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“Pot!"

”] beg your pordon?”’

“] soid ‘Pot’ .

Nanay raised an eyebrow.
“Tatay,” cut in Lucy, ‘is imltot-

ing Junior. That's Junior’s favorite
cuss word. | often heor him soy
‘Pot"  Like one time he shouted ot

the top of his voice, ‘Who the pot
drew a mustache on Celig?’

“Pot! You would be saying ‘Pot’
too if somebody smeored lipstick on
the picture of your boy friend."”

Nonay was perplexed. “But whot
does it mean, Junjor?'’

“It doesn’t meon anything, Na-
nay. [t's just a harmless, little word

the Fothers in school soy we may

use instead of some wvulger word
like ‘domn’ or ‘hell’ .,
“But | still con’t see why Tatay

has to use (t, He hos always been
using Carambolo Y billo. It sounds
so nice-‘l

Totay’s head bobbed like a sub-
marine’s periscope from the mago-
zine he was reoding.

“Nanagy”, he said, slowly and de-
liberately, * ‘Pot’ is the only word
for this—this trash!” And he thrust
the magozine to his wife.

“‘The Two Week Plan For Win-
ning a Man’ ', Nanay read the title
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of the article aloud. “Oh my,” she
rernarked, ““isn‘t that sweet!’”
“Carabola y billal”” Tatoy ex-
claimed, throwing up Hhis hands.
" ‘Sweet’! Nanay, do you call that
‘sweet’? Why, it's the most idiotic,

foolish, stupid,. crozy, inane, mo-
ronic. . ."”
“Pottin’,” suggested Junior,
“...the most pottin’ piece of

writing l've come across in o long
time. Such balderdash could hove
come only from the head of a wom-
on‘l!

“Tatay!” gasped Lucy.

“Well, | con’t help it,” mur-
mured Tatay, ‘It’s such an insult to
us men. Two weeks. Huh! We're
not as cheap 0s that,” And he stuck
his pipe into his mouth so that he
would not say more. -

But the Eve in Lucy got the bet-
ter of her. After a while: “Tatay”,
she asked demurely, “What is the
two week plan for winning a maon?*’

“Oho! So you wont to lay a trap
for Bert, eh?’* teased Junior, hiding
behind a flower vase.

“Quiet, Junior,” Nanoy broke in,
“l want to hear this too.”

Tatay pulled up his chair nearer
to the group.

“We-e-Il,” he began, “Qur woman
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HOLLYWOOD is “TAPOS”

“Hollywood,  olthough  atill
clutching its montle of genius, is
finished. Everything has gone sowr
out there.

“The writers ore bitter and
frustrated. The producers are fot,
Joxy and unimoginative. The now
octors are mostly freaks bered with
their io‘bs. None have ever ac-
quired or learned ony resl ort-
istry.

The “atmosphers’”’ of Hollywood
is ""sickeningly phoney.”

“It has lost touch with reality.
It dossn’t give the public what it
wants any more. The producers
——moit of whom sit behind four
gecretaries ond wight receiving
rooms, aore ofraid to try new faces,
afraid of new ideos.”

Well?

Don’t ask us. We haven’t been
to o movie in years ond years.
Confidentially, we c¢on‘t recall
missing onything.

—lnformotion

THE CROS.

writer starts off innocently encugh,
She advises the heroine of this cop-
sule courtship to smile the moment
she sights her man, She is to keep
this grimace on her face at off costs.”

“Even if somebody oround fall
down the stairs and smashes his up-
per ploté?”’

“Junior,”” Tatoy replied, *'You
have a horrid imagination. Anyway,
as soon os the ice has been broken,
the girl employs the ‘admiration tech-
nique’ 7',

“Nakuf*
“whot’s thot?'"

“It means that our mon-hunter
must find something to rove obaut
in the man to whom she is talking. .”’

*, .'.you meon, whom she is
stalking,’”” quipped Junior.

* .. .for example, she should rave
about his unique set of ears, his
taste in belts, the woy he monipu-
lates his Adom’s apple—""

“Try doing that with Bert, sis, ond
you’ll find yourself holding the bag!”’

“"Humph!”_Lucy lifted her nose in
the air, *‘| suppose Celia never does
thot to you.”

“Callate,”” Nanay reproved them,
“If you two keep on interrupting To-
tay the way, you do, he’ll never fin-.
ish... Go on Totay.”

Tatoy suppressed a smile ond went
on:
“Rule Three—'the girl should
throw herself into the sports which
interest her prospective victim’ .

This wos too much for Lucy. "Tee-
hee,” she giggled mischievously, “)
should like to see Celio playing b/
ketball with Junior.”

exclaimed Nanay,
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Before Junior could retort, Totey
was on Rule Four:

“‘It’s quite proper for the girl to
staie, while eating a piece of apple
e, “This is yurnmy, but just wait
il you toste the pie | boke,” " "’

“Oh, wy,” Ngnay commented,

“The hook is too open. She will drive

owagy her mon.”” And she shook her
heoad disopprovingly.

“The Fifth Rule tokes the cake for
utter imbecility.”

“What is it?”’ osked Lucy and Ju-
rior together.

"In her conversation, a girl must
emember that ‘oll her mon hos on

is mind is sun ond sex’ .

Tatay stopped, his face suddenly
grown sad. Junior and Lucy knew
this serious mood of their father,
ond they made no comments. Nanay
put her hand on Tatay’s shoulder.

“Poor girl”, Tatay soid reflective-
ly, “either she's trying to be fumny,
or she has moved in the wrong crowg.
She seems to think that life is just o
round of porties and vacation trips,
and that o husband nothing else but
a dancing portner ond a playmate.
God forbid that such o mentaolity ever
take hold of our Filipine girls. It is
the surest woy of destroying the fa-
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mily, and with the fomily, ocur no-
tion, .. Junior, will you hand me
Monsignor Sheens book Phifosophies
at War?"’

Tatay opened the book at a
marked poge. There was a ring of
conviction in his voice as he read:

“The foundation of marriage
is love, not sex. Sex is physiolo-
gical and of the body: love is spirit-
uol and therefare of the will, Since
the contract is rooted not in the
emotions, but in the will, it fol-
lows that when the emotion
ceases, the controct is not dis-
solvable, for the love of the will
is not subject to the vicissitudes of
passion. A life-time is not too
long for two beings to become
ocquointed with each other, for
marrioge should be a series of
perpetual ond successive revela-
tions, the sounding of new
depths, and the monifestation of
new mysteries. At one time, it is
the mystery of the other’s incom-
pleteness which can be known but
once, because caopable of being
completed but once; at another
time, the mystery is of the other’s
mind; ot another the mystery is
of fatherhood ond motherhood
which before never existed; and
finally there is the mystery of be-
ing shepherds for little sheep
ushering them into the Christ Who
is the door of the sheepfold.”

with three sets of twins.

Kate end Duplicote,

x and Climax!

PAGING AUNTIE CLIMAX!
A priest told of o Negro fomily in Colifornia which was blessed

The #irst poir was ""christened’’ Pete and Repete, and the second
, The third set tuxed the parents’ ingonuily for
{ some considerable time, but eventually they found e solution.

it was:




