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Reminiscing about highschool is such a personal thing. No two memories are exactly alike. Take, for instance, my conversation with batchmate Andrew de la Torre at our U.S. reunion in August. I reminded him that he was my “husband” at a Practical Arts activity on marriage, a mimeo (pre-copier) version of the board game Life. “Sorry,” Andrew said, scratching his head, “I don’t remember that at all.” Yet, for me, that P.A. activity remains a vivid memory.


With that said, here’s my take – just one of many possible takes, I know – on highschool life with UPIS Batch ‘87.


On my last UPIS visit, I got off a jeepney at the overpass and Katipunan Road, in front of Old Building. I did that often in highschool – got off a jeepney at Old Building after lunch and on the rare occasion cut the next period, having eaten (and, some batchmates, having smoked and drunk) at Katipunan Road. I ate stroganoff at Gold Mine, feeling sophisticated; inexplicably ordered, time and time again, a greasy-orange dish of macaroni and cheese at Red Ribbon; agreed hesitantly to mojo potatoes at Shakey’s on my first date. My girlfriends and I wrote letters with candy-colored pens on rainbow stationery from Shoppersville.


We staked out our tambayan as reigning seniors. My barkada and I finally settled on a table at the Multi-Purpose Hall. Cliquers and Lorraine Hizon’s group were some of our “neighbors.” At the Multi, Whitney Houston segued into Tina Agbayani with “Saving all my love for you,”  Night Shift breakdanced, Winnie Roque dedicated “Special Memory” to Mrs. Zabala, and Action danced to “Jitterbug.”


We had our turn on stage at Abelardo Hall, too. I remember getting ready in the wings, helping Marilie Ruiz put on lipstick, with Angel Lesaca suggesting, “maybe a little less.” Cliquers danced in a “Freeze Frame” of ultra-bright mini-skirts. As seniors, we paired up for love songs and a folksy “Lupa” medley at “Culture Shock.”


Lyle Raquipiso, Florence de los Reyes and their friends hung out at the Shed between Old and New Buildings. I sat there, once, listening to Marcia Reysio-Cruz read excerpts from a tabloid, then shot up when someone (who shall remain anonymous) started spray-painting the concrete under me. I remember having to walk past boys whom I secretly called “raters”; they made sampa along the walkway by the Shed.


Audio People occupied the bench closest to Old Building by the covered walk. Edward Sunico parked his sedan nearby; he was one of the first ones in our batch to drive a car. Gil Moreno of Night Shift, who hung out near the Shed, was another. Extremes, bosom buddies with Rare, sat on the second bench closest to the Old Building bus stop. One of their courtiers was Roy Alcudia, who regaled them with stories and his belly laugh. Roy is no longer with us, having passed on like a few other batchmates: Cesar Espina, Michael Garrido, and Jose Elias Cruz.


Across the grass from that bench was the basketball court, bare-bones hoops without nets and grass growing in the cracks. Lito Vergara (who coached the UPIS basketball team to victory this year; he’s from our batch, we’ll have you know!) and the basketball team practiced there, when not at UP Gym. It’s also where at least one basketball showdown between rival barkadas took place, the winners reportedly getting a case of beer.


We planted pechay between third and fourth pavilions for Prof. Pablo Arceo’s P.A. class. We drew water for our plots from a balon which Prof. A. said was anim na kawayan deep,  widely-believed until Sidney Ventura slipped and fell in, then stood in knee-deep water. This same eccentric but beloved professor made us sing in class, too. My hand shook as I held a pink songbook and my voice trembled as I sang “Both Sides Now.” Annanette Cruz remembers Rene Mataverde singing “Bulag, Pipi at Bingi” while twirling a bolpen in his hand.


Speaking of bolpen-twirling, I can still picture Annanette Cruz and Gil Moreno in my mind, on a second floor hallway of New Building, hunched over their pens, while a small audience tensely counted each twirl.


As a senior, I stood at Attention! for Citizen’s Army Training (CAT). Females known to be mahinhin became officers and terrorized the rest of us. You got exempted from CAT for health reasons (like me, after a day), or dance, or scouting. Thus, I missed out on quadrangle drills, Karlo Atienza’s fainting spell and practical jokes involving mops, bathroom doors, and stolen shoes.


Starting with our batch in Grade 7, girls had to wear skirts to school, jeans no longer allowed as uniform. Senior-year fashion dictated folded sleeves, long maong skirts, baggy pants, sock-less topsiders, “blahblah” creepers, Tretorns, K-Swiss, Reeboks, Esprit and Benetton; really, any expensive label. A humble staple was sturdy Robertson’s shoes, perfect for CAT. Girls put barrettes in their hair and tied back pony tails with ribbons. Bangs were teased, boosted with hair spray and gel. When I heard that Paolo Arevalo used a “curling iron” on his hair, I imagined a real iron and worried for his safety if not his sanity.


I spent the first semester of Grade 10 in New Building’s AV/Print. I skipped ice cream with friends at Greenhills to finish editing “CampuScene” there. In the opposite wing, the impeccably-dressed Prof. Manacsa asked me to read my essay,  “Ang Una Kong Pag-ibig,” in her Filipino class, my face burning with embarrassment. I remember other moments: Pong Landicho animatedly reading a rather boring picture book (mine!)  in Creative Writing; Bunny Verano clicking his fingers to “Pretty Boy” in P.E.; Toots Sorioso huskily reciting a love poem in Speech.


We had our share of parties, each barkada hosting their own. On a cool December evening our senior year, we danced in Rollo Armena’s rooftop gazebo at  “Batch Night Out.” Sweethearts pledged love on secluded benches while mosquitoes made papak of their legs.


In 1986, the EDSA revolution had just toppled the Marcos regime and the UPIS administration canceled our Jr.-Sr. Prom for “austerity and safety.” However, we did have a Graduation Ball our senior year at Hotel Intercon. When I went to the powder room to take off some of my thick, beauty-parlor eyeliner, a few of us girls went agog at the mirror over Winnie Roque’s daring black dress.  The boys wore shirt-and-tie or barong-and-cravat. We danced to Tears for Fears’ “Mad World” with Karate-Kid steps. My arms, sweaty from dancing, kept slipping off my partner’s barong-clad shoulders on a slow dance. Carli Recio remembers Prof. Matutina “arriving at the Ball on a motorcycle, with her hair down.”


Funny, when I think of Prof. Matutina, my mind draws a blank. I don’t mean any disrespect, since she’s on many of my batchmates’ list of favorite teachers. I recall a lot from Batch ‘87 days, but, gosh, to quote Andrew, “I don’t remember that at all.”

