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1. The Captain Speaks

Ah, to look outside, and not be seen, from this sideline office I hardly even visit. The view I enjoy--- as if I were behind the Philippinely legal full-tinted windows of a luxury car taxpayer-paid, plate-numbered 8, or rarer, or behind the glass of some uniformed squads’ debriefing quarters, not really to serve the inquiry of justice---, but just to pacify, even if it means to electrify.

On the streets, on the front doors of the taxis: Tantantini, Rincodetu, and others. Those aren’t part of my holdings. I’ve never been so deluded as to want a monopoly of this thriving metropolitan taxi industry, but I am proud of my own fleet. At least, those taxis out there, they don't insinuate anything--- mind you--- I've had my fill of insinuating radio commentators, especially those from the provinces, such as Dipolog City. That damn place doesn't even have a single taxi cab--- just droves of dengue-laden mosquitoes.

Rekjadu, Minderbat--- more Filipino taxi names, names more random-seeming than the standard three-letter left halves of uncustomized, ordinary Philippine vehicular license plates (Those trios of letters we take to heart only during crimes and major accidents, otherwise not as mesmerizing as the Holy Quran’s surah headers.), the bulk of which have been either stencilled or hand-calligraphized nearby smashing East Avenue’s Land Transportation Office, off Pinehood. These taxi names, all so standardly painted within traditional dimensions, almost none of them are actually words from any of our several Filipino languages (Well, there’s Bulaklak, which discouraged me from using myself the word Bulan, with my not wanting to play the Hyundai to the untaxiable Honda.), not even anything from my own Bikolnon. I sure wouldn’t be able to spell out Daragang Magayon in each of the oppositely-flanked front two doors of a taxi. We Filipinos don’t lay out a taxi’s name in more than a single line upon the door. More lines serve for other data, like the name of the operator and his address, but I just use dummies for such information. I stamp my personal identity in a most different way.

The taxis are Scrabble™ blocks, and its not the drivers so much as I with my own fingers who’d look down and do the plucking. I have my own bench of these taxis, the plate-tips of which carry quite digit-heavy numbers. Several of them are on the playing board while I write a birthday card for my son, Kim, who's in a place I won't disclose. I'm even one of those rare case of Filipino who uses encrypted e-mail. Euh, mon fils cher, Ou-est-il? Pas en Paris! Ha-hah. I was just thinking of a Steven Segal movie, the one with the train.

I'll give you a code name: Byzagigi!

That's the name of the taxi that will try to escort you there.

I am the most beloved of taxi lords. I'll never count on being the taxi magnate, but my boys have the image of my smiling eyes on their dutiful shoulders.



2. A Satellite Jammed in Orbit

On the popping lips of the bath-wasting crowd are observed the words fat!, sweltering! and uh-gly!. There go them urban Filipinos, cursing each other, with mean looks at passing heads, the eyes of which they cannot however dare much to stare at, as they cross each other’s paths on the sidewalks of Cubao, a noted, mostly dingy but commercially unneglected district of the unhomogenous, oversized, plebiscite-undone Quezon City, the biggest city in all of Metropolitan Manila (the borders of which however do not even occupy area-wise the proud dot or red star it has been given in most maps featuring the Philippines). What the hell did Tony Perez most stylistically stiltify Cubao for? The damn sterile, ghost-groping Perez even infused Cubao with more crime and passion than has ever been its actual currency.

On the pavement and on the asphalt, several scattered guys each with a girl not even necessarily their girlfriend proper must point out to their make-do dames anything they deem an eyesore to their silly little petty-pocketed vacuum-heads. They even comprise a lousier rag-mob than what the bitching Western literary modernist poets had to face earlier in Europe the previous century gone by.

But, even with the common folk among Filipino men, there are those who speak differently.

"Stop! Two by two in the gutter. The speckled one actually limps. It is the underdog,” says a man, and he’s staggering (though not from any drinking) along Aurora Boulevard; the spankingly renovated Araneta Colliseum, host to four or five-cock derbies (Many a consolation meal has been made of the ringmat’s debris.) besides world-class pop entertainment (the unlitigable singer-strutter-composer-producer sensation Gary Valenciano, also Alanis Morisette with no over-hierarchialization of ticket prices, unlike when The Beastie Boys and Sonic Youth traded sets, where poorer young boys from back at the bleachers took it upon themselves to promote themselves down to special ringside, albeit after losing a shoe or both to the entangling fences) and elitist-jammed college basketball championships, has a brow standing a whole field away right behind his unshampooed but sometime-razor-straight-trimmed head. The man’s eyes however have not been intent on the side-road which opens an establishments-sidebordered view to the glorious, leak-fixed Araneta Colliseum. He has turned his face this way and that all along the main route.

“We are all too sinful,” he then proceeds, ”Swwooosh. Swing." Wipe. Wipe. His hands echo his words upon his all-alert forehead.

"There goes Fatso once again, harrassing all the pedestrians," says his boulevard-stretch nookmate (Maxim is his Saint Joaquin alleyville neighbour over at the benign tumour aggregation of residences of informal settlers whom ousted Metro Manila Institutor and primordial Governess Imelda Marcos has never been able to hide, not even with her rat-sized inverted glass bottles of perfume--- oh, well, many of the folks based a bit West of Cubao’s many numbered avenues, though not a majority of such people, would have voted for her back in 1998; she just quit the presidential race; her eyes have gotten so bad now; she would not even be able to read a speech laid upon a podium).

The second man also wears slippers, which have grown cat-old without getting broken. Sometimes a strap-end pops out of what should be its corresponding foot-base’s buttonhole, but the straps themselves have not yet given way. Boy, that would really spell trouble. Anyway, he lights a cigarette, “the world’s largest selling luxury cigarette” as the brand’s TV and radio ads would put it, and gives back the gas-light coloured translucent chick-stickered lighter to Rico Albao, his addressee, and fellow public vehicle route dispatcher.

"Yep. I hope he doesn't get to fetch a ride again from Brother Temi or Pod. Their jeepneys will be coming around again later."

"Sunnyside. Twenty a head!!!" calls out a third citizen.

“Hey. It's old brother Edward... Edong!" says Rico to Maxim.

(Edward holds a fanful of bills from his earnings on this hot day.)

"Hey, Ed! Later, let's..." Rico calls out; later, he himself will call out the Antipolo City destination serviced by several jeepney drivers, such as Mr. Danny Valero, a town-mate of his from Saint Joseph municipality, Aklan, where they once together marvelled at four tumbling fair-skinned, well-featured BaHuBa/NPA Amazon guerillas (Well, even, across another Visayan island, but on the Eastern panel, pretty coeds from the now century-old Protestant-founded University used to, until the earlier 1990’s only that is, serve the BaHuBa, which is the Asia-unparalleled, general population-unreciprocated, media-kitchened protracted minority sectoral leftist-armed struggle.) get gunned down in broad daylight in what was, on the girls’ part, an overtheatricalized armoury raid upon the station of policemen who had not been specially prepared (no expressly anti-terrorist seminars or exercises to their resumes), but were all eight men-strong alert around an overcrowded old wooden table for three-players at a time games of triple-four-or-more same-number or series-and-suit matching with a faux Bicycle-brand deck.

The bad part about that little island incident was that the (re)belles (Visayans, too, but visitors from some neighbouring province.) never bothered introducing themselves to those two working boys (then vacationing at their own sweet home Saint Joseph) who ended up being their pre-mortem admirers through the slightest of community-immersion teach-ins.

Hell, most Filipinos firmly believe that to see is to be. And don’t the interests of the BaHuBa-outnumbering parent-privileged chaps from familiar Metropolitan schools upon girls their stati die out a few steps after the mere sight of those chicks?



3. The Pulpit Crane

And we must not forget the real young children, for whom our National Hero had proclaimed, <<La juventud es la esperanza.>>. Children are strewn all over the Metropolis’ streets. They’re all over, and it seems… they’re all the same: so many selling the same damn chains of primordially Indian champaka diminutive never-full-blosomming buds even smaller than popped corn kernels--- well at least, bigger and definitely whiter than the unpopped kernels whenever the limiting reactant that is butter runs not in excess.

Arlene Ecto, with her brown eyes, darker body and hair the tone of cigarette filling reaches out a pancake flower of a vehicular wipe to Mr. Danny Valero, who hangs on to the sweat-moist branches of his steering wheel. The pancake has whites of undershirts, as well as mosaic cells of day blue, besides tablecloth red. Danny boy grabs it. His old one is already burnt and soiled with soot.

Danny says a word, the reply of which has him piecing together a small stack of chips from his front row of remunerative units.



4. One Girl’s Fingers

I, secretary for an office opposite our Filipinos’ favourite Embassy, chip my violet nail polish on the pesky yellowless but otherwise flag-schemed sticker directly above the alms box for passenger garbage. It is a half-husk of an emptied brake fluid container— grimy, of course, underlining the - - NASAN which I hope to efface like a reverse hangman game.—- Bingo!

I, your everdearest Yolanda Macadaet, was simply pulling off his publicity from subliminal impulse-impressionistic voters way back in 199*.

Mr. Danny Valero — whose name remained more completely spelled out on his FEJODAP hanging tag than the sorry name of his fading hero now at the purple claws of my keyboard-happy hands— Dan has now lit up a long cigarrete from his breast pocket, which has me defer unwrapping my own green loose change of eucalyptus. I pull out my second-hand handkerchief: a gift from Agueda, the street.

“Is it OK?”

I almost stumble into giving my answer for “Do you mind?”

He turns back around anyway, not at all conscious of my high skirt, due to my dorsal adjacence to the backboard of his front seating row.

He whittles away.



5. The Shuttle’s Pilot (Mr. Danny Valero, keeping it all to himself, until much later in the night with his friends)

Hi Miss B.U.T.T.ful, sitting right next to my black-bulbed gearstick. My eyes are on you— in the way that (Y?) the nerdy, shorter fair one behind us is checking me (and not the greater U) with periodic stares. Of course, I check the road, too. Its length is gray, at times beige, underneath… that is--- all the clashing colourful vehicles and pedestrians upon it. Yes, it’s now way too loaded with jeepneys far less fortunate than this one we now so warmly share.

6. A Boulevard Road-Stub (Arlene Ecto, eight years old)

S

ir keeps on staring at his right-hand passenger.

he seems to have a nice... Anyway, he got an item from me. Huh... hould I sell cigarettes as well?

7. The Poor but Proud Passenger

 (Uhfu! Uhf!)

This in from separate accounts by Mr. Valero (whose head has just turned back during a minute-long stop signal) and Ms. Yolanda Macadaet: that was the passenger on the middle of the right-handside vinyl-upholstered bench.


8. Boy

From the back...

W

hat a ----. I have to write a page on this Lope K. Santos book.

hy can't I just throw it away like President Quezon did his other 

book?

Anyway, as a point of triv, I threw away a book by the latter's grandson. It was a s----- X-mas present. I got it from crummy Aunt Beng. She tries so hard to be nice to me, but she looks like a... I mean, so what, if she buys expensive clothes and accessories. The things she gets are not like those of my other aunts. Even mi dulcisima abuela grandmother Adela from Malabon gets much more attractively dressed. Grandma's body is not as voluptuous as that of my--- anyway, she looks soft, but firm (al dente, I guess, is the Italian word for it, although I do not know venti of words from that language). Besides, she makes a great orange-hued dish of fine Filipino noodles. Is it not her husband Edbert who keeps on pointing out, "Now that's the true blend of it. Let's go chow--- for long life!" Grandpa Edbert is not a man of fancy words (although he's better at speech than Aunt Beng, who hails from San Francisco--- Zoo), but he likes to talk and he knows how to make humorous expressions, especially when making jibes at Aunt Beng. Edbert doesn't smoke a pipe, nor does he smoke cigarettes. Aunt Beng gave him an engraved pipe for Christmas, which I hope he also.... Anyway, quoth Edbert, "Are you trying to make a kafir out of me! Ho-ho-ho! I am Santa...".

Of course, my genuine incestuous crush is my cute, cuddly cousin Connie. Fine, she gets that bastard Spanish jibe for her name in conjunction with her religious upholding of upper middle-class Filipino get-ups, but underneath all that I love the way she her chest breathes by my body when we embrace at the airport right before her several trips to continental Europe (the land of many languages she can't speak; she never gets any better at it.). I do get p------- however when Aunt Beng pesters her upon arriving from abroad. That w---- aunt keeps torturing her to belching out praises for French men and Italian men. Fuck them allll! Of course...

I can't wait to play Counter Strike. It shouldn’t be hard for me to get a slot this afternoon. The Druid’s Robes just opened a new floor to accommodate more of us schoolboy customers. There are now girls, as well. They also play. A couple of them used to just rest their palms on their little daddies’ thighs while these, being the ones thus morally sustained, drag on their hours of self-occupied network-hooked computer gameplay. I bet I could have gotten a girlfriend, too, if I didn’t fucking come from Saint Francis. Why don’t they let in girls our damn school? Even just some. All we have are fags, like Alex Herras. Herras can really harass, and he’s a already f--—g six-footer-plus (and basketball’s not his sport, volleyball rather). He always greets… just about everyone in the batch, even from the other sections, like a student council candidate, although he never runs, just tailing any damn cute boy with his brisk walk.

“Such a waste,” was my Uncle Edbert’s counsel of advice on this matter. Well, he see hasn’t him, but he promises me, “Boy, I could sure imagine.”

If I were as tall as Alex (not that I’d trade his build for my straight manlihood), I’d be a basketball player. I'll probably txt Marc and/or Javi.

I also want to throw this Diwa ng Sawakarin book, but I need to get at least a... I wasn't the one computing the running tally of my grades. Our teacher, Ms. Ruth Lisboa, had to pitch it to each of us in our son of a smoked fish Pantitikan class. Proverbs, Riddles--- bugtong, burtia, whatever the heck--- are so damn irrelevant.

I'm glad that I have a cap. The heat is so... I wonder if I should go all the way bald, like Teofred, Mark and Jaime and who not else. This cap is quite like that of Armand. In fact, when he saw this, he thought it was his.

[The moment’s interrupted, by the urchin-child of a PDP-voter. Seems she’s too impatient to wait for hand-outs.]

"Hey don't take my cap! R—“ She’s off! “Take my book instead!” 

“Look at the kid!" I tell the jeepney-load of fellow passengers.

"She's gone off already," says an old lady. Whether’s she’s been the buyer or small-time contributor of Eloy’s used-clothes store, I can’t quite ascertain.

"At least, she didn't get your phone!" says the same.

"Squa--- I mean, bitch! I'll catch up with you and..."

"Don't bother anymore, son."

"...RAPE YOU DOWN YOUR FRIGGIN' ALLEY!"

"Is that what they teach you? And you're even from St. Francis."

"Old sister, ----"

“How gravely the boy assaults the nice old lady.”

"Disgrace awaits the kid!"

"The old lady's right! Stop the schoolboy!"

Huf! Huf!

If I see a rugby kid wearing that precious Thailand-sewn sports cap of mine when I walk hereabouts someday, I'll break its [sic] knees.

"Old Sire, did you chance to see a kid scrambling by with a cap in hand?"

"Sure, son. She went thattaway!"

"Thanks, dear sir." (Full gallop without the rider on top).

"White boy."

“Is he going to get her?”


"I forgot to tell him that she was Insiang."

"Insiang, the sister of Arlene?"

"The same."

“I'll tell on her to their Papa Beron, so that he could b---“



What a son! He even sent me a camisa for my birthday! Through the years, our bonding is quite... as if its logo was even shedding the lagrimas for me. Oh, this shirt may be standard fare for Filipino middle-class and so on, but it's... the thought. This, folded and envoyed, is my kind of news.

Why am I only getting three years? I hope my lawyers work this out.

Anyway, my taxis are now kicking in two-peso clicks with a twenty-five peso headstart. Yes! Well, it's time to get some fresh air. Air for the nostrils and water for the eyes.

What's that?

I see a light.



Pretty girls I see. Silly speech I hear. I’m glad I’m back here. I do better at the day time, however. This tea lounge is too… I can't tell one day's flavour from the next. I pay too much attention to the cream and the maraschino cherry. Someday, I'll have a beer.

Bruce waves at me.

"Did you see Marc?" says he.

I shake my head.

"E-Text him."

"My phone's down."

"No credit?"

"Would I...?" says I, "…Actually I dropped my phone and picked it back up in a couple of seconds after running after this stupid urchin"

“Excuse me. I mean, pardon... but what is an urchin?”

"An urchin is a low-form of life, fed on wrigglers, bred by vermin and...”

"Wait, I have my dictionary."

"Someday, I'll learn your language, too."

"That's nice to know. Maraming salamat!"

:)



The boy’s exiting, far more calmed now than his having hopped right out of Mr. Danny Valero’s jeepney a couple hours back towards the afternoon’s closing.

A college student watches him, sniping for the time he’ll open the tea-house’s glass door, which the shotgun-wielding security guard has abandoned his post for upon his minutes-deferred need to take a leak over at the well-maintained, two-to-four-person-queued uni-sex restroom (the entire Metropolis’ only such restroom; separate-sex rest rooms are the norm for the few hundreds of Jollibee, Tropical Hut, Burger King, McDonald’s, Wendy’s own-building outlets within a fifteen mile radius). Lucky guard. When he worked back at Champin’s boutiques ensembles (Well Champin’s does happen to own this English-style tea house luxury chain.) he had to go to an employees’ restroom, which was a distinct quarters from those designated for customers only. Champin’s, since the time of President Cojuangco-Aquino, has been particular about not providing toilettes ensembles--- as it sets apart employees from customers in Makati for the mere matter of comfort rooms. Champin’s Five-Star, that is Champin’s tower (Tour des Magasins) outlet along EDSA (the Metropolis’ and the mainstream Nation’s spinal avenue) has rest rooms set apart by floor level. Yes, they have what you would expect to be called “executive washrooms”. These are conveniently located at the women’s section first floor, and the men’s level, second floor, as well as the top fifth floor (home interieur décor and outlet administration). The executive restrooms are not opened US-style by key. Rather, the Champin’s management (headed once by the recently-deceased Grand Lady Maria Alejandra Champingco) pays almost thirty employees (each getting a shade less than what would amount to Mr. Valero’s earnings even on a lean month), taking rotating shifts by pairs, dedicated to the task of manning by their respective shifts each of the tower outlet’s three reception booths for the pairs of adjacent but sex-separated executive washrooms--- not that acts of sex did not transpire in the male sides of them; by the time that Erap sat in Malacañang, male prostitution was reported in the male chambers of Champin’s executive washrooms; what was the worst was two incidences of non-commercial child abuse performed (though the investigative reports had not managed to discover the perpetrators) by a couple of upper middle-class gay male college students who managed to pick each on a Mama’s boy who had been given by Mummy the lighter-priced ticket-fare as entrance to those same public-payable access “executive washrooms.”

Restrooms in the less classy shopping malls also have been venue to commercial adult gay male sex (but as far it has been, never to child abuse). Even non-commercial male gay cruising has been accounted for in Philippine academe-published short-piece literature, in such works as “Si Danny at ang H.P. (Danny and Harrison Plaza)”--- no relation to the straight family-man Danny Valero.

"Look at the kid's cap. What happened to it?" says the college guy wearing a body-fitting gray fine silk shirt.

"Perhaps he just got it from a surplus shop," says a fellow in purple shorts.

"Talk about a FACTORY REJECT!"



Two tables away, nearer the entrance…

"Will you stop reading?" JR tells JP.

"Why, I'm only bringing up our country's GNP."

"Or the country's NPA--- that Nit-witted Parochial Army. When they kill some bad guy, it's always at some obscure county far away from any 7-Eleven, or even Burger Machine for that matter. Why can't they kill anyone that people from the capital or the business districts (at least the few thinking individuals therein) will appreciate--- like Butz Aquino, or..." Sip. Sip.

"Why, didn't you hear?" asks Rexx.

"What?" asks Lem. 

Rexx shows Lem his phone.

"Really?"

"Amazing! Arguilla’s “You may come” is an untortured substantial phonetic preservation of the Ilocano Umayka.” JR says right out, not leaving his eyes on the paper, as if there were anyone yet to impress in the tea house.

"Son of a smoked fish--- OK now, well, why don’t you translate Arguilla into Iloko-loco?"

"I’ll write an anti-Marcos story in Ilocano for Ma'am Noelle," says JP.

"Hey, wise ass, how are you supposed to pass..."

"It’s already been done. Saksi ti kaunggan," Rexx tells JP, not that he himself read all of that Juan Hidalgo novel, just the chapter "Affidavit."

"Anyway, the important thing is...,” goes JR, “Look where my elbow is…” pointing three tables away, that was. “Doesn't the girl there have a cute smile?"

"She has a pretty crotch, too, to go with her Chevignon jeans."

"She reminds me of Riza. Riza is my national hero."

"Don't say that. She might give you an 'El ultimo adios!'"

More sips. The tea they hold, each a different flavour number, so we could surmise different leaves, which was the case, not that the decently-groomed diction-trained servers,  is now only as warm as their lips.

"A pretty girl that was who wore a black top. The car’s a Honda."

"So, I have one too!"

"A girl like that?"

"It's good that she's here--- to neutralize the annoying presence of those ugly fags!"

(Superman anthem)

"That's yours."

"Yeah... wait a sec... guys, I gotta go."

"Commander?"

"Yeah, yeah... Oh, I have another message." JP snorted before taking his eyes off his phone screen, snapping them momentarily at one of the boys, who right then nodded at him. JP takes his pastry-coloured book, checks the table and waves. "Take care," was the canon sung by his companions for the session. He steps out of the tea house.

It seems the presence of a stationary cab is greeting him, except that the driver isn't doing the same. "Oh, well, better than chasing one of these motherfuckers," JP thought. JP opened the door of a cab named after an Ivy League School, or a Cubao street for that matter, and sat. Beside him, the taxi driver looked straight ahead without stepping on it, like facing at attention, without paying any of it to the student.

"To Scout Rallios Street, old brother."

JP now gave a look at the brown, vein-eyed man. The AM radio was playing, with the digital dial set on that band’s most familiar station.
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