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Pardon my television grammar, but There they go at it again— Chacun sa haine. Professor Jemima Guerrero lambasts the Department of Popular Culture as, to quote sus propias palabras, “the bastion of bourgeois homosexuality.” Alain Espino insists that he himself is the very archdeacon of Hate, not just in the University, but in the whole, wide galaxy, and that all his copious hate is best invested on that one body by the name of Joyce Westman Coronel.

Professor Guerrero is a product of San Carlos University, which she boasts of as the oldest University in the country. I haven’t yet figured out how that’s supposed to make her school of origin so special. She keeps mentioning these scholars and writers, but she isn’t a position to assign whatever their works are to us, she being our science teacher, and they not being scientists, at least not of the Naturwissenschaften order.

Alain Espino is the official, outspoken archenemy of Jo Westman Coronel.

“What completely pisses me about Joyce Westman is not at all that she’s left me, which in itself is a good thing I didn’t appreciate at first, but that she insists on sticking into what’s supposed to be my niche,” Alain told us during a basketball practice I passed by for my boyfriend, Edcel, his teammate.

Joyce Westman Coronel cheated Alain Espino, not so much in the “going out” issue, but by elbowing him out of the school newspaper, if such an action could be characterized by the motions of a vaginal mound– hindot, so to speak. By performing sexual favours for Fair Views paper’s president, Timothy Jake Dean McCulley, and other staff, Joyce got Alain zapped out of the staff on account of absences and tardinesses during staff meetings.

Timothy Jake Dean McCulley was a WASP from Cornell. What the hell he was doing in Quezon City sure beats me. Word was he was an assistant of Carl Sagan, but when the bestselling science author passed away, Timothy landed here to go look for Martians. Timothy, or TJ, did not have any Filipino blood whatsoever. Why he did not at least respect the expat convention of studying at LaSalle sure beats us. Had he studied in LaSalle, he would have circulated with the most coveted of dulce sociedad. Instead he made do with Joyce Coronel. Timothy drove her around with his Jaguar (“Proudly Philippine made,” he would declare in FU’s parking lot, which was a lot more of a park than a vehicular station. Jeeps were given license to cut into it for their livelihood circuit, so as to allow them the grace of adding wheels to the asphalt rock garden. Not that most of their pervista, or Fairview University student, schoolmated could pick up at what Timothy was getting at— they not quite having plied Buendia Avenue where stood the shop of his motor purchase.). Whenever Timothy would drive his Jaguar to Joyce’s North Fairview home—“Two miles an hour,” to quote a Fresh Prince song— His designer-brand eyeglasses did the smiling for his bourgeois-stiff lips. He wanted to be mythologized as the man driving for “the fuck of a century,” to take a line out of his favourite movie.

Little did he know that even little folks had a go at his girl. “Siyota mo ay siyota ko at siyota din niya... siyota ng lahat. Siyota ng Bayan,” to quote Siakol, a band Timothy failed to catch on MTV, even MTV Asia.

Professor Jemima Guerrero is Assistant Head of the College’s Department of Technology and Science. Professor Guerrero is not known for simply giving failing grades. As a habit per semester, about only eight people pass in each of her forty-odd student computational science classes. She wasn’t, however, into marking thick red E’s on class cards.

“You want E, you can get it from the kids at Benilde,” she would say, the joke appreciated, but then the catch on the other end, “Why doesn’t our laughter advance our learning?”

Of course, passers of Guerrero’s classes blossom into achievers. One was the first-ever Filipino recipient of the Nobel Prize for Physics. Then again, even before taking up Guerrero, the few, brilliant passers had indications of having something up there, like that eleven-year old schoolmate of theirs.

Dr. Guerrero invented (being in a bureaucratic position to do so) the double “D”. Yes, that’s “DD.” That’s about as much notation as common students get to understand. “DD” stands for deficiencies due (I myself am not too sure about the grammar of that), or overdue, if you like it (Well, we’re not too sure ourselves that we do.).

“Can’t we just get a crummy C for having had brilliant attendance to make up for our lack of smarts?” said Eloy.

“Can’t we just give term papers,” said Lolita Buenaz. “I swear that I at least have some conceptual grasp of physics. I just can’t do the numbers!”

“I’ll never, ever give up on you, my sweet beloved students,” Dr. Guerrero would oft say, sounding like the spinster that she was not. What a lucky husband she must have!

“As long as there’s the life in you...” The thoughtful wench.

Our school is still piecing together its Varsity Sports Team. Sure, we have a lot of basketball practice, not that a school is needed for such an exercise, except for the case of us women. We wear our school colours (purple and pink), but we haven’t yet finalized on our team name. It’s taken us so many years of our young history not to have yet picked a team name, Professor Toman wants us colonized by some alien force just so that we get slapped with an official name. Of course, brainstorming did get around. The Fairview University Grasslands. The Fairview University Outposts.

“We have to name ourselves after some animal. That’s convention,” Eloy Balbag had told our Committee on Organizations.

“All normal animals have been used,” was Edmond’s assessment.

“The Fairview University Dinosaurs!” said Czar (a round fellow, who might as well spell his name as “char”, being as black as chocolate porridge).

“But the Philippines never had dinosaurs on its soil,” Edbert reminded the team.

“How about the Fairview University Bouncers?”

“Ha, ha— are we for hire in a beerhouse? Besides, what if when we diversify into other sports...”

“Such as water polo, and...”

“Cut that out.”

“Yeah, Eloy. Gaspar is from the water polo national team.”

The FU Blanks!

Fair Views is our school organ. “Fair views” does not mean to say “balanced news” in the haute-bourgeoise manner (hegemonic-evil beneath civil) of the Philippine Daily Inquirer.

In the readers poll of favourite Fair Views columnists, Alain Espino clinched third. His schoolmate pervistas especially enjoyed his article, “Usapan, Diyalektika: Plaridel, Adorno, Simbulan, Pedro Jun Cruz Reyes, atbp.” For a long-title, the article was not thesis-length, taken up only portions of three page-leafs of the school paper.

Griselda Gomez topped the fave columnists’ list. Among her notable articles were “Mahar Mangahas: Sira-Ulong Bayaran.” Let not the title deceive you; the body of the article was written entirely in impeccable English.


“What’s your secret in writing, Gris?”


“I don’t really take to reading anybody else.”


“Don’t you read a lot of books? Even for the improvement of one’s spelling?”


“A fellow doesn’t set out to improve the spelling of the English language. He takes it as it has been given.” We can taken it as a given that the hack Gris hasn’t been lectured on “The Empire Writes Back” or Raja Rao.

“Don’t you read newspapers? Like real ones, outside school…,” continued Anacleto, as if he were drafting a biographical interview he would want published.

“Oh, I do peruse the news, but I rarely buy newspapers. I definitely do not subscribe to any.”

“How do you get your grammar if you don’t seriously read other writers?”

“Well, if I actually bothered to finish reading Huck Finn for LE 100, wouldn’t I start sounding like a cracker or a nigger?”

“How about Harry Potter?”

“I haven’t read anything from him or Dean Koontz.”

“Harry is a she.”

“What’s that— like Harriet?”

“Harry is only a pen name.”

“I guess I’m the first person not to know that.”

“Why don’t you join the Palanca, Gris?”

“Oh don’t you nowadays,” warned Sharon, “I have a few good books by, incidentally, some Palanca authors versatile folks... They win in poetry; then they win in fiction, but the judging recently I guess is...”

“Why, did you lose?”

Everybody laughed at Sharon.

“It’s just that there’s this new guy at the head of it all.”

“But there are so many veteran bibliophile judges in the organization.”

“It’s this tall, bald-headed who lives in Ayala Alabang.”

“An opus dei minister?”

“A young chap from a vieux riche famille.”

“She means French for very rich family,” explained Edmond.

“We have a guest speaker next week.”


“Who’s he?”


“Dr. Ramon Guillermo”


“Is he related to Ma’am Jemima?”


“Guillermo, not Guerrero, may I remind you.”


“Oh… What’s he going to talk about”


“Palm Pilots.”

“What about them?”

“He’ll delve on what’s to be gained by force-upgrading them without due license.”

“How subversive!”


“I wish I could steal one with the same ease with which I grabbed my Ericson at Libis.”


“You did that! I should never talk to you again,” said Joyce.


“Don’t be such a prude! The guy could always get a new phone for himself, anyway.”

“How would you know?”

“I texted the people in his phone book.”

Everybody laughed, except Joyce.

“I’m not texting you or talking to you ever again,” said Joyce. “Don’t try to contact me.” Joyce stood up from the fraternity-donated bench and walked off, going home. Fortunately for her, Alain wasn’t around to bid her a good riddance, or as he would have put it mellifluously, “Ba’t `di ka na lang umalis nang tuluyan?”

“How now, Eloy?” friends consoled the chap.

“She’s not texting you anymore,” one guy, however did jest, “because... you’re so jologs!”

“Enough of that,” said Edmond. “Gotto go,” he said, picking up his TCWAG.

Twenty paces later... “Uglybug,” a queen-accompanied student yelled from behind, not staring at the target. Such a blind shot indicates the kid’s non-qualification to join the NPA.

Edmond did not let the remark pass. He snatched the heckler from the bench, and threw the pimple-faced boy against a guava tree, which did not hurt. The more portable softdrink bottle (not returned to its proper by a pocket-moneyed student) did more damage. To punctuate his rhetoric, Edmond squeezed a pimple’s worth of pus on the boy’s cheek.

“Yipes!” yelled a Pop Culture major, vowing to herself to tell all her friends all about what she just saw for the rest of her academic life. Her purple thumbnail was already on a menu scroll button of her phone.

It was the girl’s scream that drew in the rape-alert security personnel (Well, these were alert enough even for legitimate makings-out).

“Why, did this gentlemen grab you?” said Roving Guard Nestor Balabaguin, hinding beneath his palm the shoulder blade of Edmond, his fraternity brother.

“That’s nothing new,” the Guard-at-Station told the damsel.

“No, I wasn’t hurt,” said Alexa, as cool about it as she promised to control herself all in practice for what she projected as her own recounting of her recent visual experience to card-carrying members of her clique.

“You must have screamed at Edmond’s good looks.”

“This haughty bastard pinched me in the face,” said the oozing chap, Dan Hinungon.

“Well, at least he didn’t do it to your buttocks,” the Guard-at-Station Ka Doy told Dan.

The day came and Dr. Guillermo showed up at the FU campus. He came a bit early. He was noticed for not having a bald nor semi-shaved head. A murmur brewing under a guava tree was heard.

“Yes, I am Dr. Guillermo,” said Ramon, standing up.

“Good afternoon, sir,” said the students, the guys even delivering their greeting at their cadet-best.

“Sir, this is the way to Bulwagang Paraiso.”

“An interesting name.”

“Well, sir, we hope that you don’t think of it as a Paraiso ni Eden,” Claire started.

“That’s Paraiso ni Efren,” said Edmond.

“Sorry. The name Paraiso actually refers to the surname of a brave Filipino seaman, Flor Lalas Paraiso, who died in a bar room brawl.”

“A dignified death,” Dr. Guillermo was beginning to think.

“It was a bar room brawl abroad, sir,” Edmond continued the history. “An Hungarian fellow ship-mate cracked a jibe at an aired statement of Former President Fidel Valdez Ramos, sir.” Of course, Edmond did not finish the story in straight English (all the while I the author have been distilling this). Otherwise, Edmond would have ran out of it, as the non-alcoholic Efren Reyes’ friends had to remind their star athlete forced to prop up a beer to his lips. What Edmond shared to Dr. Guillermo in the Fairview Tagalog they both knew so well was that the not too dictious Ramos spelled out his win-win strategy on the Balangiga Bells live on a CNN Exclusive. Each of the two bells in the US (these being two of the three Balangiga bells) would be halved. Upon the arrival of two odd halves at the soil of Philippines 2000, each of these would undergo diligent reconstructions of their respective halves. The Hungarian compared FVR to King Solomon, without attributing to the former the sagacity of a bluff. “Your ****** [P]resident will surely kill those bells, indeed the very sound of them...” quipped the Hungarian— Kontz was his name, if we got the villain right. What was more assuring of a violent reaction (the initial statement being arguably absorable as any smart ass statement from Teddy Boy Locsin) was Kontz’s elaborative fond recalling of the Samar massacre. The Hungarian compared us Filipinos to Poles.

“I will kill you right now, even if a hundred of you Hungarians have to come back at me for it.” Flor was not in a linguistic position to spell out Lam-ang’s epic two words right then and there, “Ita agkanibuskanan!” possibly translatable into “Adios, motherfucker!” had the epic chanter sneaked an “ukinam” right after, along the poem’s stern monorhyme scheme.

A hundred Hungarians did not come, but the Filipino’s fair fists were retorted by a pocket blade tucked behind Kontz’s fat ass. Flor took it at the throat. The bar tender had buzzed the cops by then. Kontz was arrested. Swift justice, but even swift paramedics could not do as much. Kontz’s Irish wife was shocked, and soon unsympathetic to her own man (not that the bar tender made any effort to make him sound evil). Kontz landed in jail, for life. If only he had a good Kontz-sense.

The Canadian Government extended its apologies. <<Nous sommes si desolees vraiment.>> I guess no global economic crisis was hitting them then. They gave an insurance-like financial sum to the wife of the corporately uninsured man.

Bulwagang Paraiso wasn’t too big, but it was not without its charm. The main attraction of interior design were three miniature replicae of the three Balangiga bells (not ultra-scholarly reconstructed, but the thought was there– they may have been just as representative as Quiapo’s Black Nazarene is of the Semitic Christ).

Bulwagang Paraiso was soon filled by the FU studentry. It wasn’t just for an elect few. The listeners-to-be obeyed courteous ushers. The corporate sponsors Millenium Burgers and Candymag had their banners rolled out.

The Philippine national anthem was proudly fulfilled without any cell phone interruptions. Confiscations (not followed by personal administrator’s enjoyment, but vulgar demolitions) during previous talks at the Hall ensured that for the afternoon, the pervistas would be the Fairview Sheep.

Dr. Elenita Diogenes, head of the DPC, gave the Opening Remarks. In her unstilted albeit grammatical speech, one could have swapped the word “Internet” for “palm-pilot” all throughout without throwing off the flow of argument. Warm applause followed, as well as cheers of “Ma’am is so great!” from the people whose moral values she had worked so well to cultivate.

Dr. Guillermo leaned on the lector. “Now how am I supposed to show this little gadget in detail to all of you in here?”

“The overhead projector,” murmured Eloy to himself, and his seatmates.

“Stupid.”

“Don’t we have an opaque projector?” Eloy went on.

“Just shut up.”

“I guess I’ll just have to pass this around,” said the man on stage.

“Don’t,” was said a row behind Eloy. “Eloy might...”

Louder laughter was heard within that peculiar perimeter than was heard a while ago following Eloy’s previous statements. Even in other areas of the hall, people were murmuring, as if the gospel miracle of five loaves and two fish just might reinciarnate itself then and there.

“Count-off!” said one, who instead sollicited a laugh-off.

Not waiting for that to subside, Dr. Guillermo handed the palm pilot to the front-row person seated to our left (stage-right). He decided to keep for himself the cotton swab-sized Palmese pen. Everyone was excited, but also humble enough not to hog the device for as much as twenty-seconds. With the ball in motion, Dr. Guillermo fed us a stream of insights on the thing’s usage through the classic microphone.

“So shall we now have the reactions from the panelists?” said the MC, who wore a lovely purple-sequin dress, knee-high as she stood, thigh-high or even better when she sat— a greater paradox than the proverbial sleeping mat.

Dr. Guerrero took up the mike. “I have right here with me the paper I wrote in response to the technological report which Dr. Guillermo had submitted to me last month.” She held up the evidence. Dr. Guerrero’s veracity was not to be doubted even at such a time. “It is an extremely technical piece, however, that I have written, and I think that many of my students have had enough of my dragging lectures this morning.”

“I always believe in Ma’am,” said Eloy.

Open forum.

“Good afternoon, Dr. Guillermo! I’m Kyle I’m from F-F-A-G. The Fairview Federation of...”

“Oh, no! Not him...” said Eloy.

“Hello!” said Kyle with a flair, which most pervistas took up in good humour as decent moshers would accept a stage dive.

“Good afternoon to you, too,” spoke Dr. Guillermo.

“Hello!” again said Kyle, leaving Dr. Guillermo waiting for the question.

“This is embarassing,” Dr. Guerrero told her fellow panelist Alain. “It’s the trademark DPC over-projection of the visual above sensibility of text.”

“Where do you stand, Dr. Guillermo?” asked Kyle. A couple of guffaws were heard that only a replay of the national anthem could silence.

“I stand as a Filipino,” said the speaker.

“But where do you stand on other issues?” said Kyle, whose baptismal name was Mikhail Gormatez.

“Socio-politically, I’m a leftist,” said the guest.

The mere curt statement by the guest speaker that he was a leftist triggered Dr. Guerrero to rant in a harangue against the DPC. Homosexuality as infertility, and therefore, inutility. Make-up above vision. Booze instead of books. Cigarettes instead of diskettes. Designer clothes instead of scientific innovation. All of it introduced by the take-off point, “I’m a leftist, too.”

Alain, opining that the scheduled panelists should retake the floor away from opened forum, began without seeking prompt, “Technology is wasted on the sexually corrupt,” said Alain. “Pornographers delude themselves as being at the top of the VHS, Internet, and whatever mass communications media may follow, but they are all actually squeezing themselves into mediocrity. Sex in the information rage may seem a sizeable sector, but all of its proponents are damned into a meager slice of their flesh market. They’re all at each other’s throats AND OTHER BODY PARTS.”

The response was an audible, but not overbearing ring.

A television arts student walked up to the mike, and addressed Alain, “How is graphic pornography to be appreciated through liquid-crystal display screens?”

The guest speaker got all smily and rosy, not so much with solidarity with any of the towers of fountainous clatter, but out of his relief away from last week’s dull audience and panelists last week at Ateneo.

The final poseur of a question inquired if an installment-basis of payment for Palm Pilots was possible, even for non-holders of credit cards.

“I myself don’t have a credit card, but I paid for my unit in one go,” was the speaker’s intellectual response.

Dr. Guerrero then presented to Dr. Guillermo the DOTS’ token of appreciation, the book Flatland.

During lunch at the Lozada Canteen, Dr. Guillermo confided to Dr. Guerrero that he already had a copy of the book Flatland.

“On your palm pilot?”

“No ma’am. The books I have stored here are marxists.org and Howard Zinn’s History of the U.S., among a few others. My old, worn-out copy of Flatland is at home, resting upon our shelves.”

“I should visit your home sometime to know what new thing to add to your personal collection.”

“Thanks. Actually we have a little family library.”

“That’s good! The family that reads together...” Dr. Diogenes put right in.

However, Dr. Guillermo eagerly accepted the DOTS’ gift, considering the mint condition of the present. Besides, his own yellowed copy of Flatland has had, since 1991, a couple of pages missing, on which had been scribbled some personal data.

A pretty student by the ordinary but unforgettable name of Christine walks up to Dr. Guillermo, and introduces herself as would a California Pizza Kitchen waitress.

“Dr. Guillermo, may I please request to acquire your contact number?”

The man took out what look like a more common object, a cellular phone, and pointed it off her thigh, where was rested the lady’s own phone unit. He gave his phone a handshake grip and pressed it thrice.

“Upload complete,” said the man.

