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The play revolves around Dulce Corazon, a high school teacher, who is having a lesbian relationship with her student, Leslie Amor. The school principal has found out about the relationship and demands that she give it up. To dramatize Dulce’s dilemma, she is visited by the phantoms of the writers Virginia Woolf and Pat Califia. The following scene is the visit of her first girlfriend, in which she confronts their past. 

DULCE:
I just realized that I do not have anything to say to you.

BERNIE:
Then let me start.  I have seen now how the universe is really about patterns, and through mathematics, we are able to organize and systematize our ideas about patterns.

DULCE:
I am not your student anymore, Professor Ginawang.  I don't need your lecture.

BERNIE:
I'm not giving you a lecture.  Hear me out.  There are many things we discover when we are not encumbered by our bodies.

DULCE:
Are you a ghost?

BERNIE:
Not quite.  Like Pat, I am a phantom of your mind.  I had an accident three years ago, drunk driving.  That night was a celebration, I had finally passed my comprehensive exams.  Sayang, I was so excited to work on my dissertation on Chaos Theory.

DULCE:
Too bad.

BERNIE:
Well, I guess you could say I got my just desserts.  But the afterlife is so exciting.  You have the answers to life's biggest questions as if they were on CD-ROM, but it seems you have no use for it.  Unless somebody desperately needs an insight or two- like you.

DULCE:
I have not been desperate in a long time.

BERNIE:
Yes, but you gotta admit you're maul-ulaw.  Remember that things often look much more complicated from the inside.  It is only a matter of perspective.

DULCE:
You mean you wanted to simplify things when you dumped me?

BERNIE:
I didn't dump you, Dulce.  I left you because it was the only way I thought I could help you.

DULCE:
Hah!  I almost died of despair.  (shows Bernie the scar on her wrist)  Jesus, I was only 16 years old; you don't push a child off a cliff so that it would learn to fly.

BERNIE:
But you did learn to walk, and look at you now.

DULCE:
Yeah right.  If that makes you feel better about yourself.

BERNIE:
Yes it does, Dulce.  Think of where you might be now if we hadn't broken up...

DULCE:
We didn't break up.  You disappeared.  You lived up to your name.  I once thought it was so poetic -- "Ginawang" -- river.  I didn't realize it would eventually flow by me and go back to the sea.

BERNIE:
All right then, I deserted you.  I've taken full responsibility for that.  

DULCE:
I find that statement difficult to believe.  But it's all right, I should have seen it coming -- foreshadowing, you know.

BERNIE:
Whatever.

DULCE:
You could have told me why you were leaving me.

BERNIE:
I was afraid to hurt you.  You were so young.  

DULCE:
But you hurt me anyway.  Even more...

BERNIE:
I couldn't tell you.  You would not have understood.

DULCE:
Because I was so young?

BERNIE:
Because you would not have let me go.  You would have cried and cried and I wouldn't have been able to leave.

DULCE:
You made me believe that we were going to be together forever.

BERNIE:
Everyone who is in love wants it to last forever.  But it just couldn't work out for me.

DULCE:
I thought you were happy with me.

BERNIE:
I was...at first.  But after a while, I wanted something more.

DULCE:
More?  I gave you everything!

BERNIE:
But it was not enough.  I wanted to be with someone who stimulated me.  How could you have understood my passion?

DULCE:
I tried!

BERNIE:
But I couldn't even talk to you about Hadamard matrices.

DULCE:
Who cares about Hadamard matrices anyway?

BERNIE:
Exactly.  I cared.  But you could only understand Euclidean geometry, so to speak.

DULCE:
So you left me.

BERNIE:
There was someone else.  Someone who excited me, someone who could write elegant mathematical proofs.

DULCE:
You could have told me.

BERNIE:
I'm sorry...

DULCE:
It's too late now.

BERNIE:
It's not too late for you.

DULCE:
Yeah, right.

BERNIE:
Leslie's too young for you, Dulce.  Take it from me.

DUCLE:
I've taken enough shit from you.

BERNIE:
Bulag ka ba?  Give yourself a chance to be happy in an egalitarian relationship.  Think of a parallelogram as the ideal.

DULCE:
This is an egalitarian relationship.  We love each other equally.

BERNIE:
Why don't you pick on someone your own age?

DULCE:
And what?  Have her leave me because I'm not enough for her?  Because I don't have a Ph.D. in Chaos Theory or something?

BERNIE:
You don't need a Ph.D in anything to realize that this relationship with Leslie will not last.

DULCE:
And who are you to say that?

BERNIE:
Come on.  Do you really think she's old enough to be ready for a committed relationship with anyone?  Can you imagine her pushing your wheelchair happily when the time comes?

DULCE:
Don't be so tragic.

BERNIE:
No.  You stop being comic.

DULCE:
Oh, go away.  

BERNIE:
Listen, recent mathematics has proven that in order to understand our universe, we need to go beyond the numbers, and move toward understanding the dynamics of things, its mechanisms.

DULCE:
Yeah, yeah, yeah.  Mathematically speaking, what is the probability that my relationship with Leslie will eventually turn into the disaster that was ours?

BERNIE:
I wouldn't exactly call it a disaster.  It's a matter of perspective.  But no, it's not about probability, let's talk about Chaos Theory.

DULCE:
Oh Lord.

BERNIE:
You see, anything regular is, by definition, fairly predictable.  Which is why you should be afraid that Leslie will turn into you, and you into me, eventually.

DULCE:
The pattern is too uncanny to ignore.

BERNIE:
But sensitivity to initial conditions renders behavior irregular, unpredictable, chaotic.  What were the initial conditions of our relationship then?  And what, your relationship with Leslie?  The mathematical problem here is that we can never measure the initial state of a system exactly.

DULCE:
Like the intentional fallacy?

BERNIE:
Whatever.  Chaotic behavior is so irregular that we commonly think it is random.  But it is only apparently so.  It actually has a simple, deterministic explanation.  That's why you can try to control it.

DULCE:
What makes it chaotic then?

BERNIE:
The fact that things are always different, though related; that cause and effect has now become a most complicated process.  How can one explain why the same rules sometimes produce obvious patterns, and sometimes chaos?

DULCE:
You tell me.

BERNIE:
Obviously, knowing the rules doesn't necessarily enable you to accurately predict future behavior all the time.  But chaos is only apparently random.  It is actually a cryptic form of order.  You decipher the pattern and discover how simple the rules are.

DULCE:
Really?

BERNIE:
Yup.  It's the same concept behind post-modernism.

DULCE:
I'll be damned if I know what that is all about.  I haven't quite had the hang of the "post-post" era.  Maybe I should finally try and get a Master's degree or something.

BERNIE:
Why not?  Maybe the next time we see each other, you'll be principal!

DULCE:
Oh no!  Nothing but the wrath of the Lord can dislodge Sister Immaculada from that seat!

BERNIE:
The world cannot be totally chaotic, Dulce.  Otherwise, we would not be able to live in it.

DULCE:
Right now I'm about ready to give up on it.

BERNIE:
You're still such a drama queen.

DULCE:
Maul-ulaw ak, Bernie.  I don't know what to do.

BERNIE:
Simplify.

DULCE:
How?

BERNIE:
Simplify.

DULCE:
But so much is at stake!

BERNIE:
Simplify.  (she disappears)

DULCE:
Bernie!  Come back! Shit.  That's what you've always been good at.  Houdini would be put to shame.  Now what?

