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Art in the Dark
A LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

KRISTINE FONACIER
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

WHY WE DID THIS ISSUE, I truly do 
not know. Not when we fi rst said yes to it 
anyway. When the idea was fi rst proposed 
(by Clifford Olanday, our fashion editor, and 
championed by associate features editor 
Kara Ortiga), there were only a few things 
that were certain: None of us knew whether 
it was at all possible; it was uncomfortable 
and terrifying; and it made no practical 
sense. But ultimately that’s we were all so 
compelled to attempt it. 

This is what art is supposed to do, no? 
It’s supposed to yank us out of safety, and 
by taking apart our realities, it allows us the 
opportunity to put it back together anew—
perhaps better, perhaps not, but new. 

It’s a good a time as any to lob that hand 
grenade into past and present realities. This 
is (only coincidentally) our fi fth anniversary, 
which is long enough to be doing something, 
even if you’re doing it well. Especially when 
you’re doing it well, I think; because fi ve 
years is when you begin to get a sense that 
you’re done, when this medium thrives on 
being in fl ux. So, when a magazine concept 
begins to feel like it’s nearly fi nished, it is 
a good time to start dismantling its most 
certain parts and try something else.

Art has also been a beacon in the darkest 
of times, and so it’s also opportune to come 
out with this now, when there’s a pervasive 

gloom about. Clinton Palanca tackles this 
head-on in his essay on p. 55, while Sarge 
Lacuesta and Noel Pascual confront their 
existential terrors in this month’s special 
installment of Notes & Essays. Both pieces 
together may be some of the darkest pages 
this magazine has seen, barring only a few 
other articles. Sign of the times, perhaps, 
but I like the dissonance between the 
darkness of the words and the brightness 
of the illustrations. Art has always kept us 
afl oat, I am reminded; even in the face of 
despair, it will continue to remind us of the 
things we live for. 

Lastly, there are our fi ve covers. They 
were meant to stand on their own, obviously 
chosen to represent the wide breadth of 
possibility. But we also chose these works 
because they each have an unfi nished 
quality to them; that, or transcience. Annie 

Cabigting’s painting, for example, we have 
caught halfway to being fi nished: It is due to 
debut later this month, and will be distinctly 
different when it is exhibited. Blic’s street 
art is on a nondescript wall somewhere, 
open to the elements and to other graffi ti 
artists, and designed to melt into the 
cityscape. Gary-Ross Pastrana’s sculpture 
has been rescued from his archive, dusted 
off and reconditioned. Carlo Vergara’s 
Zsazsa Zaturnnah lives in the ever-changing 
world of pop art, and has lived on in many 
different forms. And of course the entire 
concept of a digital cover is itself built on 
bits and code. It’s all still changing, and to be 
a constant work in progress is to be open to 
change, which to me is the only way one can 
stay alive. 
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Contributors
THIS MONTH’S

ALYSSE ASILO
C R E D E N T I A L S : 
Illustrator for different 
magazines including 
Town & Country and 
Candy, as well as books, 
like Hue Can Do It, and 
Solenn Heussaff’s fi tness 
book, Hot SOS; art 
director of the ABCs of 
Journaling by Abbey Sy.
TA K E S  I N S P I R AT I O N 

F RO M :  Social media.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST 

I N C LU D E S :  The Beatles, 
Lana del Rey.
LO O K I N G  FO RWA R D 

TO:  More workless 
weekends, more
time away from the 
computer screen.

WARREN ESPEJO
C R E D E N T I A L S : 

Art director of Spot.ph, 
illustrator for various 
magazines, including 
FHM, as well as
for Lourd de Veyra’s 
three books.
TA K E S  I N S P I R AT I O N 

F RO M :  Music, vintage 
fashion, and leather. 
And also, weirdly, 
being annoyed.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST 

I N C LU D E S : John 
Frusciante, The Smiths, 
Marcy Playground, 
Rolling Stones,
The Beatles. For 
cramming: punk, space 
rock, heavy metal, and 
sometimes, EDM.
COLLECTS :

Leather boots.

KELLY RAMOS
C R E D E N T I A L S : 
Painter with exhibitions at 
the Cultural Center of the 
Philippines, the National 
Museum, Finale, West, 
and Pinto Art Gallery; art 
columnist and solo parent.
TA K E S  I N S P I R AT I O N 

F RO M :  Quiet days alone 
in the mountains or out 
by the sea. Laughter, 
sadness, conversations, 
books, poems, stories, 
and song.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST: 

Classical music, The 
Rough Guide to Desert 
Blues, Jeff Buckley, Tom 
Waits, Leonard Cohen
COLLECTS :  Experiences, 
more than things.

BORG SINABAN
C R E D E N T I A L S : 

Illustrator for sci-fi , 
fantasy, and young 
adult novels, including 
PilandoKomiks #2: 
Mga Pagsubok ng 
Karagatan, which 
won the Philippine 
National Book Award 
for Best Book of 
Graphic Literature in 
Filipino back in 2014; 
founding member of 
Filipino comic book 
studio, Studio Salimbal; 
member of Ang 
Ilustrador ng Kabatan.
TA K E S  I N S P I R AT I O N 

F RO M: Weird things and 
everyday occurrences, 
conversations, books, 
TV, and movies.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST 

I N C LU D E S :  Audiobooks 
of sci-fi /fantasy novels, 
like Ender’s Game, Game 
of Thrones, Name of The 
Wind, and more.
T H I N KS  F I L I P I N O  A RT 

TO DAY  I S :  Diverse.
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SHEEN OCHAVEZ
C R E D E N T I A L S : Studied 
painting at the 
Heatherley School 
of Fine Arts and took 
classes from leading 
Contemporary British 
and American artists, 
including Elaine Spatz 
Rabinowitz at the 
Boston Museum of 
Fine Arts; has exhibited 
with galleries in Metro 
Manila, New York, 
London, and Milan.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST:  Jeff 
Buckley, Leonard Cohen, 
Radiohead, DJ Ravin.
LO O K I N G  FO RWA R D  TO: 

Staying at home and 
enjoying the autumn.
CA N ’ T  B E  W I T H O U T: La 
Prairie beauty creams.

COSTANTINO 
ZICARELLI
C R E D E N T I A L S : 

Recepient of the 2012 
CCP Thirteen Artists 
Awards, who has had 
solo exhibitions in 
West Gallery and Art 
Informal; artist behind 
one of Pinto Art Gallery’s 
main attractions: We Are 
The Kids Your Parents 
Warned You About.
LO O K I N G  FO RWA R D  TO: 
Finishing a solo show 
at West Gallery, then 
working until the end of 
the year for next year’s 
Art Fair Philippines with 
Art Informal.
COLLECTS : Comic books.
W H I C H  I N C LU D E S :  A 
comic book signed by 
Alan Moore.

NOEL PASCUAL
C R E D E N T I A L S : Comic 
book writer and 
illustrator behind Patay 
Kung Patay and Crime-
Fighting Call Center 
Agents
W H I C H  A R E  STO R I E S 

A B O U T:  A zombie 
apocalypse set in a 
provincial hacienda, and 
a group of call center 
who encounter a serial 
killer on the way home 
from a team-building 
event, respectively.
D E A I N G  W I T H  T H E M E S 

L I K E :  Feudalism, 
socio-political power 
structures, undead 
farmers.

ROSS DU
C R E D E N T I A L S : 
Illustrator for Young 
Star, TEAM Magazine, 
and The Sandbox 
Collective’s No Filter.
WO R K I N G  P L AY L I ST: 
Broken Social Scene, Saint 
Pepsi, a Spotify playlist 
named Vine Songs.
LO O K I N G  FO RWA R D  TO: 

Her last year of college.
T H I N KS  LO CA L  A RT  I S : 
Growing.
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Manuel Ocampo makes 
paintings to take drugs to 

make paintings...
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ESQ&A

MaHB

Manuel Ocampo
MANUEL OCAMPO, KNOWN PROVOCATEUR ON CANVAS AND ONLINE, WAS 
RECENTLY ANNOUNCED AS ONE OF THE REPRESENTATIVES TO THE 2017 VENICE 
BIENNALE. ALONG WITH FELLOW ARTIST GERRY TAN, THE PAINTER TALKS 
ABOUT THE RISE OF AUCTION STARS, THE RUIN OF THE ART SCENE, AND THE 
ROLE OF DRUGS IN SOCIETY.

INTERVIEW BY AUDREY CARPIO

ESQUIRE: You’ve stirred up some attention 
with your Facebook rants about certain 
artists and collectors. Are you sober when 
you write this?
MANUEL OCAMPO: I’m actually with artist 
friends, and we’re laughing when we write 
those posts. I do it to create dialogue. I’m sick 
of people, especially artists, just posting their 
meals, or that they went to the gym today. 
I’m trying to provoke—it’s not only about Ben 
Cab or Paulino Que. I also raise issues about a 
certain sellable style in Philippine art.
ESQ: Which of your posts has gotten the 
most responses?
MO: I said something about not getting 
hyperrealism as a style in painting, because 
there’s photography, there’s Photoshop. Why 
are people still doing it, is it because it sells?
ESQ: Maybe because it shows off their skills. 
GERRY TAN: It says the artists have toiled hard 
on it. Like wow, you’re like a freak. Superhuman.
MO: It’s like the lack of originality is made 
up for by craftsmanship. If you don’t have 
any ideas, just do it with your technical skill. 
Someone commented that photography is 
fl at, it’s a screen. With painting you leave 
traces, brush strokes. The process is very 
evident on the surface. There are layers. 
With photographs there are no layers.
GT: I read somewhere they already 3D 
printed a painting of Van Gogh with textures 
and everything, based on a computer image. 
ESQ: Where does that leave painters, if 
technology can do everything?
MO: It’s in the process. It’s not about the 
outcome. The act of doing is more important, 
I think, for most artists. Painters challenge 
themselves to become a machine, a camera. 
Like Gerhard Richter or Warhol, who wanted 
to be a machine. You’re distancing yourself 
from the work. Most painters are just 
fetishists in a way.
GT: There seems to be a common theme. 
Like people looking at a painting, the back 
of one’s head.
MO: That came from Richter. The portrait of his 
daughter in a museum looking at something.
GT: I like Manuel’s comment on that in one 
of his paintings. The head was turned around 
180 degrees. That was funny. 
ESQ: Like The Exorcist.
MO: I think these artists just can’t paint faces 
(laughs). Another thing I raised on Facebook 
is the issue of the fi ve percent resale royalty 
rights. It’s a law, put into law in 1974, 
amended in 1994. The artist is supposed to 
get fi ve percent. 
GT: I think that fi ve percent is right, artists 
get old, their energies wane, they produce 
less. In real life, you need help. You get sick, 
eyesight gets bad.
MO: That fi ve percent is not going to make 

CONTINUED 
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the artist rich. It just recognizes that the work 
is not just some merchandise. The auction 
houses, they’re dominating the market. Most 
buyers are getting artworks from auction 
houses. Galleries are complaining. None of 
these buyers go to their galleries, but when 
there’s an auction, it’s like a spectacle. 
ESQ: So you think auctions are ruining the 
art scene?
MO: I think so. It sort of made it more 
focused on selling. Collectors aren’t collecting 
anymore, they’re just investing, and so the 
culture becomes stagnant because many artists 
are just copying the style of the auction stars. 
The auction house is the main barometer, the 
gauge for if an artist is marketable.
ESQ: Artists need to eat too, right?
MO: But they don’t need to prostitute 
themselves.
ESQ: You came back from the States and 
wanted to turn Manila into a vibrant art 
community, so in a way—
MO: It’s my fault? (laughs) No, I don’t think 
it’s my fault. 
ESQ: This is not what you envisioned as an 
“international art scene.”
MO: I envisioned it something like: good 
infrastructure, good support system. 
There’s good dialogue going on within the 
community, and artists are recognized, 
culture is seen as something important for 
the identity of the country. Now it’s just 
become a big business. 
GT: Too market-driven for comfort. 
ESQ: I hear that it’s a front for money 
laundering.
MO: It’s always been that way. Only a few 
people are really passionate about collecting. 
That’s why it’s important for us to educate 
the public. Now it’s enriching drug lords. You 
can follow in the auction houses who are 
selling off the works they just bought.
ESQ: Did you boycott exhibiting here or 
something?
MO: I boycotted the Art Fair. 
ESQ: An art fair is really meant to be a 
marketplace.
MO: They held a competition among artists 
sponsored by a watch brand. It was like a 
noontime variety show, asking the viewers 
to clap loudly for their votes. I felt it was 
degrading to the artists. This was in 2014.
ESQ: Since then it’s become a photobooth…
MO: The art becomes a background for 
selfi es. They’re just props. 
ESQ: People just post pictures of themselves 
looking at the paintings. It’s come full circle. 
What about Art in the Park, do you feel the 
same way about that?
MO: (laughs) Yeah, it’s like a drug deal. Either 
you get the drugs in a parking lot, or in a park.
ESQ: Isn’t it good that everyone can now own 
a piece of art?
MO: Yeah, but they don’t know what they’re 

looking at sometimes. They’re just looking 
at some brand. In order for an artwork to 
trigger something, there needs to be a system 
already set up for you to understand it. We 
need institutions, the media, magazines for it 
to be understood. You’re looking at art; it’s a 
language. You have to learn it.
ESQ: People look for brand names, like a 
Louis Vuitton.
MO: Or a Louie Cordero (laughs).
ESQ: So what’s next for the art scene?
MO: We’re just waiting for the bubble to burst, 
see who survives it. The auction darlings, 
they’ll stop selling because their works are 
too expensive.
ESQ: When were the best years for you?
MO: Before 2007, that’s when you started 
hearing news about who broke the auctions. 
The wealth always shifts, when there’s a crisis 
in one region, another region is getting rich. 
That time was the Euro crisis and wealth 
shifted to Asia. 
GT: Before, when the market was not yet 

developed, we rarely sold a work in our 
shows. We were excited to check the papers 
after the shows, read what the reviews had 
to say. If we sold more than three works we 
got worried—is something wrong with me? 
Am I a sellout? 
MO: Artists were more interested in doing 
innovative stuff, creating a dialogue with regard 
to the medium. It was an intimate conversation 
between artists and a few afi cionados. When 
there was an opening it was like a family get-
together, the artist’s mom would cook. The 
artworks were very challenging.
GT: Now, no more home cooking. 
MO: Now it’s all catered, big paintings...
GT: But the wine is still bad. 
MO: When I decided to be an artist—you’re 
supposed to be a misfi t. You’re a failure in 
society if you wanted to be an artist. 
GT: The artist is supposed to comment on society.
ESQ: What if you were selling millions at an 
auction, would you still be saying the same thing?
MO: I’d still be critical. I wouldn’t be making 

CONTINUED 
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The language I use with regards to painting 
is a universal language, therefore it belongs 
to anyone and everyone. I think the specter 
of comparison premise is speaking only to 
Filipinos, as Filipinos are the only ones who 
can grasp this via Rizal. I think Filipinos 
have this mania of always comparing itself 
to the West. 
ESQ: Given the current climate of Duterte’s 
war on drugs, is there a political statement in 
your current exhibit Paintings to Take Drugs 
to at the Drawing Room? (I feel like there’s 
so much hypocrisy nowadays—as if people 
never did drugs before!)
MO: Yup, you said it. I know a couple of folks 
who at one time or another were druggies 
and now their drug is Du30.
ESQ: Do you think artists and drugs need 
each other? 
MO: I posted on FB infl uential historical 
fi gures/artists who used drugs in their art: 
Henri Michaux, William Burroughs, Antonin 
Artaud, etc. I think someone hacked my 
account, since I have been posting stuff that 
could be seen as having a pro-drug sentiment 
or even advocacy, which is actually far 
from it. I just want people to look at the 
bigger picture with regards to drugs as it is 
embedded within our story or the history of 
mankind. This war on drugs just started in 
the ’70s during the Nixon administration.
ESQ: It’s a war bound to fail. 
MO: No atrocity was perpetrated without a 
moral veneer —Theodore Adorno. 

the money, it would be the seller. It would 
make me worried actually, if your auction 
prices go up you have to match it. If at 
the next auction you fail, that’s the end of 
your market. That’s why a lot of them are 
manipulated by collectors to make sure, for 
example, a certain auction darling’s results 
come out steady, or even higher than the 
previous auction. They’re looking out for 
their investments. They’re always propping 
up. That’s the problem. 
GT: What’s it in Tagalog? Subastahan. Like 
auctioning off slaves. 

Two weeks later, via Facebook Messenger
ESQ: Congrats on Venice! Now you ARE 
Philippine art.
MO: Thanks, hahaha. It’s hard to represent a 
nation when the idea for me is quite absurd.
ESQ: Why is it absurd? 
MO: I think the idea of national identity is 
slowly losing its substance.
ESQ: The premise of the curatorial proposal 
was to use Rizal’s “devil of comparisons” as a 
way of understanding your work.  What do 
you think about that? Is there a “spectre of 
comparison” between the Philippines and 
the West in your work?
MO: I think the idea of the West versus the 
rest is another absurd dichotomy when we 
know this country is totally subsumed by 
the West. When I exhibit in Europe, I am 
seen first and foremost as a painter. I don’t 
think people are aware that I am Filipino. 

‘You’re looking at art; 
it’s a language. You 

have to learn it’ 

SALVIA DIV INORUM BY MANUEL OCAMPO

TREMORS BY MANUEL OCAMPO 
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WO R K YO U R WAY U P to the 16th fl oor of 
Discovery Primea in Makati, and you’ll be 

treated to a striking view of the city’s landscape, 
an unexpected panorama of the metropolis 
that seems almost peaceful from above. Flame, 
the establishment’s new casual-fi ne dining 
restaurant, invites you to ease into their nook, 
accented with modern elements but imbuing 
an inimitable coziness. 

Their careful take on European cuisine says 
it all, melding casual aesthetic with modern 
techniques, putting an Asian fl air to classic 
European dishes. Discovery Primea’s General 
Manager David Pardo de Ayala worked closely 
with Chef Luis Chikiamco to come up with 
the inventive menu which produces none of 
the frou-frou of fi ne dining, but with just as 
much class and character. You get the privacy 
of a space that doesn’t fi ll with the noise and 
chaos of bustling Manila—but rather feels like 

an escape: easy-going and relaxed, familiar 
yet exciting. You will easily lose track of 
time over ample sips of wine and a good 
conversation, which is how dinner should 
always be enjoyed anyway.

Flame’s attention to detail is most 
commendable, such as the complimentary 
butter they serve with your bread, sourced 
from Bacolod, the “crème de la crème” of 
churners, they say; or the Chinese takeout 
box used as a prop for their star dish. 
While they insist that every dish is worth 
a try (and we believe them), we’ve already 
marked our favorites. 

To start, their decadent pan-seared 
foie gras [1] is divine—a slab of the buttery 
goose liver slightly crisped on the outside, 
layered over teriyaki eggplant, sprinkled 
with nori and tempura crumbs, and paired 
with pickled pear. The combination is sweet 

and sinful with a subtle texture that makes 
for a balanced foie gras dish that isn’t 
overbearing. In fact, once you’re nearing 
the last bite, you want to have more, despite 
doctor’s orders.

Then, the “Take Out” lobster fried 
rice [2] is an easy favorite. It’s fried rice—
accessible, sure—but mixed with three kinds 
of pork (char siu, bakkwa, and chorizo), a 
63-degree poached egg, and lobster over 
jasmine rice—you’ve never had take out like 
this before.  Plus, it’s served to you literally 
spilling out of a Chinese takeout box. 

And, don’t miss out on the pan-roasted 
duck breast [3], paired with pureed 
pumpkin, charred leeks, and a sweet but 
fi ery honey glaze. The duck is cooked to 
perfection, fatty and chewy lined with a 
crispy skin. It’s a classic dish with a modern 
twist, done well and satisfyingly good. 

East Meets West 
FLAME IS SIMPLE IN CONCEPT, PLAYFUL IN EXECUTION, AND MEMORABLE ON YOUR PALATE

BY KARA ORTIGA

1

3

2
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S I N C E 1 9 7 5 , TH E P O R S C H E 9 1 1
has had two schools of thought—it was 

either naturally aspirated, or turbocharged. 
The Turbo was a diffi cult beast to tame, with 
so much lag to handle before the boost kicked 
in (and it usually happened while you were 
turning a corner). Despite this, it emphasized 
its tail-happy character and commanded a lot of 
respect. The naturally aspirated Carrera, on the 
other hand, was the foundation of the model 
range: already something special on its own, 
and everything you could ever look for in a 911.

In recent times though, small-displacement 
boosted engines with increased output and 
better effi ciency have been the natural 
progression, so normal aspiration slowly 
fades away. Which makes the Carrera range 
now turbocharged, making this 0.2 upgrade 
the most extensive yet. While everyone is 
looking for this improved performance by 
way of smaller force-fed units, Porsche has 
already been putting turbo technology to good 
advantage since the late ’60s.

The new 911 Carrera S, now dubbed the 
991.2 Carrera S, has a 3.0-liter twin-turbo 
fl at-six, putting out 420hp and 500Nm. That’s 
a 20hp and 58Nm increase from its naturally 
aspirated 3.8-liter predecessor. Equipped 
with the Porsche Doppelkupplungsgetriebe  
gearbox and the Sport Chrono Package, it 
can hit the century mark in just 3.9 seconds, 

and reach a top speed of 308kph. Good luck 
fi nding a stretch long enough to confi rm 
those numbers. The PDK gearbox has also 
been improved. Those who prefer swapping 
cogs manually will be disappointed, as the 
manual isn’t available in our market.

So why fi t the new turbo to this platform 
rather than introducing it in the next 
generation? Because this will be the basis for 
further development, and fi tting it now means 
extracting more performance along the 
way. Competition is tight at this level, and if 
improvements aren’t applied at the right time, 
you’ll be left behind. It’s as simple as that.

Highlighting the new performance is a 
sharper look—air intakes with new fl aps, 
LED headlights and taillights infl uenced by 
the 918 Spyder, and best of all, a new retro-
looking yet functional air vent, along with 
air exits behind the rear wheels for optimal 
breathing. The car’s rear wheels and tires are 
also slightly wider for better handling.

Speaking of handling, the suspension has 
a wider travel, increasing the spread between 
setups. Porsche says the improvement gives 
the 991.2 Carrera S an 8-second lap time 
advantage over the 991 Carrera S on the 
Nürburgring Nordschleife. Eight seconds! 
That’s huge! The new one also has a 6 percent 
shorter braking distance from 100kph.

A Sport Response Button on the tiller is 

also taken from the 918, and gives you 20 
seconds of maximum boost—pretty much 
like KERS in previous-generation Formula 1 
cars. The standard wheel is 375mm, with an 
optional 360mm GT sports steering wheel. A 
bit of a no-brainer choice.

Keeping your behind cool are air-conditioned 
seats—ideal for our hot and humid weather 
conditions. Air sucked in rather than blown 
out give the seats a snugger feel. The new 
Porsche Communications Management 
system, meanwhile, is easier to sift through 
with a friendlier interface.

So how does the turbo’d Carrera S drive? 
While you had to push to the midrange to 
get the best out of the naturally aspirated 
predecessor, there’s now more low-end 
torque—just before 2,000rpm—and the rev 
range is linear all the way to the redline. The 
dual-clutch gearbox is seemingly smoother, 
with less of a jolt. Don’t get ahead of yourself 
assuming the old sound of the naturally 
breathing fl at-six has disappeared. It still 
sounds great. Plus it’s amplifi ed by an exhaust 
button and the optional sport exhaust. They 
really thought of everything to keep that 
familiar noise. It’s like Porsche somehow 
knew that turbocharging would catch on in 
the coming times. It is the wisest way to go, 
and the Carrera would’ve gone this direction 
sooner rather than later. 

Turbo 
Prophecy
WHY THE PORSCHE 911 WAS AHEAD OF ITS TIME 

BY JASON DELA CRUZ
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S O M E A DV E NTU R E S are taken on 
with incremental levels of stupid. Such 

as Baguio’s Treetop Adventure—a zipline 
situated 100 feet above premium pine and 
rolling mountain. You’re not by any stretch 
the zipline-type, your idea of adventure being 
to recite lines of poetry on a bridge—but 
you’re adventurous under pressure; and your 
married friends, Mike and Joee, look at ease 
at high altitudes—already Mike is strapped 
onto his harness, ready to go. So after he takes 
his turn, eyes dilated, body shocked senseless, 
you decide, OK, if he can do it, so can I. Your 
inner voice tells you all will be well as long as 
you don’t look down. But the view below is 
stunning beyond measure, and you just have 
to look.  There’s miles and miles of virgin pine 
below, and the sun above is haloed in cloudy 
light. And although the zipline promises to be 
one long blink, you get through it with your 
eyes wide open, and a wild rash of goosebumps 
on your skin. 

In The Society of Timid Souls, author Polly 
Morland ventures into the different kinds 
of courage, or the different kinds of stupid, 

however way you want to look at it. Among 
other brave souls, she interviews surfers, 
ex-cons, families of decorated soldiers and 
fi refi ghters. All of whom know something 
about courage. It is not the absence of fear, 
not by any stretch; it’s how one overcomes 
fear for causes bigger than oneself—a giant 
wave or a burning building. You’re not a 
hero, but you know about fear. And about 
how not missing a spectacular view—and the 
collection of spectacular views that amount 
to living a full life—means being brave.

A year later, courage calls like an ex,
butt-dialing your number at three in the 
morning. It feels random but inevitable. 
You’re two hours away from Osaka with your 
husband and small son. You’ve promised 
your son snow—it’s December, and you want 
to give him a white Christmas, just like the 
ones you’ve never known. The resort isn’t 
luxury—by which you mean it comes with 
guerilla joys, not safety measures. The bus 
takes you to a small hill with gray slush. Slim 
pickings. Your son looks at you, disappointed. 
“Is this it?” his expression asks. No, it isn’t. 

How To 
Be Stupid

Between slush and snow in the hills beyond 
is a crickety ski lift. No safety belts on the old 
contraption. You’re wearing your slick down 
jacket from Uniqlo, and he’s wearing his. They 
keep you warm, sure, but they’re also slippery, 
especially when they rub against someone 
else’s poufy jacket. 

Your husband has already jumped into 
the lift before yours. Miss this chance, and 
you’ll go half a day without seeing him. Your 
parental instincts kick in—there aren’t any 
seatbelts, instinct says; I don’t know anyone in 
this town, instinct says again. You look at your 
son: I’m responsible for this small life; but your 
husband is already cheering into the wind, 
and your lift has arrived. And even before you 
have a choice in the matter, the lift operator 
benevolently nudges your ass into what looks 
like an old school chair. And sweet Jesus, holy 
Mary, your fl eece feels slippery against your 
son’s jacket and you hold onto him for dear life. 

It happens that you reach the snowy hills safely 
and without a hitch. The afternoon is a fl urry 
of sleigh rides, cider breaks, snowmen.  You 
watch affectionately as your son builds his fi rst 
snowman with packed ice, bottle caps and sticks. 
You’ve made in the gray mush of his young 
brain the highest parental achievement: a 
childhood memory. On the way back to the bus, 
you give a confi dent salute to the lift operator. 
Courage unlocked, you tell yourself, patting 
your poufy Uniqlo jacket on the back. 

Screw courage for being so much easier in 
youth, you think to yourself, on the bus ride back 
to Osaka. Once, you climbed a waterfall in Bicol 
wearing two-inch heels. You used to unbuckle 
your safety belt in airplanes during terrible 
turbulence. You once rode an outrigger boat 
on Black Saturday when the motor rasped to 
momentary death in the middle of the ocean. You 
didn’t mind—the stars had never shone as bright, 
and had never looked as near. You’re getting older, 
you tell yourself, but you don’t want to forego any 
of the pleasures made for the brave, even if they 
include ziplines and tricky ski lifts. 

This year, you’re riding to Rome on tickets 
you bought back in February.  “Watch out for 
the gypsies,” your family and friends tell you 
over Sunday brunch: now’s not a good time for 
Europe, be vigilant, check the weather. Okay 
doomsayers, you tell them, that’s enough. 

You pretend to duck into the bathroom 
but what you really do is pull out your 
smartphone and Google: best travel insurance.  
After a few duds, you fi nd the one you’re 
looking for: a small premium, high coverage, 
and—wait for it—a concierge.  One you can 
call from anywhere in the world, and who can 
refer you to specialists anywhere you sprain 
an ankle or choke on pufferfi sh. One that can, 
in theory, score you some Broadway tickets. 

Then you rub your hands in glee: it’s time 
to get stupid. 

WHEN TRAVEL INSURANCE COMES WITH AGE

BY MOOKIE KATIGBAK LACUESTA





GO BIG 
OR GO 
HOME

Life is too short to live by a separate 
set of sartorial rules just because you 

fall under the hefty end of the size 
spectrum. Style rules are — ironically 

— meant to be learned and then 
eventually broken. The goal is to dress 
like a well-rounded gent; not look like 

a fl oppy tent. March to the beat of
your own drum and try these pieces

on for size.

ESQUIRE FOR SM MEN PLUS

This one’s never going 
to get old or out of 

style: stock up on 
classics. When you 

find a piece of clothing 
that you see yourself 

wearing for a really 
long time, get it in bulk.

They say avoid prints that 
call unnecessary attention 
to your shape. We say 
live life to the fullest! Go 
for nicely proportioned 
prints, like plaid, that keep 
it casual yet sharp.

PLAID

POLO SHIRTS & PANTS



Your forget-trends-stick-to-the-
basics mentality is going to be 
a thing of the past. Don’t tell 
yourself, “I can’t pull off  a denim 
shirt” before trying it on.

While shedding is 
often your main 

goal, sometimes 
it’s okay to set your 
sights on layering. 
Especially when a 
denim jacket is in 
the equation. But 

remember to go 
for one that’s boxy, 

not baggy.

Out with hiding 
underneath yards of 
fabric, in with finding 
the piece in your size. 
Bulgy and loose won’t do 
you any favors. Instead, 
amplify your appearance 
with fitted (read: not 
tight) clothes.

LONG SLEEVED POLO

DENIM JACKET

CHAMBRAY SHIRTS

ALL PIECES AVAILABLE AT SM MEN PLUS.
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In the second installment of our 2016 Holiday Gift Guide series, 
we think of the men who are always on the move. 

BOARDING
CALL

This casual coat has a removable lining, detachable 
hood, and side zip pockets with variable flaps. It’s 

perfect for unpredictable weather, with a distinctive 
silhouette that falls beautifully on a man.

Coat (P79,500) by Hugo Boss. 

With no one else to converse with, get lost instead in 
the world of the graphic novel, Saga, about a couple 

traversing the galaxy.  Saga (P719) by Brian K. Vaughan 
and illustrated by Fiona Staples, National Bookstore.

This casual coat has a removable lining detachable

with, get lost inst

SOLO FLIGHT
They say: be at the airport four hours before departure. Idle time at the airport lounge is spent 
eyeballing other businessmen. You sneer at their drab taste for clothing, which is never made-
to-fit. You’ve always prayed that on the plane, they seat you next to a hot girl and that you both 
carry an intimate conversation across time zones and end up making out in the bathroom. As 
fate would have it, it never happens. Your seatmate is always a chubby suit who snores. So you 
look forward to touchdown instead—of alone time in smoky bars and flirtatious eye contact with 
alluring women in new places. In the meantime, you pop a few sleeping pills and prepare to doze 
off. It’s going to be a long haul.

For the man who is traveling alone

BY KARA ORTIGA
ILLUSTRATIONS BY ROSS DU

In the second installment of our 2016 Holiday Gift Guide series, we think of the men who are always on the move. 

On the rocks. For whatever adventure awaits, 
this rock glass will surely make for good 

company. Pair with your fave cigar.
Rock Glass (P795) by Kenneth Cole.
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Keep everything documented with 
this pocketable camera, with a
non-interchangable lens and

top-of-the-line features. Then, 
replace its default strap with this 

handcrafted and Philippine-made 
leather strap. Camera (price 

available upon request) by Leica; 
leather camera strap (P1,500) by 

Rubbertree, bagsbyrubbertree.com.

 When you need a good cocktail mid-air, this portable kit (complete with mixing tools) 
will do the trick. Enough to make two Moscow Mules. 

Carry On Cocktail Kit (P840) by One for the Road, one4theroad.com.

Maybe the immigration off icer won’t 
question you if you flash him a passport 

holder that is smart, sleek, and has 
“Givenchy” debossed all over it. Passport 

holder (P22,000) by Givenchy.

Invest in a good pair of 
sunnies—like this pair 
inspired by the great 
journalist and author, 
Hunter S. Thompson. 
Keep them safe from 

scratches in this locally 
made leather case. 
Sunglasses (price 

available upon request) 
Ronnie and Joe; 

sunnies case (P475) by 
The Lost Nomad.

Let your hand-carry be the looker that a woman would’ve been 
by your arms. Made of durable hand-woven calf leather in Pacific 

blue—carry it by the handles or go hands-free. 
Tote bag (P174,500) by Bottega Veneta.

Keep everything documented with 
this pocketable camera, with a
non-interchangable lens and

top-of-the-line features. Then, 
replace its default strap with this 

handcrafted and Philippine-made 
leather strap. Camera (price

available upon request) by Leica; 
leather camera strap (P1,500) by 

Rubbertree, bagsbyrubbertree.com.

 When you need a good cocktail mid-air, this portable kit (complete with mixing tools) 
will do the trick. Enough to make two Moscow Mules. 

Carry On Cocktail Kit (P840) by One for the Road, one4theroad.com.
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FOR TWO, PLEASE
So you’ve found the girl who you can finally take with you—the one who doesn’t spend hours in 
the bathroom in the morning but can ace her routine in less than 30 minutes and look absolutely 
stunning. The one who will only pack heels for a night of dancing and drinking, but slip on her 
walking shoes when you want to go sightseeing. The one who won’t give you a headache with her 
unrelenting demands, but knows how to show off on social media just to make all your friends 
jealous. It’s the romantic getaway of your dreams because you don’t want to kill yourself in the 
middle of it. 

For the man traveling with his ladylove

Because you don’t want to lose the suitcase filled with 
your shopping, this device allows you to track your 
baggage from your phone. Luggage tracker (price 

available upon request) by Victorinox.

Set the mood of your hotel room and make any place 
a home with this sweet scent. Your woman will thank 
you for it. Peony and Blush scented candle (P3,680) 

by Jo Malone.

Bring your favorite bottle of wine on board for mellow 
nights with the woman of your dreams. This crocodile-

skin wine carrier holds two bottles and has a pocket 
for a corkscrew Wine carrier (P9,800) by

Bacchus, Rockwell.

Even on vacation, never slip 
out of style. These leather 

sandals with Gucci’s iconic 
crest debossed on the straps 

will still show them who’s 
boss. Sandals (P19,500)

by Gucci.

Not too flashy or stiff , this duff el bag is a perfect casual carry-on for you. 
Duffel bag (P35,990) by Tumi.
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FAMILY ON BOARD
You realize that the thing about traveling with the entire gang is that it is also such a production. 
From rounding up the kids, to ensuring that no one gets lost, to satiating children’s picky taste 
for food, and then forcing them to appreciate a Jackson Pollock because they’re rolling their eyes 
with boredom and you just paid $20 a head for entrance. But it’s family time, and the memories are 
priceless, you remind yourself. 

For the man traveling with his family

Road trips need a pair of wheels that 
can go the distance and carry the load. 
Touareg (price available upon request) 

by Volkswagen.

The kids can’t survive without Internet. Keep them 
quiet with this portable hotspot device. You can 

plug in any local SIM to go online. SkyRoam Global 
Hotspot (P6,750), The Travel Club.

Reward yourself with secret sips of whiskey from a 
flask, hidden in this book that looks like a Bible. Just 

don’t tell the wife. The Good Book flask
(P995), Quirks.

Keep bills organized in this money clip, made with 
leather and local Philippine weaving. Money clip 

(P1,200) by Obrano, Commonthread.

When you dont want to bring home a balikbayan box 
bursting at the seams, check-in an empty Bossa Nova 

suitcase (P69,800) by Rimowa.
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Annie Cabigting
Annie Cabigting’s work ranges from painting to installation, known for its refl exive questioning of what 
constitutes art: the various aspects of producing, looking and privileging visual images throughout 
history. Considering her methods, one can just imagine the string of questions arising over notions 
of authorship, appropriation, reproduction, and—even, to a point—imitation, which perhaps begs the 
question, “Can other works of art be treated as subject matter?”

She majored in Painting at the University of the Philippines, fi rst publicly exhibiting her work in 2001. 
Her fi rst solo exhibition, 100 Pieces (2005), was shown in Finale Art Gallery’s space in SM Megamall. 
She was one of the recipients of the Ateneo Art Awards in 2005, and her work was included in the 2009 
Prague Biennale in Czechoslovakia. 

Under the Covers
MEET THE FIVE ARTISTS WHO HELPED US 

CELEBRATE OUR FIFTH ANNIVERSARY. 
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Blic
The street artist called Blic begins his process 
with hours spent scouring the metro for a wall 
that can be used as his canvas. He calls it “wall 
hunting,” which entails: a good eye, patience, 
negotiating skills with people—many of whom 
may not understand the allure when you say, “It’s 
art.” Then the real work begins: control with the 
breadth of a can of spray paint, mixing colors 
that can’t be done on a palette, working with 
unpredictable weather, and sometimes a canvas 
two fl oors high. But all in a day, the work gets 
done—Blic fi lls the city with his creatures, which 
he calls “humands”—anthromorphocized hands, in 
other words. Jaja Adia, the man behind Blic, says 
that he was fascinated with the body part because 
it was capable of doing so much. An active member 
of Cavity Collective, a group of Cavite-based street 
artists, Blic uses his days off as an art instructor to 
bring his humands to life. Blic has gained his street 
cred in a way that he believes any street artist 
should: with the risk that comes with actually doing 
work out in the streets. 
     For Esquire, we went wall hunting with Blic for 
two hours, until we found a junk shop along Shaw 
Boulevard. Here, he paints an image of how he sees 
Man at His Best. 

Gary-Ross  Pastrana 
A conceptual artist, curator, and a CCP Thirteen 
Artists Award recipient, Pastrana has exhibited 
his work at several prestigious galleries and 
international art fairs both here and abroad, 
notably at the 2008 Busan Biennale in Korea and 
the 2010 Aichi Triennale in Japan. He is also a
co-founder of Future Prospects Art Space in Cubao.

For one of our covers, Pastrana revisited and 
reconditioned a piece from 2003 entitled Set Fire to 
Free. “I had a wooden ladder made, and then with 
an axe, I split the ladder in half. The broken half of 
the ladder, I burned. Then I collected the ashes and 
made a sculpture of a bird.”

Set Fire to Free, he maintains, was among the fi rst 
of his works to signal his investigation into objects 
and their constitutions. “I trace back the series of 
works that I’ve done to this object,” he says, citing 
a piece that followed after it: Two Rings, for which 
he melted two gold rings to make a small sword 
that he cut his arm with, drawing blood to use in 
forging new rings. “I was looking into the poetic 
possibilities of process, of subjecting objects to 
different processes.” In the case of Set Fire to Free, 
[the process] is destruction.”

UNTITLED

HOMECOMING

UNTITLED
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Carlo Vergara 
is a two-time National Book Award recipient 
and Urian Award nominee. He is known 
for creating the fl amboyantly gay character 
Zsazsa Zaturnnah (whose story has been 
adapted for both screen and stage) and the 
acclaimed musical Kung Paano Ako Naging 
Leading Lady. He is a graphic novelist, 
illustrator, graphic designer, copywriter,
and playwright.

“When the editors of Esquire wanted 
to have Zaturnnah on the cover, I was 
both delighted and perplexed. An LGBT 
superhero on the cover of a men’s lifestyle 
magazine isn’t something you see every 
day, and I imagine that it can raise a few 
eyebrows. I’m hoping a few fans would fi nd 
this, well, fascinating and ironic. After all, I 
like art that doesn’t just stir one emotion.

The art style I chose for the cover is 
reminiscent of illustrations from the 1960s, 
and I wanted Zaturnnah to exude a “Bond 
girl” vibe, something classic but sexy and, 
hopefully, possesses a timeless quality. I like 
taking inspiration from iconic styles, because 
they’re very defi nitive of the era they came 
from. They help us remember, which I think 
art should do, too, whether they’re hanging 
on a wall or featured on a magazine cover. 
On one end, it’s about the piece. On the other 
end, its about what it leaves you with.”

POSTER ART, PRNCESS LILLI

Derek Tumala
 is a visual artist known for hi s video installations and mixed use of 
sculpture, light, and moving image. Tumala has exhibited his works in 
galleries and alternative spaces in the Philippines, Singapore, Malaysia, 
and Japan; and was shortlisted for the 2015 Ateneo Art Awards for 
his work with Art Fair Philippines in the same year. His exhibition 
during the recent London Biennale Manila Pollination, Lucid Abyss 
of Immanence, involved guerilla video mapping, by which he would 
project images of parasitic shapes on the buildings of Old Manila.

Tumala created the fi fth of fi ve covers for our October 2016 
issue—one exclusive to the digital edition. He describes it as “a 
transfi guration of an object by using video mapping and light.” He 
goes on to explain that “Transformation is the underlying concept of 
the work. I wanted to convey the objectivity of what is ‘new’ and what 
is ‘best’ by subjecting the object to a light transfi guration, so that it 
becomes another entity, but still being the same object it was. It’s like 
shedding new light on an old concept.” It also echoes the themes of 
a solo show that he worked on simultaneously, in that it “deals with 
light, cosmic science, science fi ction and the undying search for the 
new, for reason.” SACRED GEOMETRY
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Brand New You

S T Y L E
10.2016

T h e  d e l u g e  o f  c l o t h e s  f r o m  a  n e w  s e a s o n  c a n  b e  d a u n t i n g , 
b u t  s o r t i n g  i t  o u t  i s  j u s t  a  m a t t e r  o f  l o o k i n g  a t  t h e  b l u e p r i n t .  H e r e ,  w e  b r e a k  d o w n  f i v e 

s t a n d o u t  ( a n d  w i l d l y  d i f f e r e n t )  c o l l e c t i o n s  f o r  y o u r  c o n s i d e r a t i o n .

B Y  C L I F O R D  O L A N D AY
A R T  B Y  K E L LY  R A M O S

S a l v a t o r e 
F e r r a g a m o

THE CODE Insouciance, cultivated 
on the soft soil of a well-heeled life 
THE SEASON Musings on a pair 
of paint-splattered Ferragamo 
oxfords owned by Warhol
THE JACKET The artsy design on 
this bomber is patterned after the 
squiggly lines of a plowed fi eld. 

What is a 
weekend?
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S T Y L E

T H E  C O D E  A tradition of 
experimentation results in the 
forward-looking and quirky
THE SEASON We’ll let them 
explain this one: “an exaggerated 
normality,  manifest[s]  in 
garments and accessories that 
have been blown up to become 
bigger versions of themselves.” 
THE COAT The hyper-relaxed 
cashmere coat with a shearling 
collar and DB silhouette
THE SCALE Super-super-super-
sized. You probably won’t find 
Loewe’s crazy large bags, so turn 
to the more modest XL backpack 
in khaki green.

Stranger 
things

L o e w e

Calf 
backpack

Calf leather sandals

Silk shirt

Cashmere 
wool coat 

Shearling 
coat

Sunglasses

Wool cargo 
pants
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L.A. 
con dential
S a i n t  L a u r e n t

THE LOOK Brooding indie rocker 
in the City of Angels
THE SEASON Hedi Slimane, in his 
last collection for Saint Laurent, 
continues his ode to the grungy 
but fashionable musicians of L.A. 
THE JACKET What else but an MA-1 
jacket with a Western twist?
THE SHAPE A slightly pointed toe 
that is 100 percent rock ‘n’ roll

Velour loafers

Leather boots

Leather backpack

Velour Le 
Smoking jacket

Wool 
fisherman 
sweater

Cotton rayon 
bomber jacket

Leather 
jacket

Silk scarf

S T Y L E





58  E S Q U I R E   •  O C T O B E R  2 0 1 6

S T Y L E

THE CODE  Always of-the-
moment, highly wearable, with 
a slick fl ourish 
T H E  S E AS O N  Updates on 
standbys, mainly outerwear like 
parkas, bombers, and duffel coats
THE COAT All of them, most 
especially the military pea coat 
in cashmere wool
THE BAG A go-anywhere satchel 
with the classic Burberry check 

Wool duff el 
coat

Suede satchel

Rubberized 
leather boots

Because, 
coats
B u r b e r r y

el 

Suede satchel

Rubberize
leather boots

Cotton 
gabardine 
trench coat

Cotton 
trench coat

Cotton cardigan

Cashmere wool 
pea coat

Wool cashmere 
beanie
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Adorn me
G u c c i

THE CODE ’70s maximalism 
meets decadent grandpa meets 
Wes Anderson
T H E  S E AS O N  Musings on 
philosophers like Jean-Paul 
Sartre… and Snoopy
T H E  JAC K E T  Stonewashed, 
s t u d d e d ,  p a i n t e d ,  a n d 
embroidered—say yes to the 
DGAF denim jacket
THE ANIMAL It’s the season of 
the snake. Here’s one slithering 
up a tote.up a tote.

Houndstooth 
wool jacket

Tartan 
suit

Camel wool 
cardigan

Denim 
jacket

Crocodile loafers

Leather slippers

Leather tote

Canvas 
duff el

S T Y L E
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10.2016

GROOMING

A l l e v i a t e  t h e  w e i g h t  o f  t h e  d a r k  a n d  h e a v y 
w i t h  a n  e y e  c a r e  r o u t i n e .

B Y   C L I F F O R D  O L A N D AY    A R T  B Y  WA R R E N  E S P E J O

Looking

O N  A  S CA L E  F RO M  C H R I S SY  T E I G E N  TO  Y E E Z Y,  the skin around the eyes is Kanye-level problematic. Its inability to produce moisture, the 
breakdown of collagen, and the effects of environmental hazards and your movable face, cause it to appear old (wrinkly like a hairless cat, shadowy 
like a waning moon) faster than the rest of the skin on your body. What to do? Well, you can fi x your face into an eternal state of motionlessness, while 
forever staying under the cover of a roof. Or you can just put on these creams. All items available at Rustan’s Makati.

2 0 1 6 

G R O O M I N G 
U P G R A D E

7/10

FILL THE LINES
With Dermalogica’s 

Multivitamin 
Power Firm

A serving of vitamins 
A, C, and E, the 
anti-aging rock 
stars that boost 

elasticity and fight 
free radicals, ease 

the aggressiveness of 
wrinkles. P2,750

FIX THE DROOP
With Algenist’s 

Genius Ultimate 
Anti-Aging 
Eye Cream

The “genius” in 
this solution refers 
to microalgae oil, 
which improves 

the strength of skin 
to reduce sagging 
below and above 
your eyes. P3,950

LOOK ALERT
With Clarins’ 

Enhancing Eye 
Lift Serum

Eyes appear more 
awake (or big 

and bright) with a 
formula that revs 

up the breakdown 
of fat to minimize 
puff iness, as well 

as stimulates 
microcirculation to 

limit the leakage 
of dark pigments. 

P3,250

FEED IT
With Perricone MD’s 

Cold Plasma Eye
Think of it as a 

delivery system that 
spoons a “nutrient 

buff et” into the deep 
layers of the skin, 

where all the good 
stuff  can better 

address the many 
problems of tired-

looking eyes. P4,550

SOAK IT
With Murad’s 
Resurgence 

Renewing Eye Cream
Water or, more 
specifically, the 

ability of cells to hold 
a lot of it, keeps skin 
young. This cream 

rehydrates the skin, 
helping it become 

firmer and smoother. 
P3,750
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SOME HORROR STORIES COME BOTTLED,  and we don’t mean your hazy regrets from 
last night. We’re talking the stuff in your bathroom cabinet, because whatever you put 
on your skin often gets under it, too: carcinogenic parabens from facial wash, disruptive 
phthalates from aftershave, allergenic formaldehyde from shampoo, and other subtle 
villainies that quietly bide their time before unleashing bodily havoc. This is why the 
self-preserving gentleman should unabashedly go green.

Green grooming isn’t new ground for an industry traced to crude Egyptian concoctions. 
Nonetheless, as personal care evolves commercially, so do the defi nition of natural and 
its technicalities. Essentially, natural describes products containing ingredients from 
Mother Earth, with lab-produced chemicals kept to a minimum. Organic highlights 
the ingredient itself, ensuring zero connections to synthetic pesticides, fertilizers, or 
genetic modifi cations. The latter is a government standard, requiring certifi cation from 
the USDA to make such a claim. But with companies targeting the health-conscious, it’s 
tough to tell whether an ecological label—particularly the unregulated tags of natural, 
non-toxic, and hypoallergenic—carries true or false marketing schemes, hence the call 
to fi nd honest brands refusing to compromise outward results for internal hazards. 

Lush Cosmetics, for one, admits to using some safe synthetics, but when the main 
ingredients are still derived from fresh produce, sourced sustainably from communities 
across the globe, who can complain for long? Especially when the offers are this 
interesting: the Five O’Clock Whistle Shaving Cream, where jojoba oil and lime juice allow 
for a smooth trim; solid Toothy Tabs with spearmint as a quirky toothpaste substitute; 
or Hair Custard for an egg-based protein boost on your man mane. Under Lush’s Dirty 
range for men, things are environmental and eccentric, aimed at the guy who’s at least 
half as daring.  

If classic mixes are your speed, however, consider Kiehl’s’ 165-year history with 
botanicals. “We have relied on a blend of uniquely effi cacious ingredients, derived 
from both natural and man-made sources, in the formulation of our products since 
1851,” says the brand’s Asia Pacifi c retail and education director, Patrick Liew. “Our 
targeted treatments, found primarily in our Kiehl’s Dermatologist Solutions collection, 
are powerful yet safe preparations which work to correct or treat specifi c skin needs 
or concerns.” 

Kiehl’s understands the nitty gritty of everyday skincare. Put on their Clearly 
Corrective Dark Spot Solution, powered by white birch and peony extracts, to prove that 
whitening isn’t just ladies’ business. For overnight restoration, the Midnight Recovery 
Concentrate combines evening primrose and lavender to prepare you for the next day’s 

T h e  s e l f - p r e s e r v i n g  g e n t l e m a n 
g o e s  g r e e n .

B Y  A N N I C K A  KO T E H    A R T  B Y  WA R R E N  E S P E J O

Down to 
Earth

face-to-face. Come morning, the Ultra Facial Oil-Free Gel 
Cream provides a light touch of hydration, or you can treat 
your mug to a citrus-menthol cleanse via the Facial Fuel 
Energizing Face Wash.

Yet, there’s always more for the man of principle, as 
award-winning British retailer Neal’s Yard Remedies 
(NYR) finally brought its organic options to Manila 
recently. The company holds the distinction of scoring 
a perfect 100 for ethics from The Ethical Company 
Organization, as well as having certifications from the 
USDA and the Soil Association. “Organic ingredients 

G R O O M I N G
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contain the highest levels of beneficial antioxidants, 
vitamins, minerals, and nutrients,” explains Calum 
Mackay, NYR’s director of international sales. “We 
know exactly where our ingredients come from and 
who grew them.” 

In addition to NYR’s signature Frankincense line for 
anti-aging, Calum recommends the White Tea range, 
which boasts a facial mask, mist, and eye gel packed with 
protective antioxidants. “It’s a range that covers all the 
basic skincare needs without having a full-on skincare 
regime,” he says. “Perfect for busy men!”

Busy guy that you are, we’ve unfortunately discussed 
all this assuming you’d note the details of your daily scrub. 
But here’s a life lesson applicable even in this context: 
Complicated chemistry spurs risky relationships. Skin 
reactions, human interaction—whatever you’re trying 
to avoid or amend, the forecast suggests returning to the 
natural roots of what makes things work. And you’ll need 
to look beyond the label to determine that.  

Kiehl’s, Greenbelt 5; Lush, Glorietta 4; Neal’s Yard Remedies, 
Rustan’s Makati. 

[1] Rejuvenating 
Frankincense Toner 

by Neal’s Yard Remedies 
[2] Dirty Toothy Tabs 

by Lush [3] Dirty Body 
Spray by Lush [4] Clearly 

Corrective Dark 
Spot Solution by Kiehl’s 

[5] Ultra Facial 
Oil-Free Gel Cream 

by Kiehl’s [6] White Tea 
Enriching Facial Mask by 

Neal’s Yard Remedies

04

05

06





One With The Stars
THESE HEAVENLY BODIES ARE WITHIN YOUR REACH. 

ESQUIRE FOR OMEGA

Whether on familiar land or on foreign 
terrain, it is a comforting thought to 
know that in the darkest nights, there 
are sentinels in the night sky that light 
the way. One need only look up to see the 
stars that shine brightly, creating familiar 
patterns that allow our gazes to linger for 
a few more moments, if only to appreciate 
the art and story painted in the sky. These 
constellations are the illuminations and 
inspiration that OMEGA has used to 
carve out their heritage and create classic 
timepieces, those that burn as bright as the 
stars.

The fi rst torch lit as part of OMEGA’s 
Constellation models was the 1952 
chronometer. It was powered by OMEGA’s 

chronometer-rated automatic caliber 351 
and introduced the “pie pan,” which is a 
twelve-sided raised dial. It also included 
a cross-hair decoration on the dial, a 
polygonal crown, and the legendary 
observatory-medallion on the caseback. In 
1964, the Constellation “C” was introduced 
with a newly designed oval-shaped 
case. Refl ecting the majesty of shining 
celestial bodies, this model featured a 
guilloche silvered dial with baton-shaped 
solid gold markers with Onyx inlays. 
With the helping hand of Gerald Genta 
who designed this timepiece alongside 
OMEGA, the Constellation “C” defi ned 
precision and beauty for the years to come. 

2013 marked the birth of OMEGA’s 

Constellation Sedna, which was a tribute 
to the very fi rst Constellation timepiece 
in 1952. It was crafted from exclusive 
OMEGA Sedna™ gold, and features 
another “pie pan” dial.  Powered by the 
OMEGA Co-Axial caliber 8501, this is one 
of OMEGA’s limited edition timepieces, 
one that effortlessly marries both the 
traditional and modern essence of the 
Constellation family. 

The constellations that we have grown 
so fond of needn’t be so far away, not when 
there are modern pieces inspired and 
likened to these iconic patterns. OMEGA 
brings these Constellations within our 
grasp, and it is just about time to choose 
your own.  



KEEP COOL
A perfect way to spend your days indoors is to lay back and enjoy the cool air 
that fights against the uncomfortable heat wave. LG’s Inverter V AC not only 

promises an ultra-silent fan motor and Torque Control, it is tried and tested to 
be an air conditioner that repels the mosquitos and dengue thanks to its Aedes 

Aegypti built in technology. It also maintains the user’s desired temperature 
with minimal fluctuation. This AC comes in sleek, Red Dot Award-winning 

designs to compliment any modern space. 

COURAGE WITH STYLE
Muster the strength to face those everyday challenges that hone you into 
the man you were always meant to be. Do it with courage. Do it with style. 

With Ray-Ban’s #ItTakesCourage campaign and its fresh collection, your 
bravery will never go unnoticed. The collection features new and improved 
qualities such as new wayfarer flash lenses,  aviator gradient flash lenses, 

and rounded frames that give the wearer the confidence and courage he 
needs to push himself and prove his worth to the world.

BE IN THE KNOW
In this day and age, keeping up with the latest trends should be second nature given the technological platforms off ered to 
us. But now, it is made even easier with FWD Life Philippines’ new mobile application, “Orange World.” The app keys in on 
Filipinos’ four main interest points: travel, food, fitness and the arts. An app like this not only improves consumer lifestyles, 
but also helps them pursue their passions ina vibrant way. 

Orange World is now available on the Apple Store and Google Play.  For more information, please visit www.fwd.com.ph.

AGENDA
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NOEL PASCUAL
SARGE LACUESTA

ON FEAR
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orn in Sangley Point 
in 1963 as a Navy 
brat, Whilce Portacio 
moved back to the 
US as a baby, grew up 
there, and went on 
to become one of the 
most accomplished 
comic book artists 
of his time. From 
mid- to- late 1990s, 
Whilce returned to 

the Philippines and set up a pioneering 
studio on Balete Drive that helped boost 
and give rise to the careers of such local 
stalwarts as Gerry Alanguilan, Leinil Yu, 
and Philip Tan. 

It was in middle school and high 
school in Hawaii when doors were 
opened to the young artist. Supportive 
teachers got Whilce to work with the 
older students—even to attend college 
art classes at the University of Hawaii 
in his sophomore year. Whilce won Gold 
Key Awards in every category he joined 
at the Scholastic Key Awards for student 
artists, leading to invitations from art 
academies all over the US. 

WP: I was going to be a painter. In my 
sophomore year, a senior in my art class 
introduced me to comic books, and I 
loved it that illustrations could tell a 
story. I had no idea yet what illustration 
was, but I excelled very quickly in it. 
In high school I got involved in rock 
bands, and got into Queen, David Bowie, 
and Kiss. The prettiest girl entering 

the Miss Teen Hawaii contest liked this 
particular Kiss song, so I did a lyric sheet 
and illustrated it. I gave it to her and she 
showed it around, and from there on I 
was able to sell those sheets. I realized 
that this was real communication with 
my generation, and maybe this was 
something I could do. Galleries and 
paintings weren’t that visible to me as a 
teenager, but commercial art was.

When Whilce’s  dad retired in 1979, the 
Portacios went back to the Philippines 
and lived in Cavite City. 

WP: I spoke no Filipino, because my 
parents never spoke it in the States, so 
I felt very isolated, but it turned out to 
be good for me, because I spent that 
time just drawing, just fi guring out my 
style, and I had four years as a loner 
to do that. In the Philippines I studied 
for two years at Philippine Women’s 
University, in the fi rst batch of male 
students allowed into the school. I went 
to all the universities, but I chose PWU 
because of Ibarra de la Rosa. He was a 
terror to many students because he was 
very straightforward, but what I loved 
about him was that during the lunch 
break in the teachers’ lounge, he was 
painting. I could watch a real painter 
paint and make his decisions.

Whilce returned to the US in 1984 
and stayed with an aunt in San Diego, 
California, where Comic-Con had started 
in 1970. It proved to be his big break.

WP: My aunt’s eldest son knew about 
Comic-Con and dragged me there with 
my portfolio. It was at the Civic Center 
then, just two small fl oors. But that year, 
every single Marvel editor was there 
looking for new talent, and I got pushed 
around a lot, and eventually I got to meet 
Carl Potts, who was quarter-Filipino. 

It’s a deadline business, so editors 
don’t really have much time, and when 
editors fi nd someone talented, they 
wait until that guy is almost 100 percent 
ready to go, so the usual line is, “You’re 
really good—keep working and come 
back next year!” Carl was different, 
he was a born teacher. He liked my 
work and got my phone number, and 
every month he called to ask to see my 
new stuff. He saw very quickly that my 
storytelling wasn’t up to par. You had to 
be able to do both sides to get the job. I 
was a fi ne artist—what was storytelling? 
So he sent me a book called The Five C’s 
of Cinematography—the go-to book at the 
time for storytelling. I studied it, and 
learned what I had to, and then I got my 
fi rst job. My fi rst job was inking, and my 
fi rst job in penciling was Punisher. Carl 
said, I know you’re still struggling with 
storytelling, but I also know you need to 
make money, so why don’t you do some 
inking? That’s what I did for a while.

A comic book is an assembly line. The 
prescribed average is a day for one whole 
page in pencil, then that gets sent off to 
an inker while the penciler works on the 
next page. Someone has to ink it because 
gray pencil doesn’t reproduce. Then it 

B
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goes on to the colorist. It all begins with 
the script from the writer. The artist 
can’t move until he gets that plot. 

Whilce counts himself in the third 
wave of Filipino artists who have made it 
in the US comic book industry, following 
the likes of pioneers like Tony de Zuñiga, 
Nestor Redondo, Alex Niño, Ernie Chan, 
and Rudy Nebres, among others. 

WP: There was a wave that DC brought 
over in the ’60s, then there was nothing 
for a while. Many Filipino artists 
traveled directly to the States, and then 
homegrown artists like me became kind 
of the third wave.

It didn’t take long for Whilce to move 
up the ladder, working on such iconic 
projects as Punisher, X-Factor, Uncanny 
X-Men, Iron Man, Wetworks, and Spawn. 
In 1992, he co-founded Image Comics 
with other leading illustrators.

WP: The most important job I ever did 
involved creating characters like Bishop for 
the X-Men. At that point I was no longer just 
an illustrator but a creator. As a creator, I can 
do the whole process, which is why I can be 
asked to set up studios. More than just the 
idea, you have to know where it’s going to go. 
Within all that, I never liked the caveman 
mentality of the artist, where you were all 
alone in your Bat Cave beating deadlines. So 
very early on, before Image, Jim Lee, Scott 
Williams, and I set up Homage Studios in an 
apartment, and from there we set up the 70-
man WildStorm Studios. I became a mentor, 
because we brought in young artists and we 
had to teach them the ropes, and I started 
loving that. I began thinking of the whole 
comics process and of how to refi ne it.

He’s been key to setting up the 
fourth wave of Pinoy comic book stars, a 
mission that began when a two-week trip 
to Manila in 1995 turned into a fi ve-year 
stay during which he set up a studio on 
Balete Drive. 

WP: When I came home and opened a 
studio, that’s when I discovered artists 
like Leinil Yu and Philip Tan. I discovered 
them, trained them, and gave them jobs, 
because we were producing comics for 
DC. Now, with the Internet, young artists 
can introduce themselves. The bridges 
are now connected. The process and 
pipeline are now set up for everybody.

Among his discoveries, a standout has 
been Leinil Yu, who’s become one of the 
most sought-after artists in the business.

WP: Leinil Yu brings to the fi eld what 
has been missing for decades: he loves 
the medium and is totally disciplined. 
There was a comic book artist named Jack 
“King” Kirby whose career spanned many 
decades, from the 1940s to the 1990s. In 
the 1970s and 1980s, he did something 
spectacular—he drew four comic books a 
month. Today we can barely do one. Leinil 
has a lot of Jack Kirby in him. When he 
joined my studio in the 1990s, believe it 
or not, I didn’t want him, because he was 
doing a very bad imitation of my work. But 
he had been sponsored by my art director 
Gerry Alanguilan, so I relented and let him 
in. 

One day I went downstairs and saw 
these beautiful line drawings, and I asked 
Gerry who had done them, and he told 
me it was Leinil. It turned out that the 
beautiful line drawings were his layouts, 
which he then ruined by trying to shade 
them like me, and he didn’t understand 
shading at that time. I told him, Leinil, if 
you really want to be a star, and I think you 
can, I don’t ever want to see a cross-hatch 
or a shadow from you, just line detail. Two 
months later, I got him Wolverine. So I’m 
very proud of being able to take in young 
artists like Leinil Yu and to help them move 
along. I advised him to stay in Manila, 
because with comics being so huge, within 
one year he was able to get a 10-year visa 
and he now gets invitations from all over, 
and gets one of the highest rates, so it’s no 
problem for him to fl y to New York or Paris 
or wherever, and when he gets paid he gets 
more bang for his buck.

The Philippines, Whilce believes, is 
uniquely positioned to supply the world 
with both new artists and new material.

WP: In positioning the Philippines, 
because of our history, however you may 
look at it, we’ve had decades of absorbing 
the American psyche. When an American 
company has an idea for a project, the 
Filipino artist gets it, because he can 
think Filipino and also think American. 
Artists in places like Korea and Dubai get 
a lot of government help so they have an 
advantage over Filipinos in that sense, 
but it takes American companies a much 
longer time to explain their projects 
over there, so the startup is slower than 
here. That’s why when talented Filipino 
artists turn up, boom, they get picked 
up just like that. 

Do you know how many Filipino 
artists there are in Pixar like Ronnie del 
Carmen and Ricky Nierva? A lot of them 
started in comics. There are so many 
of them there that they call themselves 
Pixnoys. Marvel, DC, Sony, Dreamworks, 
Bethesda Gaming, Blizzard Gaming—
wherever you go, you’ll fi nd Pinoys at 
the top. Imagine how it would be if you 
brought all of this top talent and all the 
millions they make for their companies 
home, and all the experience they could 
push down to local Filipinos.

Nobody knows about our stories 
yet. We have all the knowledge in the 
Philippines, and here in the States they 
have all the experience, and they should 
be put together. Hollywood and the world 
are open to what’s new, to the next big 
thing. They know all the European fairy 
tales, and we’re now going through China, 
Japan, and Korea. Our time has come!

It took Whilce himself some time to 
rediscover his Filipino roots, of which 
he’s now tremendously proud and eager 
to share with the world through his 
work. It’s time, he thinks, for Filipino 
superheroes to emerge—superheroes 
who will be culturally different from 
their Western counterparts, because of 
their kinship with the community.

WP: In high school in Hawaii, my 
teacher asked me to do a case study on 
the Philippines. I didn’t know anything 
about the Philippines then, so I asked 
relatives, but that generation didn’t 
like talking about the Philippines. So 
I was 12 or 13, looking for my identity, 
and with no input from Filipinos and 
hanging out with my friends who were 
mostly Japanese, I became a ninja, a 
samurai. But I was adopting someone 

T H E  M O S T  I M P O R T A N T  J O B
 I  E V E R  D I D  I N V O L V E D 
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T H A T  P O I N T  I  W A S  N O  L O N G E R 
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else’s identity. When I came back to the 
Philippines in the 1990s, I discovered 
what I had been missing, and became 
very nationalistic. That’s my driving 
force now—there’s so much about the 
Philippines that the world still doesn’t 
know, and I just happen to be in a fi eld 
that can get that out.

“Ate” may mean “older sister” to 
Americans, but to Filipinos, it’s more 
than a matter of age. She’s more than the 
older sister—she takes care of everybody 
else, ahead of her own self. That’s what 
being an ate, a kuya, or a bossing is 
about—a natural empathy, having so 
much more to give. We value family 
relationships because they endure 
despite everything else that’s gone on 
in our history, despite all our colonizers, 
despite politics. People relate to us 
Filipinos because we’re very human and 
can teach others to be human.

Right now the world is so distraught 
that entertainment offers release, and we 
have to be very careful about skirting the 
edge of propaganda. But we need to start 
loving ourselves and to create our own 
heroes. A hero doesn’t have to be in the 
American mold of someone who stands 
up to proclaim his greatness. A Pinoy 
superhero will help his community and 
will always remain tied to it. 

As lucky as he’s been, it has not been 
all roses for Whilce in his career. In 
2000, he went into a diabetic coma, and 
didn’t wake up for a week.

WP: The week before that happened, my 
son was born, our fi rst child. When I went 
to sleep, I was cradling my literal and 
most valuable creation. When I woke up, 
I didn’t ask my doctors what happened—I 
looked for my son. And then I found that 
I couldn’t get up. I didn’t realize that I’d 
been asleep for a week. So my whole 
concentration was on regaining my 
ability to hold my son again. I focused 
on the positive. But I couldn’t draw 
anything. It took me about 10 years to 
get back to drawing 100 percent. You see, 
a lot of drawing is intuitive, and artists 
can get very good at their craft in a silent 
world without necessarily understanding 
what they’re doing, and when they suffer 
an emotional trauma, that balance is 
upset and suddenly they’re not drawing 
right and they don’t know how to fi x it. 
So I had to retrain myself totally, but this 
time, every time I achieved something, I 
sat back and tried to understand exactly 

what I had done. That helped me later 
with my teaching and with my own 
work, so whenever I got into trouble, I 
could fi gure out what was going on and 
fi nd my way out of it.

Digital, Whilce believes, is the only 
way to go as far as medium is concerned. 
And artists can’t just draw—they have to 
learn to be entrepreneurs and managers 
as well, engaged as they are these days in 
a global industry.

WP: All of comics used to be garage—
people just hung around, trying things 
out, until somebody came around and 
said, “Hey, there’s this cool program 
called Photoshop, it should be 
interesting to use that for comics.” So 
there was no formality, no discipline. 
But now that we’re in this as a business, 
with the world looking at us, we have 
to learn how to act professional and 
disciplined to make it last. All the 
earlier studios are gone because we 
weren’t thinking as businessmen. 

I just do cover art now. I’m a computer 
nerd and would prefer to do everything 
digital, especially because I travel so 
much. I have a big Wacom Cintiq tablet 
that I can bring anywhere, and I can do 
high-quality 800-dpi work on it using 
SketchBook Pro, doing post-fi lters in 
Photoshop. Most artists use SketchBook 
Pro because the pencil brush in it comes 
closest to the real thing. The ability to 
draw an idea whether I’m in a hotel, or 
a plane, or a taxi—that’s money to me. 
Going digital also helps me in my studio 
because I can come in any moment as an 
art director and move jobs around and 
have different artists work on the same 
job if necessary under my supervision. 
Digital is the way everything is going. 
It facilitates expediency and allows for 
more experimentation.

Whilce will soon be working with 
Wattpad to help writers visualize their 
work. He has already directed artists 
Edgar Tadeo and Kajo Baldisimo on a 
graphic version of Reese Barcelon’s Prince 
of the Vampires, now readable on Wattpad.

WP: We’re working on a tie-up with 
Wattpad to produce digital comics. 
The publishing market is very low 
now because we haven’t adapted to it. 
The big studios are stuck with name-
recognition characters that bring in the 
money. The indie world has to come up 
with new characters. Guardians of the 
Galaxy—which is something I might 
not have picked up myself if it had been 
pitched to me—showed how open the 
world is to different things. Netfl ix, 
Adventure Time, and even YouTube 
where many cartoons start are showing 
that there are enough audiences out 
there who will pay, and you don’t have 
to reach 10 million people to succeed 
where 500,000 will do. It opens up the 
possibilities of what can be fi nanced. 
Major companies like ABS-CBN, TV5, 
and Time-Warner are going through 
Wattpad for material they can use. But 
TV and film productions are expensive 
and time-intensive, while we can do 
a comic book from scratch in three 
weeks. So we can visualize the stories 
faster, and then Hollywood or whoever 
can have an easier time choosing. 
Physical comics come out in fixed print 
runs and are just too costly to reprint, 
no matter how popular they can get, so 
digital comics can work around that. 
We have to do comics for and adapt to 
the digital medium.

I hope to eventually transplant 
myself back in the Philippines. It’s 
both a personal and a business thing. 
The Philippines is poised to become 
the global leader in this area. Ubisoft 
Studio tied up with La Salle-Benilde to 
open up a full-fl edged gaming studio 
in La Salle’s Laguna campus. It’ll be 
headed by a Filipino from Toronto who 
was raised in the Philippines and who 
went to Canada to work with Ubisoft. 
Everybody’s beginning to realize what 
we have out here. 

Butch Dalisay met Whilce Portacio when 
he attended San Diego Comic Con in July 
2016, chatted with him for half an hour, and 
decided that he had to learn more about the 
man and his work.
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D U M B O  D R O P S
Would you care for a cup of coff ee made from beans that have been processed by the stomach of an elephant? The choicest coff ee cherries go in one end 
of the gentle giant and go out, you know, the other. From there, the refined beans are handpicked, sun-dried, and roasted to make one of the world’s most 
expensive and hard-to-find coff ees (mostly available in Thailand). Makers of the Black Ivory Coff ee suggest that the delicacy be enjoyed in its purest form, 

without sugar or milk, from keister to cup. blackivorycoff ee.com.



T I N Y  R O A R
If the Löwchen became a millennial model, it would be a social media star as big as Gigi or Kendall. On Pinterest alone, there are over 1,000 images 

of the Little Lion Dog, and that’s because, as one of the oldest dog breeds in the world, one that was preferred by royal courts, 
it has been depicted many times over in tapestries and paintings, the IG posts of ancient times. Today, there are only a few hundred registered Löwchen in 

the world; its rarity, together with its outgoing temperament and lion-like mane of hair, make up its allure.
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G R A N D  E N T R A N C E
Welcome to the age of look-at-me pieces; where ornate coats, two-tone shoes, and these major janglers reign. 

For your house keys, car keys, and other hookable paraphernalia, consider these Prada key chains. Finished in platinum or bronze and fashioned 
into evil eyes or anchors, they’ll keep all doors open—and you in style. prada.com.
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R O L L I N G  W I T H  T H E  R O L LY
This timepiece is a treasure, and we mean that in the worn-by-kings, kept-in-a-chest, pirate’s-booty sense. Observe: the case is made 

from a solid block of 18ct gold, while the face is covered by innumerable diamonds. Brilliant indeed, but the Rolex Oyster Pearlmaster 39 is more than just 
flash. Expect peak performance with a new-generation calibre 3235 and that waterproof (up to 100 feet) Oyster case. rolex.com.
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M E T A L  M O U T H
Golden doughnut not doing it for you anymore? The Patron Platinum Donut by the Manila Social Club, the Filipino restaurant in Brooklyn, New York, is 

dressed in edible platinum and silver foil, brushed in silver powder, and topped with Gran Patrón Platinum tequila frosting. Inside, more of the good stuff  via 
a Patrón margarita gel and rose mousse. This costs $150 (approximately P7,117) a pop—that’s $50 more than its poor gold cousin, an earlier creation of the 

Club. But don’t feel too guilty, because proceeds of the decadent doughnut go to the American Cancer Society. manilasocialclub.com.
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A  M O V A B L E  V I E W
If you like your Aston Martin with a serving of blue skies, fire up the Vanquish Zagato Volante. The latest convertible carries the styling 

of its coupe cousin, but with the ability to allow you to bask in the glory of the sun (with a folding hood), while surrounded by details like premium leather, 
carbon fiber, and bronze detailing. Open up and drive. astonmartin.com.
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T H I S  O L D  T H I N G
Here’s one way to display your status as a man of sublime taste (and unlimited funds). Take this Hermès baseball glove and play with it. Crumple and crease 

the hand-stitched calfskin—which took 25 hours of work to turn into this luscious piece of athletic equipment—like it’s a wad of tissues. hermes.com.



I ,  T V
You are paying for the trend-bucking good looks of the Samsung Serif TV, which, when placed in your well-appointed living room, 

will be in harmony with the mid-century furniture. Unlike the cold blacks and silvers that make up most TVs, the Serif is styled after the classic lines of the 
Roman typeface—view it from the side to see the serif “I.” In other words, the Serif has dimension, shape, and an actual presence. So handsome is this TV 

that you will be compelled to look at it even if nothing’s on. samsung.com
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C A V I A R  D R E A M S
A moisturizer enshrined in a crystal trophy begs the question: Why? And the only appropriate answer to that is: Why not? The Caviar Speluctaire, a creation 
by La Prarie and Baccarat, is home to the Skin Caviar Luxe Cream, the moisturizer that promises to tune up your droopy face. And when you’ve used up the 

cream, you can replace it with, well, actual caviar. It’s a bargain. laprairie.com
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M A K I N G  F A C E S
We live in a world of appropriation, where, thanks to the Internet, inspiration can be plucked from anywhere at any time. For his New Portraits exhibition in 

2014, Richard Prince, the art world’s controversial king of reuse, took photos from Instagram, added a nonsensical comment (e.g. “[thumbs up emoji] [heart 
eyes emoji] got the juice sooo gud”), blew up the snap, and called it a day. Some works sold for $100,000. That’s art? 
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With the help of BDO Home Loan, you can have the home you’ve always wanted. BDO Home Loan provides financing packages with
low interest rates and flexible payment options. What’s more, you can opt to avail of an All-In Financing that covers loan-related expenses

such as mortgage fees, transfer costs, insurance premiums, etc., making the process of owning a home easier and hassle-free.

ADVERTISING FEATURE

ork-life balance. It’s the 
ever-elusive goal of off ice 
workers everywhere. More 
often than not, we find 
ourselves in a Catch-22: 
we work hard to aff ord the 
lifestyle we want, but we 

can’t really enjoy our lifestyles because we’re too 
busy with work. It’s a frustrating situation, but also 
one that’s all too familiar.

Many people believe that it’s all a matter of 
finding the Perfect Job–that magical unicorn of 
employment that simultaneously fulfills us, pays us 
well, and gives us ample free time to do the things 
we really want. If we’re not happy, we assume, we 
must be doing something wrong.

But what if it isn’t a matter of what you do, but 
where you do it? What if achieving work-life balance 
is just a matter of proximity to the workplace?

W
According to a survey conducted last year, the 

average Filipino spends 45 minutes commuting 
from his home to the off ice each day. That’s 90 
minutes of your time spent on a stressful commute, 
5 days a week, just getting to the off ice and 
back. That’s an hour and a half each day, jostling 
through overcrowded trains, standing in lines that 
wind around endlessly, or sitting inside your car 
surrounded by the inescapable noise of traff ic.
By the time you get home, you’re exhausted.

It’s no wonder, then, that many Filipinos are 
looking into purchasing homes situated in or near 
central business districts. Cutting out the hassle 
of travel frees up a lot of time and energy for you 
to spend more quality time with those who matter 
to you, family, friends and loved ones, and do the 
things you’re most passionate about.

Work-life balance, it appears, isn’t just a matter 
of where you work – it’s about where you live, too.

To know more about BDO Home Loan, you may visit any of the over
1,000 BDO branches nationwide or log-on to www.bdo.com.ph. 

The secret to a fulfilling life might lie in how close you live to the off ice.

IS WORK-LIFE BALANCE JUST 
A MATTER OF DISTANCE?





BY  CLINTON PALANCA
A RT  BY  WARREN ESPEJO

DUTERTOPIA
DAYS 

IN

100

THE MOST POPULAR 

PRESIDENT IN LIVING 

MEMORY HAS JUST PASSED 

HIS FIRST MILESTONE. WHAT 

THE FIRST THREE MONTHS 

HAS REVEALED ABOUT 

DUTERTE AS A LEADER, AND 

ABOUT US AS A NATION, IS 

TRULY FRIGHTENING.
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  ow long must we go on being outraged? This 
is not a rhetorical question: being outraged is hard work. We wake 
up in the morning, check our social media feeds, check the news, 
read the comments sections. Our blood begins to boil. We feel rage, 
frustration, and helplessness. But the day’s work must be done, and 
so we put our feelings on the back burner and go about our business, 
until something else—the futility of sitting in traffi c, the mendacity 
of the clerks at the post offi ce, the indignity of being sideswiped 
by a black SUV bristling with bumper stickers declaring their love 
of guns and allegiance to the new president—reminds us that we 
now live in Dutertopia. If the Japanese have kaizen, the philosophy 
of continuous improvement, we have the opposite, whatever it is 
called: things just get worse every day. 

The news is not good. At the top of the list are the extrajudicial 
killings, often abbreviated snazzily as “EJK,” which makes it sound 
harmless, like a medical condition. But to press a point, ours is a 
country without a death penalty, so there is no such thing as a judicial 
killing. These are murders, pure and simple. They continue, every 
day; many news outlets have been keeping a running tally. This, and 
other aspects of Mr. Duterte’s obsession with drugs and drug addicts 
in general, are chilling. He has said, during the State of the Nation 
address, no less, that methamphetamine addicts have shrunken 
brains and are beyond rehabilitation. Drug addicts, furthermore, 
are “contagious” and turn into pushers who get their friends hooked 
on drugs. Photos of overcrowded prisons have started to circulate, 
which further bolsters his solution: to simply kill them, like carriers 
of a plague.

We tend to think that our friends think like us: that’s why they’re 
our friends, after all. So when intelligent, kind, generous people, 
with whom we have shared many meals and laughter, declare that 
they are not just okay with the new politics of violence, but that 
it’s good for the country, we can’t help but feel betrayed. It’s like 
discovering that they believe the world is fl at. And then we begin to 
discover that more people than we think believe that this president 
is a great man, and that what he is doing is benefi cial and the sight 
of a dead “drug lord” is a beautiful thing. This is the point at which 
we begin to wonder if we’re the only sane people left in the country, 

and whether the walls of the madhouse are to hold us in or keep the 
world outside. 

This is the dark side of our people’s ability to quickly form 
collective movements; 30 years ago the empathetic euphoria took 
on a dictator, successfully, and was given the term “people power.” 
It is the same ability to convince ourselves and others that gave a 
candidate, who won with less than 40 percent of the offi cial vote, the 
mandate of a 91 percent trust rating in a survey done shortly after his 
proclamation. Even by the standards of a newly elected president, 
these are high numbers. The presidential communications team has 
had no hesitation in trumpeting these numbers to their advantage, 
nor in casting detractors as an #EnemyofChange. (The coming 
polling numbers in October is likely to bring a less buoyant vision, 
but the more ardent supporters can be somewhat selective in their 
choice of which facts to highlight.)

Since then, Mr. Duterte has parlayed his political capital into a 
public acceptance of his war on drugs; he has overcome formidable 
resistance both in government and in the populace to allow 
Marcos’s burial in the National Heroes’ Cemetery; and he’s begun a 
process of charter change that would break the Philippines up into 
self-governing states (i.e., federalism) and change the government 
to a parliamentary system, albeit one with an elected president. He 
has also goaded the military to try and come at him with a coup 
d’etat, threatened to impose Martial Law in response to a rebuke by 
the Supreme Court, and called the U.S. ambassador a putangina on 
public television. 

Fewer people (than one would have thought) are disturbed by 
this. At a rally against the Marcos burial only a few thousand—
reported by the New York Times as “hundreds”—showed up, an 
embarrassingly poor showing that further weakened the opposition. 
At a certain point all the handwringing eventually peters away, 
because our wrists are exhausted; all the keyboard warriors stop 
typing because their fi ngers are numb; all the voices of dissent stop 
shouting because there’s no one shouting with them. 

This gradual acceptance of the status quo is a slow plummet 
to the bottom. Only automatons can go on without a break; only 
true zealots don’t stop to question themselves. We begin to wonder 
if popular wisdom has been right all along. Perhaps this really is 
what the country needs. Human rights are for sissies and the 
squeamish, and a purge is a necessary sacrifi ce to rid the country 
of the twin vices of drugs and corruption. We have been blind, so 
blind all along, to how China and the previous administration was 
turning this country into a narco-state. It’s probably just rival gangs 
offi ng one another, so even if it’s bloody it’ll be the good guys who 
are left standing. The US and other prim fi nger-wagging fi rst world 
countries know nothing of the realities of our grinding poverty and 
the grim reality of drug use that have broken up families and turned 
good men into murderers. 

When frustration and futility turn to indifference, the self-
justifi cation starts to kick in. Look, Marcos’s body isn’t even a body, 
it’s just a wax fi gurine, and it’s all just symbolic, after all. Let it 
be done, so we can get on with our lives. Allow the president his 
personal obsession if he can deliver on his promises to instill the 
fear of God in the predatory government bureaux who make our 
lives hell. Maybe he’ll even succeed, and heaven knows, there is 
nothing to like about crystal meth. This is change worth pursuing. 
How wonderful, how blissful it feels to surrender, to stop fi ghting 
it, to accept the premises of Dutertopia. It feels, ironically, like 
letting morphine course through the body: no more anger, no more 
frustration, let daddy take care of things. He’s on your side and he’ll 
keep the bad people away.

h
 ow long must we go on being

ot a rhetorical question: being outraged is hard
in the morning, check our social media feeds, c



In a warped, oddball way, this is fi nally the idea-based politics 
that the Philippines has been lacking. We don’t actually have a 
divide between Democrat and Republican, between Liberal and 
Conservative, between far-right and socialist. Yes, our parties do 
have platforms, perfunctorily, but our election politics is largely 
personality-based. But the main fault line in our democracy is the 
polarization between people who believe in government institutions 
who operate within a system of checks and balances, and those 
who believe in a more effi cient, autocratic, authoritarian system 
of governemnt. And the failure of institutions during the previous 
administration has swung the pendulum toward authoritarianism. 

To a certain extent I understand the supporters of Mr. Duterte. 

Most of them want the same things that I do: safe streets, trains 
that run on time, and a sense of sovereignty. They believe in the 
“Singapore model” of discipline, order, and hierarchical leadership. 
I could even come to an agreement with them on some points if 
only Mr. Duterte’s administration were not one of such grinding 
stupidity, and his tactics so bullying, and his most outspoken 
supporters so vile. They are unable to understand that opposition 
is an integral part of how running a country works, and that those 
who disagree are just as much patriots as them, and simply see a 
different path out of the woods. 

Instead of debate and dialogue, disagreement and dissent are 
dealt with using the tactics of the schoolground bully: threats, 
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sometimes carried out, of physical harm, rape, murder. Online, 
they engage in the worst possible behavior, swarming the feeds and 
accounts of their dissenters with ad hominem attacks; they use lies 
and half-truths to fuel their arguments, and they are impervious to 
considering opposing views. “So what are you going to do about it? 
Oh, are you going to cry?  Go on, run to the Commission on Human 
Rights, run to the UN and hide behind their skirts.” But why would 
they act otherwise, when their hero employs these tactics himself 
and carries himself with sarcastic braggadocio and channels Hugo 
Chavez in his dealings with diplomats, when he lashes out at critics 
by calling out their personal lives. Worryingly, he has alienated the 
Philippines’ biggest strategic ally, the United States, not just by 
insulting their president, but forgoing important bilateral talks in 
a childish sulk. He has also lashed out at the UN and the EU for 
daring to criticize the effectiveness and methods of his drug war. 

In every confl ict it is worth looking for the humanity in one’s 
adversaries, and I would like to think that most of Mr. Duterte’s 
supporters are people who have the country’s best interests at 
heart, but see a different, darker, harsher form of government than 
the one I want. At the far end of the spectrum are the trolls and 
extremists, rumored to be paid to use social media to attack, but 
perhaps—and I’m honestly not sure which is worse—not paid, and 
simply hateful people dripping with vitriol and willing to stoop 
to the lowest depths of dirty trickery and foul language to keep 
dissenters in line. At the moment there is simply no communication 

going on between the factions of those who support the president 
and his administration, and those who are critical of it. To even dare 
raise objections gets one labeled as an “enemy of change,” and are 
punished by online shaming and harassment—and they are no less 
hurtful for being online. 

For those who support the president and his methods, I must 
ask: Where is your moral compass? Where is your basic sense of 
decency and humanity? Do you believe that the end justifi es the 
means? Because if so then I have news for you: This is not the story 
arc of a television show. There is no end in politics: it goes on and 
on and turns into history. The various means available to do things: 
the way we build a society, the way we disagree, the way we choose 
to solve problems; these are all we have. 

Those of us who believe that government should be run as a set 
of institutions that collide because they must, and impose checks 
and balances against one another can very well see the merits of the 
opposing point of view that a single strong leader with a compliant 
government could work in certain circumstances, with the right 
person. But Mr. Duterte is not that person. Even as he reaches his 
fi rst 100 days, this is patently obvious. He is a bully and a narcissist; 
he has no regard for human life and basic morality; his obsession 
with the war on drugs precludes his involvement in other pressing 
internal and external matters that bore him and will be delegated 
to the incompetent or the corrupt; and he brings out the worst in 
both his supporters and his detractors. He is simply the wrong man 
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for the job, and even his most fanatic devotees should pause for a 
moment and check in with their humanity at the most basic level. 

Worryingly, while the outraged middle classes are busy being 
aghast at the incivility of it all, and fi ghting ideological battles about 
the Marcos burial, he has quietly been amassing more power for 
himself. His fi rst executive order as president is a reorganization of 
the Executive Department that creates a narrow hierarchy with one 
of his closest aides at the top. He has proposed a tenfold increase in 
the budget of the Offi ce of the President. He has also asked Congress 
to sign off on a fuller reorganization act of the various bureaux and 
departments of the government—an alarming proposition, given his 
alliances and intents. This has happened only four times in the past: 
1935, 1946, 1972, and 1987; if you think about those dates closely you 
will understand the kind of sea change that is imminent. And not 
least of all, hovering over all of this, is his plan to move toward a 
federal and parliamentary system of government; again, I am open 
to the idea, but under different circumstances: this is not the right 
time, and this is not the right man.

The popularity of the president and the willingness of his 
supporters to abandon common sense and openness to debate and 
dissent has become a magnet for a power play among the political elite 
that will change the landscape of Philippine politics for generations. 
The most obvious is, of course, the move toward a dictatorship; 
this will not be opposed by the majority of the politicians as long as 
they have a seat at the table. The ousting of Leila de Lima as justice 
committee chairperson in the Senate proves that Mr. Duterte and 
the oligarchic coalition behind him have the numbers for it. More 

importantly, he has if not the support, then at least the consent, 
of the people. Through a clever use of propaganda, fake news, 
appeals to emotion, distortion of facts, and simply making things 
too confusing for people to follow and understand, there is popular 
support for authoriarian rule. It is amazing how quickly things have 
moved: we are just approaching the new president’s fi rst 100 days, 
and Dutertopia is already here. Was our democracy so weak, that 
it be so easily felled in one quick blow? Was our resentment at the 
elite so strong and so easily channele d? Are we so blind, so easily 
swayed by rhetoric of violence, so easily cowed, so quick to fall in 
line and obey?

How long, then, must we go on being outraged? How long before 
we act? We can take it lying down, or we can take it on our knees; 
either way, we’ll be screwed, just in a different way. The only way not 
to be is to be on our feet and fi ghting; but the opposition is scarce 
and scraggly, we don’t have the numbers, and we don’t have a leader 
behind whom we can rally. The safest recourse is to wait, and make 
feeble protests, the kind we make when someone else offers to pay 
for the bill. But the safest option might not be the best one, and even 
as a despot shows his true colors he is less and less easily unseated. 
We will grow less safe, our government less democratic, our country 
less civil. 





A  M O D E S T  P R O P O S A L
F O R  O U R  T I M E S

Borders, whether a great wall or nine dashes on a map, have one 
message: Keep out.

B Y  J O H N  H .  R I C H A R D S O N
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RUMP IS RIGHT. We must build the Wall.
I say this as a classic liberal journalist, fl anked by my awards from 

Planned Parenthood and the pro-labor Sidney Hillman Foundation. 
Like most liberals, my fi rst reaction to the Wall was disgust. How 

un-American!
Then I went to the border. 
For seven days and seven nights I wandered the desert, speaking to 

the people of the border towns. I crossed the international line and went 
to the places where the dead are found. All that time, the Wall was a prion 
in my brain.

Even in draft form, the Wall was already disrupting alliances and 
unsettling old assumptions. Was it sparked by globalism? Free trade? 
Capitalism? Racism? Prescription narcotics? Fox News? Would the 
Republican party survive? Would NATO survive? Would Breitbart survive? 
What were the blogs saying? 

But the more I traveled, the less sense anything made.
And fi nally, on the seventh day, blasting down the 10 into Texas at 75 

miles an hour with the windows open and Pat Benatar on the radio, clarity 
and that kick-ass chorus arrived at the exact same moment:

Why don’t you hit me with your best shot,
Hit me with your best shot,
Fire away!
And so I entered the Spirit of the Wall, and saw that the Wall is good.

EGIN AT the border towns, approaching people at random 
to reduce the selectivity bias that blindfolds so many in these 
partisan times. 

Here’s Mike Pommerenke, an old guy power walking on the 
shoulder of the road in Amado, Arizona, just 30 miles from the Mexican 
border. His answer bursts out of him like something under pressure:

“I say build the wall! They should not be checking them to see if they’re 
criminals and then letting ’em go—that’s bullshit. They’re a criminal being 
here. I don’t see what the discussion is. Put the wall up, send ’em all back.”

“I’m a Trump man,” Pommerenke adds unnecessarily. “If he don’t win, 
I’m not voting.”

The woman walking with him is his aunt, Kathy Kingsrud. She looks 
like a retired schoolteacher except for the Air Force bomber jacket. “We 
gotta stop this mess,” she agrees. “I don’t like them being on our welfare 
system and getting all the benefi ts that we have a hard time getting.”

Two hundred and sixty miles east in Columbus, New Mexico, bitter 
feelings about the border go back to Pancho Villa’s raid in 1916. At the 
old train depot, a grizzled man called Jack mans the counter of the local 
historical society, wisps of hair fl oating out from under his fl oppy Western 
hat. In the next room there is a safe with Mexican bullet holes and a 
diorama of the ruined town. “Am I in favor of Donald Trump? I am, all 
right. I’m a Trumper. I think he will be very good for the country.”

The existing fence is a joke, Jack says. “The El Paso sector is an open 
door. I don’t care what Rick Perry says, he’s allowed it. They all have, same 
with Ted Cruz. There’s places you can just walk across.”

He goes on: Catch and release must end. Border crossers should be 
taken right back to the border, sanctuary cities should stop subverting 
the law, illegals should be denied medical care and education and food 
stamps. “They should be denied all of that. They’re not citizens—they’re 
not entitled to the benefi t of being one.”

B
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But these are old white people. What about someone with deeper roots 
in the area? Perhaps even, who knows, someone brown? 

I head to Nogales, Arizona, a cozy little town tumbling over the rolling 
desert hills at the border, where the road ends in an 18-foot fence and a 
gate that recalls the glory days of Soviet architecture in Africa. The fence 
climbs up and down the jagged hillsides like a Dr. Seuss drawing if Dr. 
Seuss were a sad, morbid man who had been traumatized as a child by 
Stalin. And here’s Chris Jimenez, who has lived on the American side all 
his life: born here, young, scruffy, and casual, a Bernie bro for sure. His 
opinion of the border crossers?

“They’re taking our jobs,” he says. 
But, um, don’t migrants just take the crappy jobs 

Americans don’t want?
“Down here in Nogales, we have produce,” Jimenez says. 

“And when they send the fruit or vegetables from across 
the border, they repack everything here. So there’s a lot of 
people from across the border, and they get a visa but they 
don’t have a permit to work, and the packers hire them. And 
they pay half, like four bucks an hour. So if I go there 
and I try to get a job, they’re like, ‘Oh, no, we don’t need 
people right now.’ ”

People in his community are angry about it, for sure. 
“Like, everybody,” he says. But surely Jimenez is an anomaly. 

Here’s another Hispanic dude just outside the border 
gate, Javier Velez. He’s in his fi fties and has also lived here 
his whole life, but he just became a naturalized citizen 
ten years ago. He must understand the plight of the 
undocumented. What does he think of Trump’s Wall?

“It would be a good thing,” he says. “You can divide 
both countries—you know where the United States is and 
where Mexico is.”

The threat to jobs is real, Velez says. “It’s not fair,” he 
says. “I think it’s not fair.”

He even likes Trump, kind of. “I don’t know, he speaks 
a lot of truth.”

This was a constant theme all along the border. Anglos 
were more sympathetic to the border crossers and often 
spoke of compassion, but seven out of ten Hispanics 
wanted strict enforcement—even the ones who didn’t speak 
English. Here’s Arturo Vargas, a 50-year-old American 
citizen who listens with a puzzled expression to my high 
school Spanish. Finally, he gets it. “Sí, la barda.”

Meaning “Yes, a wall.”
“Qué piensa usted?”
With a gentle, musing expression on his face, Vargas says 

the idea does sound un poco media racista and he certainly 
gets that, but the fact is you’ve got to stop the illegals. He’s 
quite fi rm on that point. “No me gusta que pasan sin papeles 
porque cuando nosotros estamos aquí bien con papeles, ellos vienen muchas veces 
y hacen cosas que no deben de hacer. Y por ellos la llevamos nosotros que somos 
de desendencia mexicana.”

Which means, in rough translation, Fuck those people without 
papers—let ’em get in line. 

HAT KIND of wall could relieve these frustrations? As Javier 
Velez pointed out, the existing fence here in Nogales—which 
cost $4.21 million a mile—is easy to climb. It’s made out of metal 
tubes 18 feet tall, so people can just grab the tubes and scoot up. 

There’s five feet of cement underneath that’s pretty easy to tunnel 
under—the Border Patrol has already discovered about 50 tunnels, 
some with roads and railroad tracks. In Tijuana, people cross in a vast 
complex of storm drains.

For decades, even this kind of fencing has been a struggle. They 
started in 1990 with 14 miles along the California coast. That helped in 
California but pushed a 600 percent rise of migrants in the badlands of 
Arizona, causing an alarming increase in migrant deaths. George W. Bush 
promised seven hundred miles of super-duper double-layer fence in the 
Secure Fence Act of 2006, waiving the Clean Water Act, the Clean Air Act, 
the National Historic Preservation Act, the Endangered Species Act, the 
National Environmental Policy Act, the Coastal Zone Management Act, 

and the Migratory Bird Treaty Act—which gives a sense of the regulatory 
hurdles any serious waller faces. Bush ended up with just 32 miles of his 
fence by the time he left offi ce, much of it around Yuma. Still the people 
stream through to work the vegetable fi elds, and some keep going.

For many people these days, even trying to imagine the Wall is morally 
wrong. When an architecture group called for a design competition 
recently, people protested, saying even rough sketches would get the site  
into Albert Speer territory. “It was just as if they were trying to design 
a guillotine, like in the French Revolution,” one says. “We can’t be your 
co-conspirators.” The woman who built Trump Tower—Barbara Res, the 
fi rst female skyscraper construction supervisor in New York—refused to 

even speculate. “The whole thing is foolish,” she told me. 
“He knows it’s ridiculous, it’s environmentally impossible, 
but he still says it.” This is how Trump always worked, she 
said, selling the sizzle when he literally didn’t have a steak—
he got Trump Steaks from real meatpackers and rebranded 
them. When he was building the Trump SoHo, he blew 
so much smoke about how fabulous it was and how many 
thousands of buyers he had lined up, which pumped up the 
price even though it was not true, he ended up getting sued 
by his buyers for “fraudulent enticement.” 

But Trump has gotten pretty specifi c about the Wall. 
He said it would be made of concrete panels “probably 
35 to 40 feet,” maybe as high as ninety, and he ruled out 
fencing altogether. “A wall is better than fencing, and it’s 
much more powerful. It’s more secure. It’s taller.” He said 
he would only build about 1,000 miles of it because of the 
mountains and littoral areas. It’s not clear whether he 
would tear down the existing fence, or try to wall the most 
diffi cult and remote areas.

“Would it be thin?” Res asked. Concrete panels, like the 
ones they use as sound barriers on highways, are generally 
just a few inches thick. “They’d just put ladders over it. 
You’d have to have a road in the middle like the Great Wall 
of China.”

That’s the idea. The Great Wall—25 feet high, 13,000 
miles long—preserved the traditional Chinese way of life 
for 500 years. These things have to be built on a massive 
scale—powerful enough, as Trump says, to deliver the 
proper message.   

When Bush was building his fence in 2007, Mexicans 
attacked Border Patrol agents with guns and molotov 
cocktails. In some places, drug smugglers and coyotes have 
crashed one car after another into the fence, 10 cars in one 
case, trying to open up a hole. In other areas, smugglers 
stand there brazenly in broad daylight and hacksaw through 
the metal tubes. By some estimates, the coyote business is 
the second-largest illegal business in Mexico. This thing is 

going to have to have a lot of guard towers. 

RIVE EAST from El Paso, slide under the soaring bridges of the 
border gate and 10 miles along on a four-lane highway with a no-
man’s-land of barbed wire and railroad tracks on the Mexican side. 
When it turns north, take local roads down a long stretch of muffl er 
shops and daycare centers with names like Los Tres Mosqueteros. 

The towns are called Socorro, San Elizario, Tornillo. The emerald and 
vermilion houses across the border are echoed in the colors here too, the 
Mexican culture bleeding across. The fence shutters through the trees 
and houses on the passenger-side window—until fi nally, across a grove of 
pecan trees, it just stops. 40 miles from El Paso, the only thing between 
Mexico and America is an irrigation ditch.

Out comes a kindly old gentleman named Marty Martinez. He’s had 
a little wood frame retreat in this cluster of houses for most of his life. “I 
myself caught a load of marijuana right there,” he says. “There’s three guys 
hauling bags, and I said, ‘Uh-oh, there’s a load coming across.’ ”

What did he do?
“Call the Border Patrol.”
And if they came back looking for revenge?
“I wish they would. I’d blast the hell out of ’em.”
Martinez is a former combat Marine and former Customs agent. He 
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owns a rifl e and sleeps with a .45 auto under his pillow. But he doesn’t seem 
angry, just amused. For years, he says, the migrants would knock at his 
mother’s door for food or water. Sometimes he found them sleeping in his 
truck. They’d come up while he was sitting at a campfi re—Psst, psst, could 
you share the fi re? They had a rendezvous point over there by that salt 
cedar tree and they’d want to hide till their ride arrived. His mother would 
feed them, she’s a good soul.

What would he do? “Call the sheriff.”
Standing by the irrigation ditch in a fl oppy fi eld hat, leaning on a hoe, 

Martinez glances over the rolling hills to the mountains that fade out in 
the distance in shades of blue—pausing, as Westerners often do, to take 
the vastness of the landscape into account. “This has been one of the 
favorite smuggling areas since time began. They used to smuggle, back 
in the thirties, canela—what’s canela called in English? Cinnamon. It was 
prohibited in Mexico. My grandfather was involved in that. And during 
Prohibition they brought liquor.”

Things have calmed down since last year, he says. That’s when they 
extended the fence and beefed up the Border Patrol. But the drug gangs 
still keep their product in warehouses right across those fi elds, and he 
hears automatic fi re at night, AK-47’s and probably AR-15’s. They dump 
the bodies between those two mountains.

He shrugs off Trump’s more hostile comments about Mexicans. “The 
Mexican government won’t allow people to go in there and live wherever 
they want to. They’re more 
racist than we are, probably.” 

And he’s all for the Wall—
or, as he calls it, the Tortilla 
Curtain. 

“Like Trump said, let’s 
make it 50 feet tall. Let’s go 
up as high as it can.”

ES! BUILD the Wall! 
Build the Wall! This 
guy has drug mules 
in his yard! Imagine 
living across a pecan 

grove from the killing 
fi elds of Juárez! A few days 
ago a Mexican TV crew 
caught smugglers going 
over the fence with drugs in 
backpacks and the smugglers 
were pissed that their daily 
routine had been disrupted 
by a damn TV crew—stop 
fi lming if you know what’s good for you, you media buffoons.

But now peel back another layer. Drive down 20 miles of two-lane 
blacktop and past one checkpoint and you get to a speck of a town called 
Sasabe, Arizona. 10 houses? 20? All dusty brown stucco like windowed 
extrusions of the desert itself. Then there’s a ditch and a rise where there’s 
a border gate like a little police station straddling a road. The fence goes off 
into the rolling brown desert for about three miles in each direction. The 
guards say it’s quiet here now. A Border Patrol helicopter passes overhead, 
coming in from the Baboquivari Mountains, which rise up almost 8,000 
jagged feet.

At the only store in town, an elegant straight-backed woman named 
Deborah Grider runs the register. She’s a fourth-generation Sasaban and 
wary of strangers. “If people come in here, I take their money,” she says. “I 
don’t ask questions.”

Is it dangerous?
“Do you feel danger?”
And the Wall?
“I don’t know what it means. What does he mean, exactly?”
She says she’s never had a problem “ever, ever.” People do come in 

looking for water. They get stranded out in the desert and they see the 
light, the only light for miles around. Sometimes they haven’t eaten for 
four or fi ve days and they think they’re only three miles from Phoenix 
because the coyotes lied to them. By that time, they’re usually ready to 

give themselves up. She calls Border Patrol, calls their families to let them 
know they’re alive. She feeds them.

With a cool look, she nods to a tip jar on the counter. She’s collecting 
money for something. A button on it reads no mas muertes.

(Who knows what it means, something in Spanish.)
Grider is not alone. At least half the people along the border express 

sympathy for the migrants. Some are ideological liberals, naturally. “To 
me, the Republican party’s always looking for some distraction because 
the majority of the people benefi t from the Democratic party’s agenda,” 
says Milan Plecas, a waiter in an upscale restaurant in El Paso. But even 
people who are for the Wall are sympathetic to the migrants—Kathy 
Kingsrud’s full comment the day she was power walking was “I say put the 
wall up, but I’m also compassionate for the people that are already here.” 
Meaning she doesn’t agree with the mass-deportation idea, which almost 
makes her a Democrat. Phrases like “hardworking people looking for a 
better life” and “fl eeing a terrible situation” come up over and over. 

And in Nogales, Chris Jimenez didn’t stop with his complaints about 
Mexicans stealing jobs and lowering wages. Unable to get one of the 
repacking jobs, he said, he took a position at a local funeral home. One 
of his tasks was going out to the desert to pick up the bodies of migrants. 
He did this about 25 times. “And that’s when I started like, ‘Oh, man, poor 
people, they tried to cross the fence to get a new life and they’re risking 
their lives and everything.’ ”

Even Marty Martinez 
is all for resettling illegals. 
“We displace a lot of their 
governments,” he points out.

This spirit is deep in 
the culture of the border, 
just as deep as the desire 
for the Wall. There are 
dozens of activist groups 
like the Border Patrol 
Victims Network assisting 
migrants. This week’s theme 
at the Tucson alternative 
paper is the border and 
“resistance,” and it’s full of 
lines like “border dogs on 
leashes are snapping at your 
child’s shoulder in your own 
home.” The former mayor 
of Laredo said a wall would 
destroy his town, keeping 
out the Mexicans who make 
up 40 percent of the local 
economy. “Am I going to 

close the door on them and put up a wall?” Students at the University 
of Texas Brownsville protested a fence that would divide their campus. 
Even Ted Cruz released a statement that said we should help feed migrant 
children, “a compassionate response that embodies American values.” The 
ideal of a more welcoming America has also been part of the story of the 
West, and people down here are willing to fi ght for it.

So maybe the real problem isn’t sanctuary cities. It’s sanctuary 
citizens. We might have to ban them, too.

HE FARTHER you go, the more complicated things get, and there’s 
an overwhelming urge to leave out the people who don’t fi t into boxes.  
Like Jeanine Whittaker, paused now along the highway a couple 
dozen miles from a Mexican town called Palomas. She’s collecting 
cans. It pays for gas and she has three discs out in her back, which 

is why she had to give up her job at Walmart. She’s lived here 10 years, in 
Socorro before that, Michigan originally. She has a kind, wrinkled face and 
she is not a Trump supporter at all. He’s “a terrible thing for America,” she 
says. She has compassion for the migrants, who are mostly families and 
people looking for work. When she goes rock hunting up in the Three 
Sisters—that’s them right there in the distance—hunting for carnelians 
and hematite, she sees them all the time, poor things, with their bundles of 
clothes and tired children. When they ask for water, she gives them water.

Y
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But the drug dealers are a problem. Car theft is high. So is burglary, 
especially being on a highway here, and you can tell when it’s illegals 
’cause they’ll leave the guns. Even schoolkids get dragged into it. The local 
school buses Mexican kids from the border—it’s a tradition, they’ve done 
it for years—but recently some kid got caught with a brick of pot in his 
backpack. “And a couple times, I think it was last year, illegals got on the 
school bus and the driver was too afraid to say anything, drove ’em all the 
way into town.” Worst off are the ranchers who have land along the border. 
“They’re petrifi ed. Something has to be done.”

A Wall?
“Well, I think, probably, yeah.”
Then there’s this guy Bob Howger, a 64-year-old white 

man in a McDonald’s parking lot in Nogales who says he’ll 
vote for Trump. “Politicians bullshit us all the time. I’m sick 
of it. Most people seem to be. Maybe we’re fi nally getting to 
where we don’t put up with this crap anymore.”

But Howger hates even the idea of a wall. “It should be 
an open border. Why do people need to have a fence to keep 
’em out or keep ’em in? It’s ridiculous. I wanna go wherever 
I wanna go, I’m an earthling. Why do you gotta have the 
government tell you what you can and cannot do? Most of 
them are unqualifi ed to run their own life. Just leave me alone.”

These people represent an ornery strain of American 
individualism that swings from left to right and casts a 
suspicious eye on all forms of external restraint, including 
conventional notions of law and order and the social 
contract itself. To them, borders are just another form of big 
government—a sentiment your reporter regards with some 
sympathy. He spent his high school years 17 miles from the 
DMZ in Korea and came to associate border crossers with 
desperate refugees fl inging themselves on barbed wire. At 
18, he walked a Mexican hippie across the border and gave 
him a ride to L. A., which seemed like a friendly thing to 
do. For years, he employed a Guatemalan to cut his lawn 
and never asked for papers, which would have seemed 
rude—plus, minor point, the U. S. overthrew the gardener’s 
reform-minded leader and plunged his homeland into a 
nightmare of death. 

“I’m more free in Mexico, my friend, than I am here,” 
Jack the historian continued. “I can go down there, sit in 
a bar, smoke a cigarette, and drink beer. Can’t do that here. 
I don’t have to put on a seat belt. Cops up here go out of 
their way to give tickets. I don’t like cops. I don’t like getting 
stopped 30 miles north of the border, and I’m offended by 
somebody asking what’s my citizenship.”

Gradually, a strange pattern emerges. Those who 
ignore the Jeanine Whittakers and Bob Howgers to focus 
on the partisans of either side will never see this pattern, 
but Trump sees it—or maybe he feels it, vibrating at him 
through the crowds. It’s one of the things that make him a visionary.

Here’s a Border Patrol offi cer manning the crossing at Nogales. “I’m a 
citizen, I get to have an opinion—don’t shoot me, but I like Trump.” 

But an actual wall, no way. “It’s not gonna solve the problem. The only 
way to solve it is to station one of us every hundred feet from California 
to Brownsville.” 

Here’s Jack, all for Trump except for that one little detail: “I’m bigger 
on aerial surveillance, drone surveillance, and obeying the laws that are 
on the books.”

Here’s Marty Martinez: “He thinks he’s going to build it, but it takes 
too much money, and anything the president wants has to go through 
Congress, plus there’s rivers and Indian reservations—too many 
mountains, too many snakes.”

This is just a few weeks before the Border Patrol union board endorses 
Trump, and even they don’t think Trump will build a wall—instead, 
he’ll “embrace the ideas of rank-and-fi le Border Patrol agents rather 
than listening to the management yes-men who say whatever they are 
programmed to say.” 

According to more and more smart people, it seems, Trump himself 
doesn’t really believe in the Wall. “Trump’s statements are not intended 
to be ‘true’ or ‘false,’ ” writes the National Review. “They’re not intended 
to represent what he actually believes.” According to Salon, Trump 
represents “the widespread acceptance of bullshit as the legitimate 

political discourse.” After he endorsed torture, one of his own policy 
advisors dismissed his statement as mere politics. This pattern fl ows 
through all his proposals. The health care that was going to be better than 
Obamacare turned out to be warmed-over GOP boilerplate about gutting 
state insurance regulations. Sympathy for the worker ended with the usual 
tax cuts for the rich. And 50 percent of undocumented migrants in the 
U. S. overstay their visas, which a wall would do nothing to change. But 
those are details for people who grub after details, the same people who 
told us that macroeconomics meant that losing our factories didn’t matter 
because we could now shop for less at Walmart.

Trump has blasted past all of that. He’s gone full American. He’s 
operating on the level of myth. In a beaten-down time of 
anxiety and depression, he’s throwing out a bold new vision. 
His Wall is Marilyn on the grate, the hunt for Moby Dick, 
Marlon Brando on his motorcycle, a pure American image 
shot in CinemaScope by Cecil B. DeMille. It’s a manifesto in 
a single word, a pure idea—and God knows it’s been a long 
time since America has had a pure idea.

O WHAT will Trump decide when he consults with 
the people who know best? What will the Wall look 
like in drab reality? I reach out and word comes 
back: Talk to Sam Sadler. He is the rank-and-fi le 
Border Patrol agent who, now that he’s retired, says 

what the weenies in management are afraid to say. Nobody 
knows the border better than he does.

Now here’s Sadler, sitting in his garage in Deming, New 
Mexico, surrounded by circular saws and drill presses and 
memorabilia from 25 years in the Border Patrol, his coffee 
cup perched on the end of a stepladder.  He “bleeds green,” 
as they say—grew up in a Texas border town called Del Rio, 
learned Spanish at the knee of a Mexican nanny, fi lled out 
the application card at 17, mustered in at 19, and got sent 
straight to Chula Vista, California, the “war zone.” This 
was in ’87, when the Border Patrol had fewer than 3,000 
agents and hundreds of migrants would mass on the line 
for “banzai runs.” In Moody Canyon, at the Soccer Field, 
at Lalo’s Crossing and Memo Lane, they’d come down the 
cliffs by the hundreds, rocks falling around them, and when 
they hit bottom you blast the lights and it’s an explosion of 
bodies. One time, he arrested 80 people all by himself. You 
sat them down and called transport to get them out before 
the next wave hit. When Operation Gatekeeper slowed that 
down in the nineties, the hot spot moved to Deming. Forty 
agents covered 47 miles of border and there was nothing 
to stop the crossers, not even barbed wire. On the Mexican 
side, they were throwing up hotels for the migrants. Sadler 
moved there and rose to watch commander. In 2006, his 

team made 42,600 arrests.
All this leaves Sadler, like so many members of the Border Patrol, 

sympathetic to the idea of the Wall. “Good fences make good neighbors” 
is his instant response.

So yeah, he’s all for the Wall.
But not an actual wall—that makes no sense. “If it’s a thousand feet 

high,” he says, “they’ll go underneath it. If it’s a thousand feet deep, they’ll 
go around it. If it’s a thousand miles long, they’ll go through it. A wall by 
itself doesn’t work.”

He’s been thinking about this his whole life, so the answers burst out 
of him. Sure, there are places where a physical fence will be effective—in 
a high-traffi c area with lots of houses butting up against the fence, use 
whatever works: fence, wall, landing mat, crushed cars, climbproof chain-
link, square tubing, horizontal railroad rails, concrete bollard barriers. 
But then they dig tunnels, so you’ve got to be able to detect the tunnels, 
too. It comes down to boots on the ground. And out in the more rural 
areas where you don’t have the infrastructure to support the electricity 
for cameras, or the littoral areas where you can’t build a fence along the 
river’s edge, you use drones or underground sensors or satellite imagery. 
“Persistent impedance” is the Border Patrol’s goal, not perfection. 

What they need is enforcement, not letting people go and hoping 
they’ll show up in court. What they need is sophisticated radar systems 
like the one the Department of Defense once gave them to fight a 
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plague of ultralight aircraft, or the long-range acquisition-systems 
optics that give actual geo-coordinates—that stuff would be a game 
changer, but the military won’t share. “I’ll be quite frank,” Sadler says. 
“They think this threat just isn’t big enough to justify bringing the 
resources to bear.”

He’s right, of course. Until Trump, the default consensus among 
both conservatives and liberals was that zero tolerance cost too much. 
Liberals wanted amnesty, and conservatives, despite all their talk of 
securing the border, never wanted to spend the money.

All this bugs a guy like Sadler, the ultimate straight arrow. In his book, rules 
are rules. 

Do not joke with him 
about letting only the hot 
Latinas in, because he will 
give you a deadeye stare. “As a 
Border Patrol agent, the only 
hot woman is my wife.”

But Sadler’s thinking 
doesn’t stop with the hard 
line of the law. Several times 
he says that the greatest 
commandment is to love 
our neighbor as ourselves. 
When he tries to look at the 
big picture, he sounds almost 
pained. “When you have a 
draw that’s based on folks’ 
well-being—I mean, there 
are people that aren’t eating 
three square meals a day down 
there—you’re always gonna 
have those people who are 
willing to take the chance. 
The solution is Mexico. 
The government of Mexico 
becomes a government for 
the people. That’s the solution. 
Then you won’t need a wall.”

With this, I venture a 
personal question. Should I 
have asked my Guatemalan 
gardener for papers?

“I don’t know,” Sadler says. 
“You’re a private citizen. I 
don’t ask the guy who’s gonna 
work on my truck if he’s got 
documents or not.”

What about walking the 
Mexican hippie across the 
border?

There, Sadler draws the 
line. “That’s alien smuggling.  
Title 8- U.S.C.- Section 1324. 
It’s a felony.”

“I was 18.”
He controls a look of faint 

dismay. “You were 18,” he says, 
“and ignorance of the law is no 
excuse.”

A year and change after 
leaving the Border Patrol, he 
still grinds his teeth every night. 

RIVE ON, America, and the border will travel alongside you 
like a wound. Drive down the old Texas highway past Marfa, 
past Alpine, past Marathon, down to Big Bend National Park, 
where the naked mountains of West Texas tumble into the Rio 
Grande. No landscape in America is more remote and sublime. 

When the man who fought to make this a national park saw it for the 
fi rst time, he said it was as close as he’d come to the mind of God. The 

vast scale feels eternal, unworldly. On the Mexican side, a massive cliff 
of orange stone rises 1,500 feet high and goes on for miles, monumental 
and forbidding. The river took millions of  years to carve that cliff.

A sweet old park volunteer sighs. “People who support the wall have 
never been here.”

In the ’80s, she says, they used to joke about Sandinistas trying to 
climb down all that vertical stone. How out of touch the people back in 
the cities were with the scale of things down here! “SPACE,” the poet 
Charles Olson said. “I spell it large because it comes large here.” That’s 
the essential fact about America, which people looking at screens 

tend to forget.
At the base of the cliff, 

the Rio Grande is just a 
glittering ribbon ten feet 
across. Skip a stone and 
it lands in Mexico. Take 
a boat down this river 
through the Santa Elena 
Canyon and pitch a tent 
in the stretch where the 
cliff goes up on both 
sides, fifteen hundred feet 
straight up. Look up from 
your sleeping bag and 
see a river of stars—Big 
Bend is also a dark sky 
preserve, one of the rare 
places in the world where 
a premodern starscape 
can still be seen. A wall 
on that cliff so far above 
would be a cosmic joke, a 
child’s scribble on the face 
of creation. It would be the 
boot of big government on 
the neck of a swan, and the 
people who say they want 
it would be the first to start 
tearing it down. There will 
never be a wall here.

Which means there is 
only one alternative: Fill in 
Big Bend! Blast down the 
Baboquivari Mountains! 
Cede the littoral areas 
of Texas to Mexico! We 
cannot let our kind hearts 
and monistic yearnings 
dissuade us from the great 
task ahead. Build that Wall! 
Put a road down the middle 
and rotating turrets every 
hundred yards, buy the 
latest in motion detectors, 
put in gyms for the troops 
so they stay in shape, plate 
the whole thing in gold! 
How beautiful that we 
respond to troubled times 
with a great new project, 
a massive new dream! 

Goodbye Frontier, hello Wall! Let the migrants fear to approach! 
Let them tremble in awe! When the climate refugees start to come 
twenty or thirty years from now, imagine the heroic songs we’ll sing 
of the Guardians of the Wall and their last great battles. Hit me with 
your best shot! 

Trump has brought us the gift of clarity. To save the border, we must 
destroy it—or we must give up the beautiful dream of independence 
we once declared and bind ourselves ever closer to a world in deep 
trouble.

There is no other choice. 
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THE MUSE
There is hardly a more potent catalyst for creative forces than a woman. Some 

of the world’s greatest works of art were wrought in their names and likenesses, 
whether out of love, reverence, admiration, or fi xation. Such is the idea of a 
muse: woman as inspiration, and artist as both beholder and distiller of her 

beauty. Here, Costantino Zicarelli, Sheen Ochavez, and Joseph Tecson render 
as works of art this most quintessential subject: women we love.

women we love
10.16

A PORTRAIT BESIDE THE SEA
BY COSTANTINO ZICARELLI

Graphite on paper

“I started as we all did,” says Costantino 
Zicarelli. “Constantly drawing as a kid. I 

drew, drew, and drew even more.” He recalls 
winning second prize in a high school 

poster-making contest as one of his most 
signifi cant accomplishments as an artist, 
next to receiving a CCP Thirteen Artists 

Award in 2012. Today, Zicarelli uses graphite 
on paper, sculpture, and installation as 

his media for interpreting vast, complex, 
existentialist themes; referencing 

contemporary subcultures like heavy metal 
and science fi ction, mostly using dark and 
macabre imagery. But for this particular 

artwork, Zicarelli’s subject was much more 
intimate. “This is my favorite person in 

the whole wide world; she is my girlfriend, 
Nice,” he says, adding that along the way, he 

encountered a bit of an impasse with her. 
“We actually fought about this, because it 
was weird for me to portray her in a sexy 

way, and I didn’t want to draw her that way. 
So I thought of drawing this fi ctional girl. 
But she didn’t like that one bit.” Instead, 
the artist decided to take a 21st-century 

approach to unraveling his muse by drawing 
a portrait of her based a photo from

his phone.
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ANGEL Oil on canvas

SLOANE SQUARE Oil on canvas

women we love
10.16

SHEEN OCHAVEZ

Ever since she was a child, Sheen Ochavez was obsessed with drawing the human form. “I was not interested in drawing fl owers or trees,” she says. “I used to 
spend a lot of time drawing faces and women in their bikinis, especially when I was bored during lessons in school. My mother used to worry about it a lot.” 

But Ochavez didn’t expect to become an artist at fi rst—it came over time and after a period of restlessness. She was introduced to the works of old masters like 
Mantegna, Caravaggio, and Titian; and attended art schools in London and Boston, counting world-class artists among her mentors, and the likes of Euan Uglow, 
Jenny Saville, and Otto Dix among her infl uences. In these works, Ochavez’s muse is the modern woman—a representation rather than a single person. Through 

this combination of different people in one body, she speaks to the vulnerability of women in our time. “We all have different facets of our personality,” she 
says, “some of which we try to hide in order to conform to the social class that we belong to or to the environment in which we live, and in order to conform to 
the perception we have of ourselves and of others.” In the face of this vulnerability, Ochavez maintains and expresses in her works that women are strong and 

capable. That, she says, “is what makes us love them even more.”
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BOND STREET Oil on canvas
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UNTITLED BY JOSEPH TECSON
Oil on canvas

women we love
10.16
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All I learned about literature was what I read. ‘Pag poetry, si 
Cummings; ‘pag fi ction, si Ernest Hemingway or Fitzgerald 
or Faulkner. Magazines—that was where my eyes fi rst set 
themselves on Philippine literature. I started out as a poet, but 
gained earlier headway as a fi ctionist with my short stories. 

The most important thing, I think, for a writer, apart from the 
indefatigability of the spirit, is really imagination. 

I always see fresh genres as cyclical spin-offs in keeping 
with evolution and randomization. But the fundamentals 
of literature remain, as do the fundamental literary genres: 
poetry, fi ction, drama, essay. Add criticism, fi lm writing, and 
creative non-fi ction. Trends, particularly in this digital age ,will 
come and go. Parallel to this, the death knell for books sounded 
by the arrival of e-books is turning out to be a false alarm. 

I’m not quick to make judgments the way most people do.

Nothing is untouchable. Nothing is sacred. 

There’s a free-spiritedness in me, and that’s how and why I 
got out of religion. I was 15 when I declared myself agnostic. 
When I read Robert Ingersoll, that was when I told my dad I 
was not going to pray the rosary anymore. 

My friends say I could have made a good lawyer. I do think 
so in a rational step-by-step way, and I can divide issues, sub-
issues. I use the left side of the brain and the right side of the 
brain. I think I’m hermaphroditic that way. 

I’ve grown tough. I won’t turn the other cheek—lalaban ako. 
Bastusan na.

When you have a big breakup, you indulge in sport-fucking. 
I’m not very good at it. 

I practiced absolute fi delity for a good two decades. 

Booze sets the imagination free. 

I’m a cock-eyed optimist. If my confi dence is dented, I blame 
it on Mercury in retrograde. I blame it on malas. Oo, malas—
fate, planets, stars. A man’s got to believe in something! 

I’ve been lucky. 

Apart from the optimism, there’s also this fatalism in me. 

I wish I had more time.

What keeps me living is I know I’m not done yet with the 
creative work I want to do. 

Literature will always not just be relevant but prevalent and 
pervasive, even if or even as it keeps shooting out mutations 
as various sub-forms, e.g. spec fi c, chick lit, young adult, 
spoken word, rap, battle rap, indie fi lm shorts—all branches 
of a tree that keeps getting sturdier of trunk, taller of leafy 
branches, wider of shade.

If I’m not being read now, it’s my fault. 

I’m prepared for death, I guess. I’m more afraid of suffering. 
I would rather—even if I had all the money in the world—not 
lie on a hospital bed. Turn it off, save the money. Go party. 
It’s ridiculous. 

What else can you say when there’s supposed to be one story 
and one story only? 
 
I know what to write. I just don’t have the time. I just need a 
chapter and a half. I know where to put it. 

WHAT I’VE LEARNED
ALFRED A. YUSON

WRITER

INTERVIEWED BY SARGE LACUESTA
ILLUSTRATED BY EDD ARAGON 
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HEY HO, LET’S GO

10.16

STYLE

To r n  a n d  t h e n  p i e c e d  t o g e t h e r  a g a i n .  Z i p p e r,  p i n s ,  a n d  s t u d s . 
A l l - d ay  l e a t h e r.  D e n i m  a n d  eve n  m e s h .  S t o m p i n g  D o c s  a n d 

s h r e d d e d  C h u c ks .  Fo r t y  ye a r s  s i n c e  t h e  e m e r g e n c e  o f  p u n k , 
i t s  c o u n t e r c u l t u ra l  a t t i t u d e  a n d  i n -yo u r - fa c e  s t y l e  c o n t i n u e 

t o  s h a ke  u p  w h a t  m e n  we a r  t o d ay. 

A RT  BY 
CA R LO  V E RGA R A
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ROADRUNNER

CLOTHES BY 
VALENTINO
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STYLE
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SEARCH AND 
DESTROY

CLOTHES BY 
(FROM LEFT) 

COACH, 
GIVENCHY, 

AND BOTTEGA 
VENETA
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COME OUT 
AND PLAY

CLOTHES BY 
JOHN GALLIANO

STYLE
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STYLE

SHOULD I STAY 
OR SHOULD 

I GO

ON HIM: PANTS 
BY DSQUARED2 
ON HER: COAT 
AND BOOTS BY 

CHRISTIAN DIOR 
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STYLE
SHOT BY 

BOTH SIDES

ON HIM: 
CLOTHES BY 

LANVIN
ON HER: 

CLOTHES AND 
SHOES BY 

ALEXANDER 
WANG
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STYLE

MIGHTY AND 
SUPERIOR

CLOTHES BY 
(FROM LEFT) 

SAINT LAURENT 
AND LEMAIRE
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READY TO FALL

CLOTHES BY 
(FROM LEFT) 
MOSCHINO  
AND GOSHA 

RUBCHINSKIY
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STYLE

NO MORE 
HEROES

JACKET BY 
VALENTINO

STYLE
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STYLESTYLE
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STARING AT 
THE RUDE BOYS

CLOTHES 
BY (FROM 

LEFT) HAIDER 
ACKERMANN, 

BOTTEGA 
VENETA, PUBLIC 
SCHOOL, AND 

ALEXANDER 
MCQUEEN; 

OXFORDS BY 
BERLUTI
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This Way Out

BY  SASHA LIM UY
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Celebrit ies  have souls,  too,  and these entertainers  prove to  be just  as  deft  on canvas 
as  they are on stage or  on screen.  Can you match the artwork to  the artiste?
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Baron 
Geisler

Basti 
Artadi

Michael V Tom 
Rodriguez

Bangs
Garcia

Heart 
Evangelista

Solenn 
Heussaff

Xian 
Lim
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