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Daly City Daze

“Could you imagine an American city named Ballersburg?” I ask while lying on the not-entirely-uncomfortable, queen-size, nearly-holeless/mostly-white-sheeted mattress in Spartan, the-last-one-story-unit-on-this-western-flank room 105 at El Camino Inn on the Daly City/Colma (California) dividing line on Saturday, October 23, 2021.

“What’s with Ballersburg?” Monique (Agent 32) enquires. “Why do you keep mentioning that, [Agent] 33? Is it your mot du mois [‘word of the month’ in French] once again?” Is she secretly learning French online? Why now?

“I guess so. Maybe my mind is ensnared in a 22-month loop. Anyway, stay with me – mentally – for just a minute more, mahal. [love in Filipino] Let me explain, dearest asawa. [wife in Filipino] Imagine if they had an NFL team: the mega-mighty Ballersburg Ballers. Their stadium is a short walk from the gritty city’s Amtrak station. It’s an icy-dicey  Sunday mid-morning in late December, and fans from the hated division rival are disembarking from the train – area highways were closed – and defiantly advancing towards the shadow-gray-exposed-concrete-with-drip-stains fortress. However, the walk to the ominously imposing Ballersburg Bowl is more like running the gauntlet. Ballers fans are lined up on both sides, shouting crass bollocks-laced insults at the visitors as a sleety spritzle tinkles. Nope, there’s no convivial comingling of tailgaters here; this is dead-serious business, where one team seeks to wholly humiliate and demonstrably demoralize the other – and their manic fanbase – with a virtual sword thrust into the opponent’s collective, vulnerable, unshielded underbelly. Yessiree, the hyper-charged, alcohol-enflamed intensity is palpable, and is certifiably primal in a proto-simian kind of way. Is this not the stuff we dream of as premier primates?” What?! As premier primates? ‘No, only you, bana.’ Only him.

“You have totally lost your mind, bana!” [Filipino for husband] Monique exclaims from the small, round, wobbly table beside the replacement casement window. She sighs and takes a sip of her chilled, coffee-tinged, glass-bottled vanilla latte beverage. His last marble has rolled astray. And fallen off the ledge. And cracked. Hope he doesn’t want to do something crazy today. Just want to do something normal for a change – like shopping for civic souvenirs and travel trinkets. Sure would love to eat some homestyle [Filipino] cooking in that food court. [in Serramonte Center Mall] Feeling hungry. Again. Why? Something is in this processed American food. That must be why I’ve gained a tummy bulge, and why so many Americans are overweight.  

“Hey, want to hike up San Bruno Mountain later?” I entreat, expecting a reply in the negative. Thus, I swiftly sweeten the charcoal-soot-encrusted-hot-dual-handled aluminum pot. “The views are awesome – incredible in all directions. You’ll have a selfie-taking field day up there. And if you squint your eyes just right, you’ll be able to see Sam R. in Samar, [an eastern Visayan province of The Philippines] standing stoically on the peak of Mount Yacgem – a gem of a sight, I will add. We could even fly out-of-the-box kites in the steady onshore breeze. And watch the tails sinuously
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