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Synopsis of the novel-in-progress Kwentormots:
As delivery rider Jaysee wades through the road from Taguig to Imus, Cavite where he’ll deliver 
an important item to a bigtime customer, he goes through challenges and sees disasters on the 
road. He needs to make it in time, or else his family will see the light. 
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“Good afternoon, sir. You can’t turn on a red light, didn’t you see? Over there, sir,” 
the enforcer pointed at a tarpaulin in the distance washed out by one-too-many 
summer showers. “Pull aside, sir.” The enforcer Simplon asked for Jaysee’s license, 
pulled out his ticket pad with pen in hand. “This’ll cost you 5,000, sir. Even then 
you’d have to attend a seminar,” the enforcer said, looking at Jaysee’s clothes. “You 
won’t be able to drive around. It’s Friday today and you won’t get your license back 
by Monday at least,” the ‘sir’ disappearing from Simplon’s vocabulary. 

Jaysee was waiting for this—the upright enforcer turns crocodile. The enforcer 
who asks for your license, lists off a thousand and one fines before he writes up 
your violation ticket. The enforcer who looks like he’ll tell you about the riders he’s 
caught who just gave ‘something’ instead of going through the hassle. Enforcers 
who have ‘something’ going on. Enforcers his fellow riders told him to approach, 
not run away from. 

Jaysee was cruising through, earphones plugged-in, Cerrero Hollywood playing 
on his phone. He knew what he’d do in a situation like this, thanks to his fellow 
riders. He took his wallet from his pocket, sure that two hundred-peso bills were 
clipped to his license. His fellow riders told him it was better to play along when 
you’re caught. Smiling because he was sure. “Easy going,” he thought.

But, as he looked at his license, no two purple ones were peeking out. Jaysee 
stiffened up. He remembered lending his friend some gas money last night. The 
music paused, the world stood still. This’ll come to begging or ball-breaking then. 

“Sir, please, just this once. It’s so washed-out, sir. Nobody would notice that sign,” 
Jaysee said, still on his motorcycle.

“If everything was a just-this-once, we wouldn’t be here. Kill your motor.” Simplon 
started writing him up.
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“Please, sir,” Jaysee’s voice was starting to rise, “if the signage was clear, I wouldn’t 
have turned. I’m not a child. Look at it, it’s too small,” he said pointing at the signage. 
Trying to reason with the enforcer who stopped what he was doing. 

Simplon’s ears began burning up. To his mind, Jaysee was complaining even 
if he was really just explaining. Who did Jaysee think he was, he was just a rider. 
Simplon looked at Jaysee. He wouldn’t let himself be disrespected by just another 
rider. From the LS2 helmet, the paisley-print tube mask, the 1G riding sleeves, 
the black jogging pants down to the socks-with-Crocs look Jaysee had going on, 
Simplon scoured him from head to toe.

The enforcer pointed at Jaysee’s footwear. “The strap isn’t even on your heel. 
That’s not allowed. Another violation. You think you know better?”

Jaysee looked, the strap really wasn’t on his heel. “Sir, this pair is too tight. I can’t 
wear it with the strap,” Jaysee said, his voice losing its edge. 

“Now you chicken out. You’re an arrogant bunch, but when you’re caught, you 
fold,” the smiling enforcer said. The smile of someone who won the face-off. The 
smile of someone who won the pissing contest. 

Jaysee had hoped for this, he meant not to wear the strap on his heel. He was 
looking for a crocodile enforcer to experience it just this once. He was ready—
should’ve been—when it happened. And here, on the corner of a market in Zapote 
going to Bacoor, he found what he was looking for. Just from the enforcer’s posture, 
he knew this one was a crocodile: waiting for someone to make the wrong turn, 
hiding under the foot bridge just to pop-up with a violation, his belly swelling from 
all that sitting-down to prey on those unaware of road signs. 
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The two of them were there, beneath the foot bridge, on the asphalt that bore the 
brunt of the afternoon’s anger, in front of an old man selling cigarettes on a bench 
with his dog in chains, looking to see whose piss hit higher. If piss-stench would 
add to the situation, it would depend on what Jaysee would say next.

“Give me a ticket, then! I’m already apologizing, I’m just trying to make a living.”  

“Really?! You’re the one in the wrong and you’re the one who’s arrogant?!”

“No, no. If it’s a car, you wouldn’t catch them! Your balls shrivel up! If it’s a 
motorcycle, an easy five thousand?! Some enforcer you are.”

Jaysee tried to break his balls. He went down from his motorcycle. He took off 
his helmet. He took the earphones off from each ear. The other motorcycle riders 
were looking at them. 

His fellow riders said, even if you’re the one in the wrong, you’ll be right if you’re 
the more arrogant one. You kept going instead of breaking and bumped the one in 
front of you? Just be pissed and say the one in front backed into you. He’s wrong. 
You’re going to slip through but didn’t turn on the signal light? Slip through then 
keep brake checking as if you were right. They won’t let you slip through even if 
you forced your way into the double yellow line? Overtake them, go down and 
challenge them to a fist fight. Whoever pissed higher, smiled wider, went home 
with a story to tell. You win. That’s how it is in the piss-stench streets. 

“What do you want to happen?! Will you sue me?!” Simplon spoke on the radio, 
“Alpha, alpha, there’s a 2-4 here on 6-9, fighting back. Back up, ASAP.”
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The afternoon sweltered. The heat of the sun bounced from the asphalt to Jaysee 
and Simplon’s heads. Jaysee went to his motor and got the cellphone from its holder. 
Through it, he kept on speaking and the enforcer kept on answering. They were 
speaking to each other, each had what he wanted to say, trying to give their own 
reasons. In all the words that were said, they understood nothing as if the tower of 
Babel had just come down. 

The enforcer saw Jaysee holding his cellphone. “You want to take a video?! You 
want to take a video?! Go ahead! Show them how dumb you are!” 

“That’s now what I want, sir. I’m sorry. I just need to get to Imus. I have a delivery 
and I really can’t be late. If I don’t arrive on time…” Jaysee stopped.

“So what?! What will happen?!” The enforcer’s forehead was scrunched up 
because he was hot-headed in the hot weather. Hot-headed because of the hot 
weather? Or was it hot heads that made the weather run hot? Whatever it was, if 
the two of them kept at it, someone was going to get burned. 

Jaysee was pissed but he needed to calm down. He knew if they didn’t stop 
bumping heads, he’d be the one losing out. If he won the pissing contest, he’d be 
written up. If he lost, he’d still be written up. Whatever happens, he’d be down on 
his luck. His delivery would be delayed. Thankfully, he was quick on his feet, he 
remembered the dream he could use as an excuse.

“I’m sorry, sir. I woke up on the wrong side of the bed,” he said, scratching his head. 
“I dreamt I was stabbed on the road. A nightmare, sir. That’s why I’m a bit testy today.” 
 
The enforcer’s scrunched up forehead ironed out. He took off his helmet, clipped 
it between his arm and his side. “You were stabbed? What did he look like, the one 
who stabbed you?” he waited open-mouthed for Jaysee to answer. 
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Jaysee wondered why the enforcer asked what the man looked like, but if the 
violation could be skirted through stories, why not. It wouldn’t hurt. “Dark, sir. A 
tall, dark man. He had a sharp nose. And a mark…skin, something on his cheek. 
Whatever it was,” Jaysee said.

“The skin on his cheek, or mark, whatever it was, was it shaped like…” he pointed 
to his right cheek, slowly drawing, “a cock?”

Jaysee’s eyes bulged out of his face. “How do you know, sir?! It was! It was! Now 
that I think about it, whatever it was on the cheek of the one who stabbed me, it 
was shaped like a cock.”

Jaysee didn’t really get to think about the shape of the birthmark or blemish or 
whatever it was on the tall, dark, sharp-nosed man. All he could remember was how 
his hands and the man’s wrestled for the knife. What they were really wrestling for 
was who got to live. He screamed and he screamed. He screamed for help. Jaysee 
awoke after being stabbed in the chest. He was sweating bullets, checking his chest 
for wounds. He wasn’t able to sleep anymore, not wanting to dream. It was just 
three in the morning. Almost not blinking until eight when the order for a delivery 
to Imus came in. 

“How do you know that, sir? How do you know there was a tall, dark man with a 
cock-shaped mark on his cheek who stabbed me in my dream?” Jaysee shuddered. 

Simplon looked to his left and to his right before going in to whisper. “He was 
in my dream too.”

Jaysee couldn’t help but suddenly step back. Was the enforcer serious or was 
he just taking the piss? He looked at Simplon, waiting if the enforcer’s expression 
would break, laughing at what he whispered. Five seconds had passed. Ten. Thirty. 
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His face was like a rock. Forty-five seconds. A minute. His face changed, not a 
laugh, but the threat of tears. Tears of fear. His rock face slowly melted in the heat. 

“Son of a bitch, in my dream, that bald fuck kept stabbing me too. He even 
stabbed my wife and daughter. That bald fuck,” Simplon said, lips freezing in anger. 

“What did he use to stab you,” Simplon asked, hands on his waist, facing where 
Jaysee was, his boot tapping on the asphalt, eager for an answer. 

“Sir?” 
 

“I said: what did he use to stab you?” 

“A knife, sir. Why? What did he use on you?” Jaysee scratched his head. 

The enforcer laughed, low. He turned towards Jaysee, his eyes angry. “A sickle,” 
the enforcer said, smiling slowly. “He just used a knife and you died right away?” 

His fellow riders told him to be careful of crocodiles on the street. He thought 
they meant money-hungry crocodiles. In Jaysee’s mind, his fellow riders probably 
haven’t met an enforcer like this one—an arrogant crocodile whose piss would go 
above his head. Eating up all the arrogance of the one he caught until there was 
nothing left. 

I thought so, 2ldok was his soundtrip: He can be arrogant, but he can’t beat me.

“Where did he stab you?” Jaysee asked, mouth open. He already had something 
to say even before the enforcer answered. 
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“On my chest, here,” he drew a line using his index finger from just below his 
neck to his left nipple. “Then…I blocked it. I raised both hands, like this,” he acted 
it out like a lizard clinging to a wall, his two hands were in front of his face. “Don’t! I 
said, Don’t! but he wouldn’t stop. Then he stabbed me again, on my side, the pointy 
end on my right arm. It’s like the pain was real. I woke up screaming. I was dead by 
the time I woke up.” 

“Really? You were still alive even with the wound on your neck?” 

“Yes, sir!” Jaysee felt even more compelled to tell his story. He knew the other 
was impressed. “That’s not even done, sir. You, you woke up hurting, right? I got 
the knife and stabbed Baldie. Pang! One in the neck! Pang! One in the chest! I was 
hurt, but I kept at it. Of course, I couldn’t let myself be a victim. I can’t be the only 
one to die, can I?” he said, lips gesturing. 

Simplon was stumped by Jaysee. He might get a violation ticket, but he sure 
pissed higher. On the street, whoever was more arrogant was more adored. 
Whatever would happen to his violation, he would have a story to tell his friends 
tomorrow—he beat an officer in a pissing contest about dreamstuff. 

Later, the other enforcer called by Simplon when he caught Jaysee came in. He 
wore shades, sleeves like Simplon’s sleeves, but he was half a foot taller. The officer 
who had just come in was panting because of the heat. Simplon asked him why he 
just arrived, what if the one he caught was really a troublemaker. The other officer 
bought a bottle of water from the stall before answering the question. The old man 
was petting his dog. When Fantasya was about to jokingly slap the old man’s head, 
the dog barked, angry. The old man laughed, pet his dog. 

“Chief called. He said the Governor’s son will pass through Aguinaldo,” said 
Fantasya, chugging down a bottle of water. 
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“The Governor has a kid? I thought his wife couldn’t pump any out?” was the 
sharp reply. It was supposed to be a whisper, but it came out loud.

“So did I. Maybe with a different girl. I don’t even know what he looks like.”

“Governor is already 75, but he’s still sharp,” the other enforcer said, laughing.

Fantasya looked at Jaysee. “Is this the one?” he asked. The other nodded. “Let’s 
just agree on this, sir. Because they’re asking us to clear the road for a VIP anyway, 
we’ll let you go. Next time, it’ll be a ticket,” Fantasya said as Simplon nodded along. 

Simplon told Fantasya what he and Jaysee were talking about. Fantasya said 
nothing. Simplon kept talking and talking. The other enforcer kept still. 

“It’s true. Who would’ve thought we’d have the same dream?” Simplon laughed,  
astounded. 

“Was the one who killed you…bald?” Fantasya asked, like a blank-faced  news 
anchor rattling off the story about ten dead because they ate spoiled street burgers 
after they were treated by a friend who had just won the lottery.

Simplon nodded. “Yeah. His dream, my dream. It was the same guy.” 

Fantasya looked at the distance. Only now did he start dripping with sweat from 
the heat. Was it the heat? He looked into Simplon’s eyes. “Bald, dark…and he had a 
mark on his, I think, on his cheek.” 
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The goosebumps hit Jaysee and Simplon harder than a slap to the head. They 
looked at each other after what Fantasya said. They couldn’t believe what they heard.

“W-Wait, he killed you too, sir?” Jaysee said. 

“What did he use to kill you?” Simplon asked even if Fantasya hadn’t gotten 
around to answering Jaysee. Truth is, they both hoped what Baldie used to kill him 
and how it was worse than theirs. 

“Hatchets. Two hatchets with handles as long as my forearms. I was sleeping. 
Then I woke from the pain in my knee. I screamed, ahhh! Son of a bitch! I said, 
when I looked at my right knee, it was already cut off.” 

Jaysee and Simplon could not take their eyes away from Fantasya as he told 
his story. Many motorcycle riders were beating the red light because there were 
no enforcers who’d tell them otherwise. Some riders would scream, but others 
stopped to listen to Fantasya’s story. All in all, ten motorcycles huddled around. 

Fantasya went on about the dream. “Then, I stood up on one leg. The right one, 
of course. I’m not used to standing on my left, remember my accident last year? My 
left knee was shattered, flesh grew the wrong way, the healer said. So I hop around,” 
he said, acting out what he did in the dream. His left leg went up, his right came 
down in forceful rhythm. Perfect, my policeman brother-in-law just gave me a gun. 
I took it from our cabinet. When I aimed, my right hand was cleaved off. I screamed 
and I screamed. I thought it was real. It was really painful. Blood was spurting out. 
I took the gun with my left hand and shot Baldie in the leg. I sat down on my bed, 
still screaming in pain. But the fucker, dude, he was still alive. He stabbed me in 
the back,” pointing to where. “I kept shooting him, bang! Bang! But he wouldn’t die. 
When he was about to stab me in the face, that’s when I woke up in sweat.” 



Gutierrez, trans. de Guzman-Altea / Piss-Stench Festival� 489

Kritika Kultura 48 (2025): 489–492� © Ateneo de Manila University

<https://archium.ateneo.edu/kk>

Jaysee and Simplon stared at Fantasya as he told his story. They couldn’t boast 
about their deaths any longer. If they wanted to piss higher, they would have to find 
a ledge. If they were pissing on the wall, Fantasya was pissing above it. He showed 
the gun in the sling bag he always had with him. Better he was ready in case dream 
became reality. 

Jaysee had no interest in joining the pissing contest, he only wanted to deliver 
the briefcase to Imus. But Simplon wanted to one-up Fantasya. 

Simplon gave back Jaysee’s license. Free. He could finally make his delivery. 
Good. Jaysee didn’t even get a ticket. He couldn’t believe he would be saved from 
his violation by a dream. Who would’ve thought last night’s nightmare would save 
him today? Dreams are powerful things, bleeding into real life. But was there any 
possibility the bald man who killed them would pass through?

The gossiping onlookers, about ten riders, said they had the same dream as 
Jaysee and the two enforcers. A bald man killed them. He had a mark the shape of 
a cock on his right cheek. One was smothered by a pillow, one had his neck sawed 
off, one was burned in bed, one had hollow blocks dropped on his head, one took 
a hammer to the head, one was electrocuted while his tied-up wife and daughter 
were forced to watch. 

Dreams are the opposite of reality.  Maybe in real life, the person who killed 
them would even help them. Maybe they would live longer. But they don’t believe 
in the topsy-turvy of dreams. The pain they felt was real, the anger, the angst, the 
begging. They said, the ones with the same dream, if they see Baldie with the cock-
shaped mark, they’ll beat him to it. They’ll kill the Bald fuck. 

“6-9, 6-9, standby. The Governor’s son is passing through,” Simplon and Fantasya’s 
radio sounded. Storytime stopped. Crowds split. The chief enforcer said a VIP was 
coming. The two enforcers told the motorcycle riders to move to the side. Four-
wheelers and two-wheelers were pushed to the side; even the three-wheel e-bike. 
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Parted by the VIP of Aguinaldo Hi-way. Everyone was there, at the side, beside the 
canals, waiting for the Governor’s son to pass through. Jaysee scratched his head 
because his delivery was delayed again, but he saw those who went ahead were 
stopped and ticketed so he couldn’t do anything. He couldn’t do anything but wait 
for the Governor’s son to pass.  

A few moments later, two policemen on motorcycles came, blue-and-red lights 
flashing. They pushed away the stubborn drivers who didn’t want to move. Behind 
them, a black Toyota Alphard on hazard where the Governor’s son rode. It rushed 
like it owned the street while the motorcycles stayed on the sidelines. 

They heard a big pop. The enforcers and the motorcycle riders look at the VIP’s 
car. The tire popped, the driver lost control, and went straight into the old man 
selling cigarettes at the pillar supporting the footbridge, a few meters away from 
Jaysee. Jaysee and some of the riders went to check on the old man. Others took the 
opportunity to flee. 

The seller was bleeding, caught between the Alphard’s bumper was his right foot. 
The car’s front was bent. The old man screamed and screamed in pain. His dog 
barked and cried away, freed from the chain by the force. The motorcycle riders 
surrounded the scene, but no one called for an ambulance. If stares could heal, the 
old man would have surely been able to walk again. But no. 

Dizzy, the Alphard’s passengers came out. The driver went first, the bodyguards 
of the Governor’s son followed, then the VIP went last: bald, dark, sharp-nosed, a 
cock-shaped birthmark on his right cheek. 

With foreheads so scrunched their eyebrows met, Jaysee and the other riders 
couldn’t believe what they were seeing. They remembered the dream. Or were they 
dreaming? They didn’t know. The only thing they knew was that this baldie was the 
one who killed them in their dreams. 
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“You son of a bitch, will you kill in real life too?!” Simplon said. He took Fantasya’s 
sling bag and pulled out the gun, cocked it, and aimed it at the Governor’s son. The 
bodyguards pulled out their own guns as the Governor’s son put two hands in the 
air trying to talk Simplon out of it. 

“Hey! I’ve never seen you in my life. How can I have killed anyone?! Put that 
down! If you shoot, we both die,” he shook while screaming at Simplon. 

“You liar! You killed me! You killed me in my dream!” Simplon screamed. The 
motorcycle riders agreed, “You did! You did!” 

Fantasya took the gun from Simplon, “I’ll be the one who does him in. That fuck 
did ungodly things to me.” The bodyguards shifted their aim at Fantasya. 

The motorcycle riders surrounded Fantasya. They tried to take his gun from him. 
Each wanted to be the one who would pull the trigger on Baldie so their dreams 
would finally end. The bodyguards no longer knew which one they should point 
their guns at. The Governor’s son was just as confused, no longer knowing who to 
face with his hands up.

At this point, it was a different pissing contest. Whoever killed the Governor’s 
son would be the toughest one on the streets. He would have the highest hitting 
piss, saying “I killed a killer” even if he was only a killer in dreams. 

Jaysee moved away from the commotion. He went back to his motorcycle to 
check if the customer had already messaged. There was a message from about half 
an hour ago. Where are you? You know what’s going to happen if you don’t arrive 
on time. 
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Jaysee pushed the motorcycle’s start button. He hurried to put the cellphone 
back on its holder and his helmet back on his head. Before he rushed away, he called 
an ambulance for the old man. Speaking with the emergency staff, two gunshots 
broke through the air. Those surrounding the Governor’s son were startled. Two 
bodyguards were pointing their guns at the ground. Fantasya’s gun was lowered, 
Simplon was holding it. Baldie was lying on the hot asphalt, his face contorted in 
pain. Clenched around his knee were the jaws of the seller’s lifeless dog. 


