In Memoriam

FAIGAOniana

I FIRST met Mr. Faigao in 1949; he
was one cf the hall dozen teachers
] met all at once, but it was he
alone | remembered of the lot. He
was not an easy man to forget,
more especially because his disarm-
ing friendliness and dry humor crop-
ped up every time ! encountered
him.

How aptly that word “encounter-
ed” identiflies our every discussion!
He had a wilty tongue, which was,
however, tempered by his deprecat-
ing smile — somehow, he gave me
the leeling that if he cracked the
quip with me, 1 felt complimented
to have him think I could take it.

Once, for instance, a lady teacher
came to school with her long hair
cut and waved into a mass of short
curls. Wailed Cone with mock sor-
row, "Oh, her clowning glory!”

But he was not always poking fun
at others. He also had his serious
hours when his ideals would gleam
through his facelious comments.
Once at the beginning of the semes-
ter, years ago when teachers could
teach any number of classes and
increase their income thereby, I
knew that one of Mr. Faigao's class-
es had been literally grabbed by
ancther. He made no move lo claim
the class back from that teacher,
much less to report the matter to
the dean, and when 1 asked him
why, he was so passive about the
“theft,” he explained with no his-
trionics or oratory, "You know, it
does something to @ man’s soul i
he fights over money.” He did not
explain further. 1 did not ask any
more. | {elt chided that I should have
thought him the kind that {ights over
money; | feli abashed to have him
think that I should be that kind.

Then when Mr. Faigao was ap-
pointed Head of the English Depart-
ment, 1 went over to congratulate
him. Laughing, he replied, "1 feel as
though [ am more the loot than the
head!” | too laughed, never dream-
ing that I would make the same re-
mark five years later.

As head of the depariment, he
worked without fanfare. Only now
do 1 know ihal he had prepared a
detailed oulline of a lextbook for
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English 1 with plans for a joini
authorship with two other leachers
of English; he helped prepare the
descriptions ol the English subjects
in the prospectus. He humbly dec-
lared himself not any better than the
other teachers of English; why, there-
fore, should he hold faculty meet-
ings? What he would say in a meet-
ing he simply told the individual
teachers, there being only hall a
dozen of us then.

He was humble for the rest of the
teachers too. A couple of years ago,
I once held forth on the frivolity of
the Faculty Club — existing solely
to hold dinners, parties, and picnics,
each one an informal fashion show
for the ladies, Like a passionate re-
former, 1 was enthusiastic over or-
ganizing games like charades and
vocabulary quizzes with, probably,
memory games lor relaxation in bet-
ween. Cone heard me through and
then gently dampened my ardor by
saying, "Don't overestimate my in-
telligence. Il the Faculty Club parties
had those [or entertainment, I would
not appear at all.” And ! held my
peace after that.

It he knew that | have written this
much about him, he would perhaps
squirm in embarrassment and say
with his eyes glinting with amuse-
ment, "You are dissecting me to
honor me. Please let me rest in one
piece!”

Bury me?

Bury my body?

My body is not I.
You will not succeed

in burying me!
(SOCRATES)

Anecdotes

l OFTEN wondered, with whimsical
curiosity, whether I would ever get
a chance to see Mr. Faigao lose his
temper. He seemed to me unusually
calm and collected even in the face
of trying provocations.

I was seated at the faculty table
with him one day when somebody
tactlessly dropped a scathing re-
mark that made us, faculty mem-
bers, seem like mercenary, miser-
able beggars. | felt the blood rise to
my face, but | was too stunned to
hit back. I shot a glance at Mr. Fai-
gao expecting him to take up the
fight. His lips quivering with sup-
pressed anger, he stood up abruptly
and with that characteristic shultling
gait walked out of the room.

A few migutes alter the oifender
had left, he came back visibly paci-
{ied. Before I could tease him about
his retreat, he offered an explana-
tion: "1 had to walk out, Inday. I
w?[s' alraid 1 could not contain my-
sell.

That magnificent self-control! I was
reminded of Newman’s definition of
a gentleman.

* g *

1 will always remember Mr. Fai-
gao’s quiet, refreshing humor. Com-
menting on the strong nationalistic

Faigao Taking a Slesta




Faigao in New York

sentiment in his works, I asked him,
"Are you really as nationdlistic as
your works sound?”’

“Delinitely,” he answered readily,
"You can see that even in my com-
plexion.”

Leonor Borromeo

THERE was a short program be-
fore the traditional dinner given by
San Carles for the Facully to cele-
brate THREE KINGS. We had group
singing among the faculty and even
the Fathers contribuled a chorus on
the significance of Christmas. Most
of the songs were sung in English
and the Fathers sang some songs
in German. While the Falhers
were slill singing the late Faigao
ambled {rom one group to another
among the Faculty., "What, no
Christmas song in the dialect or in
the Filipino language? We ought to
put up a number in the vernacular.”

In one of his classes in Philippine
literalure he showed his dislike of
the practice of Filipino parents in
giving their children American
names. "Why should we name our
boys Bobby, or John, or Bill? Why
not cail them Lapu-Lapu, Bataan, or
Sikaluna? They are just as stylish
as American names, ond shall | say
more meaningful?”

He really meant what he told the
class. In tact two of his children are
named Bataan and Mabuhay.

d. Floreto
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not good enough. And | still remem-
ber how so determined | was to get
a better grade that, the night belore
another themewriting day (he used
lo give us the topics to mull over
tor a day or so). I sat up half of the
night thinking about how [ would
write my theme. No other ieacher
had made me do that.

Once | Had A Teacher

by LOURDES VARELA

H!S NAME was Cornelio F. Fai-
gao.

1 lirst saw bim on a July morning
some ten years ago. | was one of
the forty or so sludents in his Eng-
lish ] class at the old college build-
ing which now houses the Girls'
High School.

He came into the room, his felt
hat in his hand and a Woolley and
Scott English handbook under his
arm. He walked without hurrying
until he reached the teacher’s plat-
form. Then he gently laid his hat on
a corner of the table, opened his
book, and quietly began to explain
nouns,

That was the beginning of a long
and rewarding association with «a
teacher who turned out to be one of
the finest 1 have ever had.

He was not exactly a slave-driver,
but he unfailingly taught us to do
our best. | still remember how he
found fault with my first themes. |
had thought they were carefully
written but 10 him, they simply were
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CHRONOLOGY OF FAIGAO’S LIFE

1908. Mor, 31, Born at Jones, Romblon

1922, Graduoted valedictorian from Banton Elementary School

1925. Graduated salutatorian from Romblon High Scheal

1929. Graduated from the University of the Phllippines, Bachelor of
Sclence in Education

1930. Recognized as o short-story writer with the publication of his
"¥iolins with Broken Strings”

1940. Passed the bar examinations

1949, Appointed Heed of the English Deportment, University of San
Corlos

1951, Awarded First Prize In the Literary Contests in conrection with

the Golden Jubllee of the Educational System in the Philipplnes
for his poem '‘The Brown Child"”

Founded the "Dally News”

1984, Awarded @ Foreign Leadership Gront to observe rural news.
papering and teaching college Engilsh

Dled of liver gilment ot the Cebu Velez General Hospital

But if he was relentless in ferret-
ing out our mistakes, he was most
assiduous in praising us for work
well done. He would, after correct-
ing them, set aside the best themes
and ask their writers to read them
to the class. Very often, the reading
would be punctuated by “There!
that's what I call a striking adjec-
tive!” or "I like that very much” or
"Don’t you think of the writer as
a vibrant, fully alive person?‘ How
the writers’ faces glowed!

He was a real educator. He
brought out the best in his students
by using a special brand of magic
common to all great teachers—he
believed in their worth. To the point
of almost embarrassing his students,
ne would sing their praises when-
ever he had a chance. He saw in his
young boys and girls potential
short story writers, essayists, and
peets. It faith can move mountains,
then he certainly did. A classmate,
alter getting a few dreary 3's for
her themes, began to work in earnest
(after gentle prodding {rom Mr. Fai-
gao) and linally received a 1. An-
other wrote her first short-short
slory (an almost flawless one, to0)
because Mr. Faigao had talked her
inlo believing thai she could. There
was an essay writing contest he
asked me to participale in. Before
the contest began, I lost my nerve
and wanted to back out. In walked
Mr. Faigao, looking siern. "Young
lady,” he said, "I know you can do
it. Now go out there and do your
best.” Because he relused to believe
that his studenis were mediocre,
they gratefully set out to prove him
right. If that is not the sound educa-
tional psychology, [ don't know
what is.

Above all, I shall be always grate-

ful to Mr. Faigao for opening our
(Contimited on page 10}
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