Batch 77 SILVER JUBILEE PROGRAMME
 
Registration                                           Registration and Reception Committee
Invocation                                              Mr. Monico J. Fedillaga
National Anthem                                    Ms. Rowena M. Ignacio-Penerya
Welcome Address                                 Dr. Eugenio G. Gonzales, Jr. DVM  
                                                               (Salutatorian)
Intermission/Special Number       
Induction of the Guest of Honor              Engr. Leilani G. de Leon Del Prado   
                                                                 (2nd Honor)
Inspirational Message                             Mrs. Angelita G. Regis (MRHS School Principal)
                                                                Atty. Marcos Estrada 
                                                               (Chairman, Brgy. Roxas)
Intermission
Message from the Adviser                       Ms. Remedios S. Avecilla
Intermission
Message from Alumni                             Mr. Ramel L. Callo (1st Honor)
                                                                Mrs. Milagros C. Villaruz-Echevarria
Intermission
Closing Remarks
Raffle Draw and Awarding Ceremony
Dinner/Cocktails/Songs and Dance/Socials/Picture Takinh/Gallery/etc.
 
Mr. Melencio U. Gonzales Jr.
Master of Ceremonies
COMMITTEES AND MEMBERS OF BATCH 77 SILVER JUBILEE 


Organizing Committee
 
Chairman:        Danilo V. Pasa
Co-Chairman:   Santiago O. Testor
Members:         Eugenio G. Gonzales, Jr; Dante P. Navarro; Vladimir M. Cruz
                         Manuel V. Villanueva Jr.
 
 
SUPPORT COMMITTEES
 
Director and Souvenir Program
Leilani G. De Leon-Del Prado      Dante P. Navarro
 
Invitation, Program and Entertainment
Ma. Lourdes S. Ramos-Sagun    Josefina B. Banares-Carranza    
Ma. Teresa I. Domingo               Eric M. Angeles      
Melencio U. Gonzales Jr.           Monico J. Fedillaga
 
Registration and Reception
Rowena M. Ignacio-Penerya       Ma. Teresa I. Domingo    
Leilani G. De Leon-Prado           Gualberto O. Seneres    
Vladimir M. Cruz                       Bismarck A. Ramos
 
Venue and Arrangements
Judith V. Musngi-Unay              Josefina B. Banares-Carranza   
Ma. Lourdes S. Ramos-Sagun   Regino S. Robles       
Alexander P. Adame                 Alfonso A. Vergara
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Food and Refreshments
Susana F. Ramos-Sarmiento    Rose Maie G. Hipolita-Moran  
Marilou E. Granado-Chua         Rosalinda G. Jeresano-Miguel   
Emerita C. De Lara-Viana         Rebecca O. Barrientos-Ganzon
Edna B. Marcial-Magracia         Ramel L. Callo
Cristina D. Fronda-Laureano
 
Gifts and Awards
Milagros C. Villaruz-Echevaria  Leonora R. Jeresano-Rabino                
Ramel L. Callo                        Donald O. Geocaniga
Eric M. Angeles                      Ma. Teresa C. Segundo-Cruz               
 

Logistic and Security
Emmanuel C. Tolentino           Melchor T. Tuddao       Al Michael P. Lamzon
Ricardo N. Anastacio              Joselito J. Boco           Demetrio D. Ferando Jr.

Message from the Principal
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I beam with joy and pride as I look at you now for your project that sense the fulfillment, success, and happiness borne out of persistence, industry, and perseverance. In your own right, you are fittingly considered accomplished considering the innumerable struggles you have engaged in and the battles that you have fought and won. I congratulate you for that worthy endeavor. You set foot in Manuel Roxas High School in 1973. That is exactly 29 years today. In the span of this period of time, the pursuit of your cherished dreams must have been your sole pre-occupation. This have brought you to the different byways of life. In so doing, you must have climbed mountains, crossed rivers and forded streams, so to speak. For a few, the call of adventure must have brought them to distant shores. But as they say, no matter how long the miles you have traveled, no matter how many continents you have crossed, somehow, the feeling of coming home beacons to you.
 

" Home" is Manuel Roxas High School. It was your home for that brief period of 4years in high school. It is indeed wonderful to turn back the hands of time and get a glimpse of that once memorable and nostalgic past, going down memory lane totevisit ones adolescent days in the ground of MRHS- those days made colorful probably by your first crush, or by your first dance, or certain funny classroom incidents that have remained in your memories with fondness once again. As they say, there's no sweeter recollection than the memory of youth, for youth is the moment of fun, of adventure, and most of all, of dreams shaping into reality.
 

You have now reached the prime of life. You have achieved much, you have gone far. But the vast expanse of the big wide world still awaits you for much more remain to be explored and discovered. Remember that the future belongs to those who work for it.
Your Alma Mater - Manuel Roxas High School, puts high hopes in your varied capacities - in your capacity to continuously make yourselves still better than what you are now, in your capacity for love, brotherhood, and compassion, so that together, we can build a just and humane society.
Manuel Roxas High School would always be your home, with its doors wide open, ready to welcome you, even under gray skies or under sunny days. As the principal of the school, I am very proud of you and I count on you.
God bless and thank you.
 
ANGELITA G. REGIS 
Principal 
FROM THE EDITOR
Dante Navarro
 
HAPPY DAYS
 
When we left one another at graduation 25 years ago, we didnt know what to expect. Life was always about tomorrow. But reunions make you realize that life is also about today. Its hard to return to the past, especially now when you know what the future holds. Reunion is one of the few constants in this ever-changing world touchingbase with the very people you know have shared the same childhood experiences with you.
 
For me, the experience of a High School reunion should be a very positive and reaffirming one. Connectons with long-lost friends should be re-established, and notes on careers and families should be exchanged.
 
We were all 16 or 17 once, and all of us will surely look back to those good ol days with a mixture of pride and embarrassment. We cant believe we wore those clothes, sported those haircuts, hung out with that crowd, said that to our dates, or spent so much money on that junk.
 
But these experiences are universal and youll discover how universal once you start swapping notes on the big night.
 
However, stores about high school should be much more jovial and light-hearted. To enjoy hearing these anecdotes without fear or dread, forget those emotional baggage and approach the reunion in a mature frame of mind.
 
Because high school days are the best time of our lives.
 
To the Class of 77, our beloved teachers and advisers, cheers!
 
Remember eschewing the English subject like a plague and detested attending the journalism class like a pain in the neck, only to find myself getting stuck in this profession (journalism) years later. Such is life, full of ironies.
 
But it is doubly ironic, rather sad, to know that Ill miss this once-in-a-lifetime gatherin of the stars in an event I helped organize with Danny, Boyet, Emer, Boy and Manny last year.
 
How time flies. Last December, I thought it was only a couple of years back when I would play word factory, game of the generals, chess and shoot hoops at the same time. College days proved fast, or short for fropouts like me, and sportswriting took way my time and life and it is only now that Im learning to count the years that have passed while Im spending, or wasting one year of my life here in Saudi.
 
And how time flies, indeed. Now, Im looking forward to going back home and finally be with my family. Yes, my family my three angels who remind me that yes, there is a God.
 
In fact, my dear wife, Jeanne, more than made up for my absence by going out of her way to be with the gang she had never met before. She stood as the link between me and the organizers during the course of the preparations and had a very key role in the solicitation of the ads for the souvenir program. But my familys support to this noble endeavour didnt stop there since I also gained inspiration and motivation from my kids Therese and Lean, the two-thirds of the reason my I say everyday is a happy day.
EDITORIALS 
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OF BEING THERE
 

The nice thing about class reunions is they never fail to stir something within you. You see a familiar face and smile about the good ol' days. You settle into a familiar spot and soak in its coziness while recalling the stories shared and the events that took place there. You hear a familiar voice and some magical space warp takes you to a time you seemed to have already forgotten. And then, the thrill inside you begins to stir. In the din of the celebration and amid the colors and the mu​sic, you begin to mingle with old dear friends, old beloved teachers and sometimes, if you're lucky, old sweethearts.
 

You share food, drinks, pleasantries, and then throw your heads back in laughter and reminisce. The stories, both ex​hilarating and embarrassing, never seem to run out. And the nice thing about them is they never seem to grow old either.
 

The time when you made a perfect grade on a test after steal​ing the questionnaire.
 

The time when you fell off the rope into the water while trying to cross the river during the bivouac.
 

The time when you brought in a malodorous weed that turned a boring class into a lively, nay, messy one. The time when you showed up with a zipper big enough to arouse even the most reticent, innocent girl in the campus. The time you joined the choral group, the basketball team, the volleyball squad, the science club and your friends during lunch hour.
 

And who can ever forget that time when you made the school proud for winning a television quiz show? And then you fill in the gaps between that time and reunion night. You tell of the road life has ushered you to take. You speak of career paths taken, job opportunities missed and your current state of life in general. You speak of raising fami​lies. Of how your eldest child seems to have inherited his or her traits from you. You tease each other about how you used to call each other names and how, after a long, long time, you address each other in more formal terms such as doctor, engi​neer or what-have-you.
 

And all the while, the thrill of being with people you haven't seen for 25 years never leaves you. It stays there,.right in the heart and mind, keeping you alive even if reunion night reaches and stretches out through early morning. You search for a name or word to go with that indescribably warm and tingly feeling but you cannot. You just soak it in and revel, ca​vort in a moment filled with memories and laughter.
 

But perhaps, that's what the thrill is all about. The joy of hav​ing been there once and now, 25 years later, just being there. 
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MAKING A DIFFERENCE
 

For the MRHS Class of 77, being there is one thing. Giving the event some semblance of social relevance is another.

Eric Angeles, bless his kind heart, sort of jumpstarted the scheme by donating a drinking fountain which our beloved teachers strongly hinted at during one of our pre-reunion meetings.
Donations have also started, and continue, to pour in from all over, each donor-batch mate optimistic of the success of this once-in-a-lifetime event and the realization of a foundation drawn up by the organizing committee.
Danny Pasa, the workhorse of the organizing group whose life-long dream of having this reunion realized spurred him to come up with a foundation aimed at providing help to our batch mates, and possibly their children, is on top of the pro​ject.
So with Boyet Gonzales, who used to spread words about his flames and all that, but has since been spreading the Good News which we hope will inspire everyone of us to get in​volved in this worthwhile endeavor.
But we would like to stress that this undertaking is just being consistent with our sentiment when we first planned this re​union late last year - that is, we are not just getting together for the sake reliving our high school memories and socializing, but also to establish links between the haves and the have-nots.
We can say 'help is on the way,' but for sure, it will be tough, to get this program going, and tougher to sustain it. But with a competent, dedicated group at the helm, we could only look forward to a succesful project rarely seen in such kind of a gathering.
Yes, class reunions can be distressing, tormenting, even frightening. But by coming up with this foundation and the heartening thought of us someday being able to lend a help​ing hand to those who need it, a gathering of this sort could yet end up fulfilling, gratifying.
At least, someday, we can all tell our children that as mem​bers of the MRHS Ciass of '77, we didn't only conquer our demons and emerge as well-adjusted (and preferably well-heeled) adults, but also we were able to make a big difference.
LIFE AFTER MRHS
by: Milagros C. Villaruz-Echevarria 
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I'm so happy, thrilled to be a part of this celebration, the 25th Anniversary of MRHS Class 1977 graduation. As you all know, I'm not really an alumna of MRHS. I was a student here from first year to fourth year, but my parents and I left for Canada on Aug. 29,1976, seven months away from graduation. I was really saddened by this since I would love to have graduated with you, my batchmates. Now, that I'm given this chance to be a part of this reunion, I'm so grateful to be here because it has given me the opportunity to see you all again, my dear friends, after 25 years. 
 

When I left, it was a very sad day for me. I did not want to leave MRHS, our home, but most of all I did not want to leave my friends. Whe we arrived in Canada, I started attending high school the following week. The first thing I noticed was the big dif​ference between Filipino and Canadian high school students. Canadian students were addressing teachers by their first names, students just walking out of classrooms whenever they felt like it, and students kissing and hugging on hallways. Shocking! Af​ter a couple of months I met some Filipino girls and they became my closest friends. 
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In 1978,1 graduated from High School. Then, I attended Centennial College, and completed a diploma in General Business Major in Accounting. As a college student, to help support myself, I took part-time and summer jobs. I worked as a kitchen helper, waitress, factory worker, and sales clerk. Those experiences taught me the value of money and higher education. Upon graduation in 1982,1 started working as an accounting clerk. I got married in 1984, and started a family in 1986. Meanwhile, I continued to work in various places, both private and government agencies, as an office clerk. In 1989, I was hired by Canada Post as part-time postal clerk and still presently employed with the company. I now have three children, Jemi, Robert and Brandon. To supplement our income, I ran a daycare center at home, I'm into sales, life insurance and investments, and now my business includes helping live-in caregivers from the Philippines find employers in Canada.
So there, that's pretty much how my life has been since leaving MRHS.
MESSAGE from Leilani G. De Leon-Del Prado 
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My warmest greetings to my fellow jubilarians of Manuel Roxas High School.
It is a great honor and privilege to be part of this humble undertaking. After all, this is the first reunion of such magni​tude that we will ever have! My dear classmates and batch mates, teachers, relatives and friends, you were our inspirations when we prepared for this momentous occasion. Twenty-five (25) years is long enough for us to bring back those memories and reminisce all the good ana unforgettable times that we had! Truly, our theme of "Moments to Remember in High School: befits this occasion.
We are very lucky, indeed, for all of us to see and get in touch with each other all over again. I always believe that this noble undertaking would not have become possible without God's guidance. For all things work well for the glory of God! God's graciousness gave us the talent and skills to help one another, no matter where we are and what we have become, in this for​midable task of making our batch closer again.
On Behalf of my team (Dante Navarro and Danny Pasa), I tasked to prepare this Souvenir Program (SP), sincerely dedi​cate this to all who have been part of our lives, who gave us unselfish support and ncouragement to always be the best in our respective fields of endeavor. We now express our gratitude and appreciation to those who guided us and supported us in this worthy undertaking.
 
To our loved ones who have always been behind us and provided us care and understanding; to our dear teachers who have given part of their lives for it is them whom we owe our vast source of knowledge; to our friends who have a pervasive influence to inspire and share in us in our times of joy and sorrow; to our advisers who extended us the courage to go on even we have left the school for 25 years; and to our dear Alma Mater that provided education and shaped us into a refined individ​ual.
The events recorded here reminds us of our memories built around by trials, success, failures, of sadness and joy, diffi​culties and heartaches which we have shared in the campus. This SP embodies the collection of our past which is purposely made to prevent our glorious high school life from being blotted out in our memories. We have tried to recapture in pictures and in words what otherwise would have been unforgettable chapter in our lives. Also, for long years that we have not seen or get in touched with each other, we have featured in this SP the directory and information updates of each alumnus/alumna. The past has a way of fading but still we must see to it that MRHS Batch '77 is here to stay. It has always been our intention, through this SP, to make our batch a solid group again, to be reunited and to be closer once again to achieve a common purpose.
 

Be proud of our batch! Batch '77 is one of a kind. More power and God bless us always!
DANNY'S DREAM 
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There he was, staring out the window of the navigating room, mumbling words only he could hear, dreaming things only he could dream about.
All these years, Danny Pasa had dreamt of gathering this high school batch like a child wishing upon a star.
 
"If only I have enough financial resources, I'll organize a reunion for (MRHS) Batch 77," he would say in one of those lonely nights in the early '90s. Danny is no stranger to organizing such kind of a gathering for he had put up one before, al​though in a smaller scale - when he organized an outing among the Jupiter class in Lemery, Batangas in 1981. It was such a big hit, a moment to remember.
Then last year, at the wake of Weng's (Ignacio) sister (Marissa), he met with Bong (Seneres), Emer (Cruz), Toti (Duque), Fernanda (Rey) and Jeanette (Santos), a '78 Batch member who told them that they do hold their reunion annually but only among close friends. Bong even informed Danny that he did attend a General Alumni Homecoming some years back at the MRHS although there were only few members of the '77 Batch who showed up.
 
So, in the course of the conversation, somebody asked: "Why not stage the Batch '77 reunion in 2002 in time for its 25th anniversary celebration?"
That, so to speak, started the ball rolling.
 
On a rather one cold afternoon last December, before a family-sized pizza, a plateful of spare ribs and pitchers of bottomless iced tea, Boyet (Gonzales), Manny (Villanueva), Boy (Tester), Emer (Cruz), Dante (Navarro) and Danny met for the first time in a long, long while to plot this almost impossible task of staging Batch '77's silver jubilee.
 
The near-empty Don Henricos at Tomas Morato Ave. was filled with friendship, laughter, good cheer and fond memories as gray-haired, thick-waisted men reached back to recall good moments and buoyant times when they groped together toward adulthood.
 
Danny suggested that they hold it in December 2002 to be able to prepare well and give their US and Canada-based class-mates/batchmates the time to plan for the homecoming. More so, the group had wanted to make sure the event would befit its title.
 
In this age of IT (info technology), contacts posed no problem with Dante, who was then connected with the Philippine Star, as​suring the group of press releases and announcements (of the reunion) in the tri-media. After that 6-hour tryst, which could've been longer if not for the unending calls of their wives, the group agreed to hold monthly meetings to monitor the progress of the project.
 
Days after, Danny called up Tembong (Gonzales) in Hawaii to greet him on his birthday, the guy being his best friend since child​hood. Danny also took the chance to ask him on his vacation plans and when he said 'next year,' Danny countered: 'Why not in December in time for our reunion?' 'OK, I'll try,' Tembong shot back.
 
Last January, Dante called up Danny and informed him of his impending stint with the Riyadh Daily in Saudi. So that's one less soul for the organizers.
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But none of the obstacles, or hardships, seemed to matter as Danny and the rest of the group kept the momentum of that big December meeting.
 

They met Bismarck (Ramos), who like Danny is a seaman and who had once met Misael (Cordis) in San Francisco. During their meeting, Emer called up Achilles (Martinez) on the phone and discussed the plan. They also rang Misael and gave him Achilles' number since they happen to live close to each other. "Ok, you take charge of the reunion preparations and we will surely at​tend," Misael said.
 

Danny hosted the February meeting in his QC residence and although Boyet failed to make it, Boy, Emer, Bismarck, Guilio (Baldevarona) and Dr. (Orlando) Santella were there to help in the preparations. Linggit (Tolentino) was tapped to be in-charge in the Gumamela area. By that time, they had contacted Tess (Domingo), Lani (de Leon-del Prado), Susana (Ramos-Sarmiento) and a host of others through texts and phone calls. Through the kindness of their former beloved teachers, whose cooperation and encouragement further motivated the group, Danny and company were able to get the master list of the Batch 77 gradu​ates. And the succeeding monthly meetings saw the network grow, grow and grow with those contacted hooking it up with the group and giving their all-out support to ensure the success of the reunion. 



 
To raise funds, the group decided to print raffle tickets and, of course, a Souvenir Program (SP). Various committees, as sug​gested by Lani and Eric (Angeles), have also been formed.
 

Last May, Mila (Villaruz-Echevarria) arrived from Canada for a brief vacation and attended that monthly meeting which drew 20 attendees, including their former teachers Mr. (Mel) Austria, Mrs. (Gene) Mejia-Majadas and Mrs. (Nhoy) Besabe-Vega.
 

Eric, on the other hand, was present during the typhoon-hit meeting in July. He was here for a vacation, too. About 40 had prom​ised to attend, but only 26 came, including Carlito Fercol, who despite coming from the water-submerged Marikina, showed up with great enthusiasm.
 

Banners/streamers had been displayed around Roxas District, raffle tickets have been distributed, along with the solicitation letters for the SP. At this time, Boyet had to leave for US to complete his masteral studies while Peter (David), a regular atten​dee during the previous meetings, had to migrate to the US.
 

The group also tapped Ms. Mejia-Majadas as the reunion adviser. Yes, indeed, there's no stopping the MRHS Batch '77 express.
 

Actually, after failing to muster a quorum that led to the cancellation of a meeting in January, Danny began to cast doubts on the project, wondered aloud and then asked himself: "Will I ever achieve my dream? Will this thing (reunion) ever materialize? "
It will.
 

As the old song goes, if one's heart is in his dreams, no request is too extreme.
TRACKING 'EM DOWN
by Danny Pasa
 

If you think tracking down our classmates/batch mates was an easy task, think again. For it was tough...tough as our Math and English subjects back then. But it was also fun and exciting. Just as Boyet Gonzales, Emer Cruz, Linggit Tolentino and myself found out when we trekked up north one August morning to look for and meet two of our classmates/batchmates now based in northern Luzon. In our meeting last Aug. 17, we agreed to find Frederick Lagmay and Vivian Punzalang in Pangasinan and Pam-panga, respectively. Others who signified their intention to join the ride but backed out at the last minute were Weng Ignacio, Jacque Ramos and Boy Testor.
 

Thanks to Boy, who traced Freddie's number through the Telecom Office with Toti (Duque) providing the info on Freddie's being the 'Little Mayor' of Sison, Pangasinan (His father is the town mayor). Why am I so determined to meet him? Well, Freddie, one of the only few who wore imported sneakers during our time, was once a neighbor and a barkada. In fact, we used to hang out and eat in their place. Among our barkada/batchmates included Toti, Bong (Seneres), Tembong (Gonzales) and Phillip (Lichauco). Right after graduation, they moved from Roxas to different places one would think they were living the life of gypsies before settling down in Sison, Pangasinan. So, we really didn't have any contact with him. I even thought he had migrated to Canada since they have relatives there.
 

Vivian likewise invited us to her place in Angeles City. And who can ever forget Vivian - one of the most popular guys there was (best platoon leader in the CAT competition) and who used to host parties in their abode in Lilac. Going back to the jaunt, eve​rybody was in upbeat mood throughout the journey. Needless to say, there was no dull moment. We reached Carmen, Resales at 8:30 a.m., had our breakfast at McDonald's and arrived in Freddie's place at 10:30 a.m. Good thing Boyet was with us since he knew the shortcuts, being familiar with the place he used to visit when he was still a practicing vet. It turned out that Freddie was just as excited as we were since we saw him waving to us along the highway as we reached the last town of Pangasinan. We were met by her mother, who was once a mayor, too. She asked for Toti then informed us that Freddie is, in fact, a Baran-gay Captain of Asan Sur.
 

After exchanging pleasantries and never-ending stories, we had a very sumptuous lunch. Native dishes - you name it, we feasted on it - inihaw na bangus, ensalada with bagoong, ararocep w/kamatis, diningding and pakbet. Then, Freddie intro​duced us to his lovely wife, Evelyn, who hails from llocos Sur. We also met their kids - Ellisse, Franz and Floyd. Then we met the town mayor, Freddie's dad, who, surprisingly, still recognized me.
 

So, after lunch, we invited Freddie to Vivian's place with (Pastor) Boyet doing the convincing to his (Freddie's) wife. And since we were already in Pangasinan, we decided to look for Regina Catubig, one of our most soft-spoken, restrained classmates. Boyet and Freddie said they knew her place, having had a vacation there. But not much to our surprise, they failed to remember the place and we had to go to the municipal hall to inquire about Regina. Lucky us, the vice mayor happened to be Regina's cousin and he told us that she's now based in the US. After Bugallon, we headed back to Angeles City, had our snack and took a rest at Hacienda Luisita. We arrived in Angeles at 5:30 p.m. and checked in at Fontana. Then we went to Vivian's place at 7:30 p.m.
 

Unfortunately, we lost our way and we had to go back and find her place again. Rey, Vi's husband, was already waiting for us at the gate. And there she was, Vivian, probably as 'healthy' as she was when we last saw her many years ago. After exchanging hellos and all that, we had our dinner, this time, we were treated to that delicious, palatable Pampanga cuisine. We later learned that Vivian settled there in 1982 after getting married at age 19 and finishing college at St. Joseph. She now has a 21-yr-old daughter, a 5th year engineering student, and a 20-yr-old son who's a member of a band currently performing in China. Her husband is a retired OFW and now a full-time, successful businessman. They distribute day-old eggs in the whole of Pam​panga.
 

We showed Vivian our photos during the past meetings but hardly she recognized anybody. When we went back to Fontana, I thought we would call it a day. But I was wrong. Except for Boyet, of course, we had a few drinks as we watched the video of the previous meetings. We called Dante in Riyadh and Tembong in Hawaii then we signed off at 2:30 am. By 5:30 am, I got up, so with Freddie since he had to be back by 8 a.m. to Sison. At six o'clock, I took him to the bus station in Dau. Everybody was up at 8 a.m., and after we had our breakfast, we headed for home at 10:30 a.m.
 

What did we gain from this trip? Well, for one, we sort of made a bonding among us. More importantly, we were able to track down Freddie and Vivian, and hopefully, know the whereabouts of Regina. For us, that was worth the effort.
DO YOU REMEMBER? 
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Punching Foul
Teasing or ribbing one another is but a part of high school life. But one time, I lost my temper in doing such a thing, freaked out and punched Tony (Alagar) in the face. Subsequently, my foul act netted a call from the office. Worse, Tony bought along his father and a suspension loomed in the horizon. I was lucky they accepted my apology. - DANNY 

No Guts, No Glory
During CAT competitions, we always manage to win awards. But during our bivouac, there were many who failed to survice the rigors of the training. Some fainted including Susana. In fact, in a river-crossing test, one of the girls from the other section fell off the rope and into the water prompting the rest to back off except me. I wond a special award; a ribbon cut out from a cartolina, for my guts and courage, qualities which eventually helped me in my project construction visits, particularly in crossing hanging bridges. LANI
 

The 'Late' Mila
During recognition day, I was awarded the silver medal for placing second in our class. But as usual I came in late so Ms. Mendoza, our adviser threw out this comment: "Milagros, kung may special award for Most Latecomer, gold medal ka." Indeed, old (bad) habit is hard to break. Even in Canada, I always go to work late. MILA 

Embarassing
We were at the Luneta for CAT competition and it was a hot, tiring day. As we were getting ready to head home, we were given strict orders not to leave our group. But I had to go to the rest room, so I went. When I came back, my group of COTC trainees left. I panicked! I ended up going home with another group. I was so worried and thought that I would get into trouble for the incident. The following morning right after flag ceremony, the principal Mrs Evangelista gave her usual morning speech and specifically mentioned my name "Milagros Villaruz" and "Weng Ignacio" (who apparently was also left behind) and advised that we shouldn't have done leaving the group. It was an embarassing moment for me. Good enough I wasn't alone! That incident also sparked a friendship between me and Weng. MILA 

First and Last Victory
Given the rare chance to shine in TV quiz competitions, the four-man squad of Eugene, Manny, Bong and Dante seized the moment and beat the rival school in the Magandang Tanghali show hosted by the late Tito Pepe Pimentel and Bong Barrameda. The entire Jupiter class and some teachers came in full force for the much-needed support. Some stayed behind and prayed hard. It was one of the school's brightest moments since the victory spoke well of Batch 7T7's talents and character, not to mention the quality of education given by our Alma Mater. Unfortunately, as the team braced for more "mental wars", the show folded up the following week. Talk about the winning streak. DANTE 
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SMB (Style Mo Bulok)
Remember bivouac? The night when the girls called it a day and propped themselves to sleep, (actually we were already in bed, or should i say, on the dirt near the lagoon), a close male friend and barkada went to our tent to chat. Unmindful of the hour, we continue talking till we fell asleep. The next morning, we discovered that he too slept in our tent so an endless teasing occurred. Who do you think was the (unlucky) girl who slept beside him? TESS
Earthquake
During a lull in our journalism class, Carlito (Fercol) tried to come up with a comic art, this time mocking Mrs. V. Tena by shaking his body while walking as if there was an earthquake. That would've been a fine, funny act if Mrs. Tena wasn't around. How Carlito took it, nobody would want to remember. DANNY
Sharing the Loot
A group of mischievous Jupiter students (all boys, of course) stole a periodical test questionnaire from Miss Avecilla's cabinet one quiet afternoon. Needless to say, the boys scored 100% but Miss Avecilla was unconvinced of the result so she called out another examination. Result? Your guess was as good as mine. DANNY 

Re-Election
In one of our weekly Monday programs (2nd year), principal Mrs. Evangelista caught a number of us sporting long locks, which was under her watch and certainly a no-no that time. With annoyance she asked who was the class president so I said "I am". Without a thought she shot back "Re-Election".

 

No-Classes
There are many naughty ways to break up a class. In Practical Arts class under Mr. Castro, some guys brought a plastic of weed called kantutay in the room, squeezed it and let its putrid odor waft around the room. Mr. Castro has no choice but to dismiss the class. DANNY 

Marketplace
At the height of the TV quiz euphoria, the library became a hangout for the wannabes but the boys went too far and turned the place into a virtual marketplace. The result, the boys were banned. DANNY 

Whos' the guy?

Tembong and I had no intention of breaking of God's commandments, but to accomplish a mission during the Cadet Officers initiation, we have to. Under time pressure to produce flowers, the two of us had to steal them. But lady luck fo 
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