to Kalanutian.

The following day, Ines and Lam-ang were married in a ceremony in
church where a Mass for their happiness was celebrated. At the wedding
feast, there was dining, dancing and drinking.

According to the custom of the people of Kalanutian, a bridegroom
must go fishing in the nearby sea. Lam-ang had to comply, although he had
premonitions that he would show his fate: the staircase would dance, the
kitchen of their home would topple, the stones would shatter if misfortune
came to him.

While diving for a catch in the deeper part of the sea, Lam-ang was
indeed swallowed by a shark. The signs appeared to Ines who mourned and
sent divers to gather Lam-ang’s bones from the bottom of the sea.

They were laid at her feet and, at the behest of Lam-ang’s rooster, she
covered the bones with her skirt. The rooster crowed, the hen flapped her
wings, the dog growled, passing his paws among the bones. Suddenly, as if
from a deep sleep, Lam-ang rose and embraced his wife. Gathering their
wondrous pets in their arms, Lam-ang and Ines went home and lived happily
ever after.

T he only other acknowledged epic from the Christian region,
Handiong - also known as Ibalon, the old name of the Bicol
peninsula -- is a literary anachronism. The first version was in Spanish, the
second in Dutch, the third in English, but it does not have any textual basis
or recording in the original dialect. For this reason, Handiong may be said to
be the least analyzed of the folk epics, there being only the plot - on
second-hand authority at that—to be studied, the textual structure for meter
and rhyme, the very literary anatomy itself being missing.



The lengthy trilogy was translated by Father Jose Castafio into Spanish
after he heard the story from a wandering bard named Cadungdug. The story
was published in Madrid in 1895 within an article called Breve Nolicias
Acerca del Origen, Religion, Greencias y Supersticiones de los Antiguos
Indios del Bicol. It was included in Wenceslao Retana’s Archivo del Bibliofilo
Filipino.

The story fascinated a Dutchman, Hendrik Kern, who made a
translation into his native language which was published in 1897. The Dutch
version was the basis of the English translation made by A. V. Hartendorp in
1920 for inclusion in Professor Beyer’s Philippine Ethnographic Series,
Volume Twao, in which it is Paper 32.

Handiong is the name of the second hero in the progressive tale of
supermen who ruled the nascent Bicol region when it was known as
Ibalon. The first of these fantastic men was Baltog who came from distant
Batavara to settle in Ibalon which prospered under his rule as warrior king.
When his rule was threatened by a marauding boar which ravaged the fields,
Baltog took the animal in combat. With his bare hands, Baltog tore the
boat into pieces and hanged the parts on a tree as visible trophies of victory.

Great though he was, Baltog grew old. When once again Ibalon was
invaded by all manners of monsters - wild tamaraws, winged-sharks, giant
crocodiles - aged Baltog was too weak to fight,

To the rescue came Handiong, a warrior who was a good friend of
Baltog. With teams of men, Baltog pursued the monster but the warfare was
often slowed down by Oriol, a beautiful sorceress who wanted him to marry
her. At first, he ignored her, then he tied her up with a thousand knots: still
he could not subdue her until, of her own will, she put off the seduction to
help him in fighting the monsters.

Victorious over the wild animals, Handiong became the next ruler of
Ibalon which he brought to a golden age. The people became farmers,
artisans, inventors, men of culture who knew how to write and wield laws.

Yet the golden era, too, was threatened, for a half-beast mouster called
Rabut began to prey on the people. Rabut’s spell could turn everyone into
stone, so that Handiong’s brave warriors were quickly immobilized.

To the rescue came Bantog, as Handiong once did to Bantog. With a
magic sword, Bantog struck Rabut as the monster was sleeping. So ferocious
were his death throes that volcanoes erupted and the seas rose to cover the
earth. The floods did not recede for many months and were taken as a sign
that the gods were displeased at Bantog for killing a sleeping creature who

had no chance for self-defense.
When the waters disappeared, the landscape of Ibalon had changed.

Islets appeared, narrow necks of land were formed, the earth opened to
make way for a lake and, in the midst of the once lush and fertile plains, a
tall and perfect mountain cone rose, spewing fire. The people of Ibalon
named that grand meuntain Mayon. ®

Next issue: Concluding chapter on Muslim Folk Epics
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“PHILIPPINE ‘I ANTERNS

By ARMANDO D. MANALO

i)uring the Christmas season there is hardly a home which does not boast of a

Christmas lantern. These symbols of the birth of the Christ, said to represent the

star which guided the Magi in their quest of the Infant Christ are often simple affairs. The

most common is the five-pointed star, with paper cut-outs trailing at the bottom points of

the star. Equally common are lanterns in the shapes of rectangles or hollow cubes. In

whatever shape they come, they are left open at the bottom to permit the insertion of a
lighted candle or crude gas lamp.

In the barrios, the lanterns are home-produced. They are therefore less likely to be
elaborate. But the materials remain the same — thin strips of bamboo tied with wires at the
ends to form the frame, and papel de japon or cellophane pasted to the bamboo strips to
provide the body.

In the poblacion, however, lantern-making is a seasonal industry. Whole families engage
in the enterprise, beginning their work well before the Christmas season, and selling their
products at the town market, if they do not peddle them from door to door.,

It was in the poblaciones that the simple lantern began the transformation into ornate
and over-decorated affairs.

Twenty or thirty years ago, it was the custom in many towns to hold lantern parades in
the churchyards on the eve of Christmas. The gay and brightly-colored paper lanterns-in all
sizes and shapes, carried by hand sometimes but more often balanced on tall bamboo poles,
added to the folk character of the festivity - the climax to the longest Christmas season in
the world. Actually, the 22-day season does not end until the feast of the Three Kings,

which meant that the lanterns would continue to be displayed until that day.
There is no set place for hanging the Christmas lanterns in the home. They sometimes

dangle at the head of the stairs, which in the provinces are usually located outside the house
proper. Not infrequently, the lanterns hang at the gate. But the most common location is
along the front window. The lanterns do not only denote the season of the birth of the
Christ Child; they are also a sign of welcome to friends and stray guests who, in the old
days, would often drop in to drink chocolate and eat home-made puto with the host.

Some of these customs were observed in Manila until recently. Indeed, the lantern
parade was an institution for decades at the campus of the University of the Philippines,
where the students on the last day of classes before the Christmas vacation paid their own
riotous homage to the Christ Child.

Today, paper lanterns are no longer made in the city. They make them in the
suburban town of Paranaque where for nearly a quarter of a vear, the mass production of
lanterns is a profitable industry. When the air of December begins to acquire a bite,
the lanterns make their appearance in the market stalls and at strategic intersections of the
city streets. Not every family can afford a lantern these days. The cost of materials has risen
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steeply and so has the cost of labor. A simple lantern that ten years ago could be purchased
for the nominal sum of one peso, today retails at about seven or eight times more.
Consequently, there are many houses in Manila where, though the spirit of Christmas reigns,
the lantern which is the outward manifestation of that spirit is conspicuously absent.

Lantern-making which began as an art, no matter how minor, is today made on an
assembly-line basis. This is the current state of affairs, except for rebels, driven by the
insistent demon of inspiration. They make lanterns not for the sake of profit but for the
sake of satisfying the instinct to make visible an irrepressible aesthetic sense.

In the town of San Fernando in Pampanga province, there is an annual Christmas event
involving the display of lanterns. They are of a size and of a mechanical intricacy that
stupefy the imagination. No one uses candles or gas lamps to light the lanterns any longer;
the lights are produced by small dynamos or batteries so heavy that the lanterns are trailed
everywhere by small carts just to carry the electrical apparatus. The lights flash and wink in
all the colors of the spectrum and they sometimes appear to rival the fireworks that
suddenly explode into the shape of stars.

The stars and rectangles and cubes which were the traditional shapes of lanterns have
undergone alteration at the hands of the artists of paper and bamboo. A whole nipa hut in
paper reproduction makes an unlikely but increasingly common lantern and so does an
old-fashioned clay stove complete with burning coal.

Such imitation is not the rule, fortunately. The curious will often detect among the
samples, lanterns of surprising simplicity, .delicacy and beauty. They shine like brilliant
jewels. ®

30



DAL
S

T he Philippine First Ladies are now immortalized by numerous
beautiful hybrids.

Known to be “sisters” (they all came from a mother Mussaenda plant in
which were crossed other hybrids to produce the Mussaenda “sisters™), these
shrubs now claim more than 30 different hybrids. and while yet to be
christened, they are identified only by tag numbers.

This cross-pollination of hybrids was started by horticulturists of the
University of the Philippines College of Agriculture in Los Bafios, Laguna.
Dr. Dioscoro L. Umali, then dean of the College and now connected with
the Food and Agricultural Organization headquarters in Rome, is generally
credited with the effort.

In the tradition of Los Bafos, the Mussaenda hybrids are all named
after First Ladies. So they have the Dofia Aurora, Dofia Trining, Dofia
Esperanza, Dofa Alicia, Dofia Luz, Dona Leonila and lastly, Gining Imelda.

For the present First Lady, Mrs. Imelda R. Marcos, the Spanish title of
“Dona’ was dropped in favor of the Pilipino title of “Gining.”

The Mussaenda flowers are in bloom most months of the year. The
plants look very much alike, only their flowers distinguish them from one
another. Differences, too, lie in the frequency of flowering, the number of
sepals for each variety and the special care accorded to each respective
hybrid.




DONA AURORA i

The Dofia Aurora Mussaenda (named after the First Lady of the
Commonwealth government, Mrs. Manuel Quezon, is a mutation of single-
sepalled Kahoi-Dalaga (Mussaenda philippica), a native plant of the same
genus as the Mussaenda erythrophylla, which is in turn believed to have been
found in the South African jungles.

Out of this mutation appeared multiple, extra-large sepals — brought
about in their best by the asexual method (method of propagation not by
seed but by other means such as marcotting, budding and grafting.)

Dofia Aurora Mussaendas are white, almost creamy, with drooping
sepals. Others, however, have smaller, flat and pointed ones. Still one strain
has sepals that are big and rounded.

Several other strains of Dofna Aurora, at least eight more of them, are
yet to be classified by botanists.
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DONA TRINING

Dona Trining (named after Mrs. Manuel A. Roxas), on the other hand,
has a single, extra-large sepal. It is a very showy Mussaenda with its intense
red color.

Dona Trining has an equally showy Mussaenda for an offspring —
red-colored Dona Evangelina. Except for the later’s multiple sepals (inherited
from another parent plant, Dofia Aurora), both Mussaendas are very much
look-alikes.

DONA ESPERANZA

The Dona Esperanza (named after Mrs. Sergio Osmeia, Sr.) bears only a
single sepal of delicate pink marked by a darker pink border. Its sepal,
however, is much larger than those of the multi-sepalled hybrids.

Dofia Esperanza and Queen Sirikit are look-alikes, at least in color.
They are both of delicate pink with dark pink margins.

DONA ALICIA

Completing this single-sepalled Mussaenda sisters is the Dofia Alicia
(named after Mrs. Elpidio Quirino). Its flowers are of uniform pink, like
those of Dofa Luz, but its sepal does not curl towards the end.

The other set of Mussaenda sisters are made up of Dofia Luz, Dofia
Leonila, Dofia Evangelina and Gining Imelda.
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QUEEN SIRIKIT

One variety, the Queen Sirikit, is the only Mussaenda hybrid named
after a foreign First Lady.

The Queen Sirikit was formally presented to the Thai queen in July
1963 when she visited the Los Bafos garden during the Thai royalties’ visit
to the Philippines.

Considered by many as the most beautiful of the pink Mussaenda
hybrids produced in Los Bafios, the Queen Sirikit has light pink sepals,
accented on the edges by darker shades of pink. It is easily propagated by
marcotting or by cutting and can be grown either in pots or in the ground.

Kept at an ideal low height, the Queen Sirikit is impressively attractive '

and can bloom the whole year round,
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DONA LUZ

The Mussaenda shrub named after Mrs. Ramon Magsaysay, President
Magsaysay’s widow, has multiple, uniformly pink sepals which whorl
towards the end.

Dofia Luz blossoms most profusely among the Mussaenda sisters and
usually outlasts the life of the other “Dofas.” !

Because of its profuse flowering, Dofia Luz’s green leaves are usually
hidden under the large corolla, while its petals, heavy at its peak, look like
floral balls from afar.

The Doia Luz flowers, however, do not produce pollen, and as such,
they could not be used as a parent plant in the hybridizing work. Propaga-
tion, on the other hand, is best by marcotting or cutting.
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DONA LEONILA
Lighter in color than the Dofia Luz Mussaendas, the Dofia Leonila

(named after the widow of President Carlos P. Garcia) has very light pink
multiple sepals. Like the Dofia Luz, too, its sepals also curl towards the end.
Dofia Leonila is the most delicate to grow among the Mussaenda sisters,
It shies away from direct full sunlight. Its sepals appear wilted and its light
pink color turns pale and eventually fades.
It is recommended to grow Dofia Leonila under partial shade. This will
bring the best out of the shrub.
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DONA EVANGELINA

The Dofia Evangelina variety (named after Mrs. Diosdado Macapagal),
while the most colorful of all the Mussaenda sisters, is also about the most
difficult Mussaenda to grow.

It is observed that the Dofia Evengelina, when grown in pots, flowers
the first year and dies the following year. Direct planting in the ground is
therefore advised for better chances of survival.

Dona Evangelina’s color and multiple sepals were inherited respectively
from its parents, Dofia Trining and Dofia Aurora.

On October 8, 1971, the Dofia Evangelina variety was formally
presented to the First Lady of the Constitutional Convention during the
opening of the flower and garden show at the U. P. College of Agriculture in
Los Bafios.
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GINING IMELDA

The latest addition to this array of immortalized First Ladies is the
Gining Imelda, named after the present First Lady, Mrs. Ferdinand E.
Marcos.

Gining Imelda, like its parents (Dofia Aurora and Dofia Trining) assures
of full blooming for five consecutive months, rests for a month and blooms
again for five months.

The Gining Imelda Mussaenda has yellow blossoms, very bright but
minute and hardly seen. These blossoms are surrounded by cream-colored
hairy sepals that gradually turn pinkish as they enlarge. This process takes
about two to three weeks.

Like Dofa Luz, Gining Imelda is easily propagated through marcotting,

38




Like Dona Leonila, on the other hand, it is also sensitive to direct
sunlight and thrives best under partial shade.

Under this ideal set-up, Gining Imelda sepals are kept bright and fresh
for a reasonable length of time.

While each Donfa variety requires more specific pointers in care and
propagation, these Mussaenda shrubs generally grow best in evenly moist,
sometime slightly dried soil.

They should be given plenty of compost but for potted plants, it is wise
to prepare two parts ordinary garden soil for one part each of compost and
sand.

Plant pests and diseases that are likely to attack the Mussaendas are
easily prevented through regular spraying of 10% wettable sulphur, or by
spraying Parzate.

Even if these Dofia varieties can be propagated by seed (except Dofia
Luz, which is sterile), the asexual method best accomplishes propagation.

Of these methods - cutting, grafting, marcotting, budding and inarching
— marcotting is tested to be the surest and handiest method.

When marcotting, care should be given that the small root system
balances the top of the plant where marcotting is to be applied. In this
regard, a hardened twig about the size of a pencil is recommended.

The twig is scraped off of its bark, the debarked portion of which
should be an inch long. Then it is dried for two weeks. After this, sphagnum
moss (grayish mosses found in bogs) is wrapped around the portion, held
tightly by thin plastic sheet.

Eertilizer can be applied later on, and to keep the Mussaenda in best
shape and color, pruning is recommended at least once in two months.

Still with the present First Lady as inspiration, another hybrid, this
time a rose, was also named after her.

It is called Imelda Rose.

Imelda Rose, while imported (it came from Japan), readily accepted the
Philippine climate and in no time at all, produced large blooms, very showy
indeed with its delicate pink-and-white petals.

This variety thrives best in rich porous soil and needs profuse
watering.

Properly tended, the Imeldas last long and remain fresh and satiny for
at least a dozen days. L
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CANTRIBUTURS

MNITA U. BERTHELSEN (Philippine Celebrations) is one of the country’s most versatile writers, She has
won awards for short stories and has handled columns on a variety of subjects.

RONY V. DIAZ {Two Brothers) is a creative writer who is occupied these days as director of the National
Manpower and Youth Council and member of the Board of Textbooks. During and right after college
(University of the Philippines and Indiana University), he distinguished himself with major awards for
writings in Literature.

ARMANDO D. MANALO (Philippine Lanterns) writes regularly on a variety of subjects for the Philippines
Quarterly, of which he is consultant.

MARIE C. CASTILLO (Floral Hybrids) is a reporter of the Manila Times, the country’s most widely
circulated newspaper. She started in journalism as deskman for the United Fress International.

MONINA MERCADO (Filipino Folk Epics) writes the second part of a three-part series on a subject that
has fascinated her.

CREDITS.  Philippine Christmas cards pp. 4, 6 courtesy of Marisan — Manila;
Lanterns, pp. 29-30 by Jose Sarmiento of the Philippine Tourist and Travel Association;
floral hybrids, pp. 31-38 by Jose Barredo.









