
The New E -board  

 

The year is almost over and one big change has occurredð
E-board. It feels like just last week Steve was presidenté
no, wait, it was last week. Maybe it was that three and a 
half hour long election meeting that made the week so 
long. Either way, the results came in, and Iôm sure every-
one knows whoôs seated around the table for long meet-
ings on the weekends, but itôs still worth the mention. 

Andro Almario, President. That 
death glare says, ñIôm ready for 
thisò while Casperôs eye says, ñIôm a 
creeper.ò 

 

 

 

J9 Reyes, Vice President. Sheôs 
more responsible than she looks 
(because she looks too young for 
college). 

Boo-Boo Aggabao, Treasurer. She 
must know how to deal with 
money; she wears glasses. 

 
 
 

 
 
 

Nica Lim, Secretary. If she can be as 
organized as her hair during Wiffle-
ball, weôre in good hands. 

Priscilla Tiglao, Public Relations. 
Those eyes can captivate  anyone 
(and her Puss in Boots look will 
help in any tough situation).  

 

 

 

Maria Rivera, Community Service. 
Her thumbs up is saying sheôs all 
good to help FCA... And the world. 

Jitter Garcia, D6 Rep. Sheôs look-
ing right at you.  

 

 

 

 

Matt Magnaye, D6 Rep. Letôs 
hope his grin doesnôt creep out 
D6. 

Paolo Astorga,  Male Sports Coordi-
nator.. He doesnôt even know what 
losing smells like. 

 

Amy Wong, 
Female Sport 
Coordinator. 
Sheôs thinking 
hard about how to win the next 
game... and possibly how tan sheôd 
have to get to pass as Filipino. 

 

 

Valerie Reyes, Historian. She looks like 
the stalker type who loves to take pictures 
of you sleeping. 

 

 

 

Nicole Calaro, Islander Editor. You 
canôt tell, but Iôm supposed to be work-
ing on a paper. 

 

 

Dan Maglasang, Webmaster. Even he 
makes computer-savvy people look like 
the man. 
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Semi Formal  

The event that dominates the fall semester is the highly antici-
pated D6 Semi-Formal. With a chance to dress up and have a 
good time, how could anyone say no to that? Last year the Tow-
son University FCA held the event in Timonium, MD, where 
FCA members in the D6 region got a chance to come out and 
party and have a great time. The theme that year was the 
1920ôs, so just imagine girls in flapper dresses and feathered 
headdresses and the guys rocking the pinstripe suits and fedo-

ras. With great food and good music the event seemed to be a hit 
that night. After dinner, one of the highly anticipated events of the 
night occursé the dancing. Each school represented, comes with 
their own ñdance crewò and performs to a mix of songs put to-
gether by the dancers. Each performance is a big hit and always a 
good show. I donôt know of anyone that leaves the party disap-
pointed. After each school performs, the real dancing occurs on the 
dance floor. With a great DJ playing the hottest music all night, 
you can find everyone on the floor dancing the night away. As an 

attendee of the event I encourage everyone this year to go out and have a great time. On a side note, 
that night at semi, the University of Maryland College Park FCA had the bragging rights for winning 
the D6 Turkey Bowl Championship. Letôs bring home the trophy again this year !!! 
Michelle Sohn, member 

Wiffleball Tournament  

At the end of the year, the biggest event on our minds was the Wiffleball Tournament. Clubs littered 
the steps in front of the Armory wearing their team colors. We, the Purple Grimaces, were on the side 
in purple shirts, throwing balls and accidentally hitting other clubs with the said balls. It seemed like 
we got to the Armory early just to wait for two hours as things were all figured and planned out.  
We started our first game against KSA confused and unsettled. We didnôt know all the rules, what posi-
tions to play, or even how to even hit the ball. It was only halfway through the game that we 
began to get the flow of the game, but it was too late to catch up to 

KSA, losing by a handful of points. 
Our second game turned out much betterðwe knew 
who worked on the bases and who was better in the 
outfield. With Casper as our pitcher, Amy doing 
crazy dives for balls, and Phi Delta Sigma guys run-
ning for balls, we were able to finish with a big win. 
In the end, however, we didnôt qualify for the final 
games by less than 1 point. 
Thereôs nothing else I can say but to look forward to 
Tournament 2010. 
Nicole Calaro, Editor  
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PCN  

Itôs a rare thing to see a student-organized event that blends culture 

and entertainment together in an enjoyable program; Philippine 

Culture Night (PCN) does just that.  PCN is a show that incorporates 

a play, cultural dance, modern dance, and a talent show case all in 

one.   

Last yearôs PCN showcased the many talents of various FCA mem-

bers. The cultural dances exuded the essence of the Filipino ethnic-

ity, while the modern dance exemplified the artistic nature of Filipi-

nos today.  Although the entertainment was a central focus of the 

night, I would have to say that the food served that night took the 

award for the best supporting role. PCN has a little bit of something for everyone, so whether you sing, 

dance, act, or just enjoy food you should come out and be a part of this yearôs Philippine Culture Night. 

Hope to see you there! 
Krizzia Sera Joseph, member 

Scavenger Hunt Battle Royale  
It was a cool and breezy Sunday afternoon when 
FCA decided to go on a scavenger hunt in fabulous 
DC's National Mall. Scavenger Hunt: Version Bat-
tle Royale, it was called. A dangerous name for a 
dangerous game, indeed. The instructions in the 
packet proclaimed that we would have to go to 
perilous lengths to acquire some of the more ec-
centric items, and warned, in bold, ominous letter-
ing, that some of us might not return. We laughed 
it off, immovably certain of our invincibility in our 
youth. Little did we know that it would be the last 
scavenger hunt of our lives. 
Just kidding. The list of items was fairly long, 
reaching a grand total of 87 objects to be captured 
on camera. After a brief but emotionally intense 
camera war between Matt Sinkiat and Daryl 
Jacob, the group split into two teams and went 
their separate ways. The team that I was on was 
generally slow and steady in finding items, though 
one member did grow quite excited seeing all sorts 
of pandas in the gift shop of the Museum of Natu-
ral History. One of the first items we found on the 
list was a jogger. Upon sighting one of the rene-
gade joggers, Matt went sprinting off at full speed 
after him, like a cheetah with a Canon, snapping 
shot after shot of the jogger's well-muscled legs 
and fuzzy headband.  
Excited shrieks of "She's wearing a fanny pack, get 
her!" and "They're holding hands! Are they hold-
ing hands?!" resounded through the air as our 
members searched tirelessly (kind of) for the scav-
enger hunt items. Along with the general tourist 
chatter and our calls for pictures of bloom -less 

rose gardens and giant spider things, a concert for 
Earth Day was playing music. Utterly focused on 
our search, we abandoned thoughts of watching 
the performance, instead devoting ourselves to the 
daunting task of "scavenger-ing" lions and scaring 
pigeons. 
We had searched for hours for the items, and 
eventually the team grew tired, dragging their feet 
alongside the mirror -like Reflection Pool after 
pretending to fall in. "A pair of ducks!" someone 
cried. Matt enthusiastically snapped several shots 
of the amorous water fowl. Pretty soon, it was time 
to head back, and when we did, we found that the 
other team had returned before us, much to our 
surprise. 
After exchanging stories of escapades with police-
men, joggers, and raging pitbulls, our team re-
vealed that we had found 42 things, nearly half of 
the items. With a slack jaw, one of our opponents 
stammered that they had only found around a 
third. With a wry smile, we allowed them to tally 
their total successes, and with an exultant yell, 
they exclaimed that they had found over 50! It was 
to be expected, what with their childlike glee and 
double espresso shots. And free Frisbees. All cour-
tesy of the Earth Day concert. 
Resigned to our loss and caught between the deci-
sion of whether to dance in front of a restaurant 
window or buy them dinner, we chose to keep our 
dignity and pay for their food at Fuddruckers. 
There, Russ ate a hamburger the size of his head, 
and I scorched my mouth with onion rings. And 
all was good in the world. 
Theresa Dauz, ó08-ô09 Freshman Rep 



End of the Year Picnic  

The day started off iffy, with rain falling freely on Centennial Park, the initial spot for the picnic. With 

quick decisions, it was moved to Androôs parentôs house which was only 10 to 15 minutes further away.  

The early birds were able to park in the driveway while everyone else had to park at the bottom of a hill 

and be shuttled. 

Lucky for us, the rain eased up and let us have a barbeque going under a tent, manned by Casper. 

Many of us were inside throwing six ping pong balls into a container for jellies (you know, the ones 

from an Asian store) or shooting Nerf guns  and running around. For the not -so-active among us, they 

sat on any one of the comfortable couches around the house and hung out. 

When the food was ready, we all dug in. Bags of chips were emptied, lines formed waiting for fresh-off-

the-grill cheeseburgers and hot dogs, and bottles of ketchup and mustard were fought over.  Plates oc-

cupied every single hand as we all talked, laughed, and chewed our food (talk about multi-tasking). 

There were events planned by Amy Wong and Paolo Astorga. There was the  flip cup game (of water or 

juice, your choice), pie eating contest, ongoing battles of water pong, balloon toss, and the wonderful 

game of tug of war.  (I donôt care what the upperclassmen say, we were at a  disadvantage being up-

hill!)  

By the end of the day, people had fun, food, and at least a small sense of family. 

Nicole Calaro, Editor  


