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I thought about writing this story
as a sort of lovely memory for the entire
senior class, but then I thought, what
could I possibly say that would eclipse
what we already know? As seniors, this
past year has been the most that we’ve
ever been involved in this godforsaken
place. My story will not be for “the

Hotel Colton: You can check out any time you like, but you can never leave
by Robert Campos

Ten years from now may seem like a long ways away, but it will come faster
than you realize. We all have our dreams and goals to achieve. The only way to
find out if everyone accomplished what they said they would is to either keep in
touch after high school or just find out at the ten year reunion.

Mark Martinez- “I pictur e myself as a millionaire playing drums.”
Alicia Owens- “I see myself on stage making music.”

It’ s 7:00 a.m., so you spring up and realize you will be late for school. You
scramble out of bed, throw on a shirt that’s been lying on the ground for some
time, run a comb through your disheveled hair
in a panicky frenzy, when all of a sudden it
hits you. You’re not in high school anymore.

Brittany Suchil- “I will be a cosmetolo-
gist so I could make everyone pretty just like
me! (laughs) Just kidding”
Your high school years are coming to an end.
No more stressing about tests and notebook
checks, no more ditching a class because you
didn’t do the homework, no more of Mr.
Rainey’s story sound effects, Mrs. Lacy’s
jokes, Ms. Zeller’s methods of discipline, Mr.
Alaniz’s blunt teaching techniques and my
God no more cheese fries. It’s all gone.  Your
future is just around the corner and there are
so many possibilities out there of what you
can become, you never know what can happen. Instead of becoming a famous
sports star, you can end up telling your old classmates at your reunion about a
sport star you arrested the other day as a policeman.

Delmy Diaz- “I see myself in Africa doing missionary work.”
Matthew Mendoza- “I see myself saving lives as a fire fighter.”

Many of us are terrified of the future, while others can’t wait for it. The fact is
if you approach it with determination and optimism, all of those possibilities
will unfold for you. So class of 2006, don’t be scared of what may or may not
happen. Congratulations, you are half way there.

by Jacilyn Alcantar
Shayne’s World, Shayne’s World, party time excellent! This is the last

Shayne’s World ever, there will never be another…and you’re all really happy
because that means the year is over. By the time you read this there will only
be a week or two left of school. For some the year might have flown by. For
others it trickled; really I could not care less. Some seniors will try and tell
you that the years will fly by. They won’t. By the time you’re a senior, all you
remember is high school. Four long years of high school. I guess that if I had
to sum up my high school career it would be slacking off. As long as I’ve been
at Colton I’ve been trying to get out of something or waiting till the last
minute to turn something in. It might not make you number one in your class
but I had a whole lot of fun.

So I guess that most of you read this to get something funny, I’m really
not a funny guy. I’m a fat Indian, lame, hippy, homeless, and smelly. Basi-
cally, if you’re going to read this then you better be doing something to change
your world. Forget the whole world, that’s just stupid; but you had better be
trying to make your own world, a world that you are happy with. Because if

you don’t then some one else will, be it
your parents, your friends, or your gov-
ernment. These groups of people are put
in your life to protect your will if you let
them kill you, not in the literal sense, but
if they rob you of your freedoms, of your
life, then are you not dead? I say stand for
what you believe; the world may hate you
but those that love you will love you for
who you really are, not for who you pre-
tend to be.

All right, I’m finished trying to be
deep and empower a generation who are
overrun with apathy but don’t even know

what it is. I really hope that all of you guys have a good summer and maybe a
good life. I’m just a man trying to make my life one that I would be proud to
look back on; good or bad, it’s mine,  I did it.  I made the choices and I reaped
the rewards. I would rather lead 100 men to their deaths, than follow one
man to mine.

by Shayne Robinson

seniors,” but perhaps for everyone else
that gets “Left Behind” in the rapture that
is “Graduation.”

When I first started high school I was
the “antisocial little goth kid” in the eyes
of others who had (and still have) no idea
what the subculture is. This wasn’t
because I was a complete jerk, but just
because of the fact that I made it a point
to stay in the proverbial shadows when it
came to school spirit and all that jazz. I
made it a point not to yell and cheer with
others in the pep rallies and assemblies.
However, now things have changed, I’m
not the same person that I once was, and
not just in my choice of wardrobe: I’m a
club president, a Photo Editor for the
newspaper, and I cheer along with my
classmates to prove that we’re the best of
all four classes (I always did and will
wonder what cheering has to do with being
the best, though).

The only moral that I have to this
story is this: don’t say that you hate this

school, that you’re not ever going to be
spirited, or that you’re never going to be
involved. Despite thinking that you’re
going to be the same person ending high
school as you were starting it, people
change; it’s the natural order of things.
Senior year changes things; I just want
everyone to be able to know that in the
process of just trying to survive in this
hell-hole, you will grow closer to it. I
guess what I’m trying to say is that if I
would have known how much more
school spirited I would be as a senior,
maybe I would have done it sooner, and
as happy as I am that I’m finally getting
out of here, it feels like a part of me is
always going to be stuck in this place,
whether that’s a good or bad thing I’ll
get back to you.

However, since this is the final story
of my high school career, I’d like to take
the time to give thanks and
acknowledgment to those people who for
good or bad, have helped me to aspire in

my writing: first and foremost the Pepper
Bough staff  (who had to put up with the
occasional power trips),  Raychel Quiroz,
Robbie Moreno, Twin, Emo, Randizzle,
and all others who had the misfortune
of having my company outside of school,
and of course the underclassmen who,
sadly, will still be here after my
departure: Wifey (Doza), Brother, “Gen-
nais”, Corrina (for being such a
psychotic bipolar), Erica,  and my
beautiful cousins (the most beautiful girls
I know), Lexi-Babe, Lyssey-Love.
        I’d like to thank three pivotal
teachers in my high school career: Ms.
Printz, for being utterly supporive from
the first moment I stepped into her
classroom, Matthew Alaniz, for
inspiring me to question everything and
think outside the box, and of course, to
Dave Rainey, the only constant in my
entire high school career, for being the
one to notice my writing in the first place
and giving me a chance to stretch my
pen finger.

The_Fu tu re_ is_ NowShaynes World: Series Finale
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Throughout the four years
I have endured on the CHS
campus, I have learned that the
best way to get something done
is by getting involved.  Whether
you joined a club this year, or spoke out against any current
event that have happened the last four years, I am sure
you can agree that getting involved helps you unify with
other students on campus.

This year I joined a few clubs on campus, sang in
the choir, and even performed in the spring musical.  I
met many different people and experienced new things I
never would have if it hadn’t been for the club or
organization I was involved with.  This year in National
Honor Society, we were able to erase “leukemia”
completely by raising $1,600.  In Renaissance, we were
able to buy a local elementary new books for their library.
In Vocal Ensemble, we were able to learn all sorts of new
music and even perform a routine we worked so hard on.

As a school, the issues with commencement and
graduation brought about a whole new conflict between
the student body, administration, and the board.  However,
we worked together by going to the board meeting,
expressing our opinion and having adults listen to us.
For the seniors, in the fall we were able to pull together
as a class and kick the freshman and juniors butts to win
a Powder Puff game back to back for two years.

High school brings you many opportunities.  It is
your choice to take them and use them or to ignore them
as if they were never there.  In Renaissance and ASB this
year, our goal was to get more and more people involved.
We wanted every student to be in a club.  I am not sure if
every student was in a club but there is not a student on
this campus that I have not seen at a football game, or in
the ASB room asking a question about how they can help
or even dancing at a lunch assembly.  If kids want
something done, it will get done.  This year especially, I
have seen this to be true.  I have seen kids who never
thought they could do something come out on top.  I have
seen new clubs begin and other clubs succeed after being
torn apart. I have seen more students vote for court, king
and queen, and elections than ever before.  I have seen so
many positive changes on the CHS campus, that there is
no place I would rather be than here to see this happen.

Freshman year I really didn’t have that much fun or
know that many people.  My sophomore year, I was
dragged to do Powder Puff.  I had so much fun with
something I never thought I’d do.  My junior year, I wrote
for the paper and it opened many new doors for me.  Senior
year, if you name it, I did it.  I was involved in everything
this year and I have to say, I have never had so much fun.

If I can leave CHS underclassmen with one thing
and one thing only, it is find something you love and do
it with all your heart.  CHS needs people to stay involved.
CHS needs people who have morals.  I encourage you, go
out, get involved and most of all, just have fun.

Gettng inGettng inGettng inGettng inGettng invvvvvolvolvolvolvolvededededed
at Colton Highat Colton Highat Colton Highat Colton Highat Colton High
by Alyssa Isgett

“We don’t need no, education. We don’t need no, thought control. No dark
sarcasm in the classroom. Hey! Teachers! Leave those kids alone.” – Pink Floyd

Okay, maybe rocking that song out would be a bit leather jacket,
chains, greasy hair, eye liner, and smoking behind the school
bleachers rebellious, which is something that screams stereotype,
but whatever you look like we’ve all been through the phase where
we just wanted to punch our teacher in the face. Gawd, what an
awesome feeling that would have been [sigh].

        As cliché as that must have sounded, don’t roll your eyes.
These columns are the last pieces of advice you’ll get from kids
that, really, have grown to know a bit better about high school
than you. My knowledge, although not limited too, mostly
surrounded, because of certain ethnic specifications and mind-
control, education and GPA numbers.

This is what I’ve learned after my freshman year 4.0. Good
things come to an end. Kidding, well, not really, but that’s besides
the point. That realizing what you want to do as a career really
helps in your choice of classes (honors or not), and the amount of
work that needs to be put into it. If you want to be an M.D. then
stop your whining about all those honors classes you’re taking
now, because it’ll really help ease your load in college (which is
harder, but a lot more fun). Do what you need to do to become

what you want to become. The pressure on the future? Is needed. Once you come to this point,
you’ll just get so nagged and annoyed by the people trying to influence you into being something,
that you’ll end up making bad decisions that weren’t thought through. Teenage rebellion is so 10
years ago, suck it up and take some responsibility for your life.

How to pass high school? Here’s another secret. Unless you have a psycho-never-wanting-you-
to-pass teacher, if you actually DO your homework all year, you can bomb those tests (which you
won’t because you actually did your homework and they’re supposed to help). Think about it, just
seeing a student be diligent about their busy work will make a teacher realize the work you’re
putting into things, and they’ll more than likely help you out. Teachers are here to help, and if they
aren’t… [shakes fist].

Assessing  academics at CHS
by Ilka Hernando

I wish I could leave you with some amazing piece of wisdom. I wish I
could give you advice; tell you exactly what to do so that the rest of your high
school career is perfect, but I can’t. And even if I could, I wouldn’t. If I’ve
learned anything in high school, it’s that the easy way out is rarely the best
way.

The point of high school is preparing you for the outside world, in which
you are supposed to become a productive member of society. But if someone
sat here and told you exactly how to live your life, you would remain sheltered.
You couldn’t be a productive member of society simply because you’d have no experience, no wisdom, no
innate sense of how to solve problems because you’ve never had to solve your own.

Instead of doing your homework, you can ‘BS’ your way through class. You could, but you wouldn’t
learn. Each of us has to cross the bridge to adulthood, the bridge that draws ever nearer, on our own terms.
No one else can do it for us; no one can tell us how to get there, because it’s different for everyone. So
instead of pretending you did your homework, actually do it. Learn something, or if nothing else, develop
a good work ethic.

It’ s the things you learn now that ultimately shape who you will become, because the older you get, the
harder it is to change. So I guess if there’s one piece of advice I can give you, it’s don’t throw away your
childhood. Take everything you can from it, and blaze your own trail toward the bridge we spoke of earlier.
Go hard, go strong and do not be afraid. Where’s the fun in staying on the beaten path?

by Elysa Arroyo

A note from the editor...A note from the editor...A note from the editor...A note from the editor...A note from the editor...
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Over the past four years I have had my fair
share of drama and people could definitely vouch
for that.  And  I have to be honest,   I can’t
remember what most of what it was about. I’m
sure it was over a boy, that it what it is usually
about. See that’s the thing with drama: it is
miniscule, unimportant and it ends up ruining
what could be great life-long friendships.

See, drama comes with high school like a
package deal thing. But you can limit how much
drama you actually have. Believe it or not, it can
be done. STAY AWAY  FROM IT!! As simple as
that sounds that’s how it’s done. Separate
yourself from those that emanate drama. It’s like
that old saying, if you lie with dogs you are going
to get fleas.

Don’t get me wrong, drama is everywhere
but you can stay away from most of it if you really
want.

I keep hearing the same old excuse of, “Oh,
but they have been my friends for years I couldn’t
just leave them behind,” or “Drama follows me
where I go.”

Well, think about it: if they were really your
friends then they wouldnt be causing you so much
drama and if drama “follows” you then what does
that say about you? I’m not saying branching off
from the people you have known for years is
going to be easy or changing something about
yourself is easy but that’s what high school is
about: going, changing and breaking away from
the ordinary.

You’ll remember every friend, boyfriend,
fight, breakup and exam. Take everything with
a 50-pound bag of rock salt all you
underclassmen. Remember, keep the drama for
the theaters.

“No more drama”
by Justine Plemons, aka “The Cudgel”In high school, it’s really hard to figure out who really is your true friend. Senior year you realize who really

cares as a friend and who is just in it for status. I have the best friends that one could ask for. They don’t complain
when I have bad days, they cheer me up when I’m not in a good mood. Whenever I need someone, they will
always be there for me, even when I say I’m fine to hide what’s really wrong and for that, I truly love them.

Friendship is a valuable thing and should be cherished for all time.
If you never tell your friends that you’re thankful for them, they will never
know. So, the next time you see them, tell them thanks for everything they’ve
done and without them you could not have survived all the heartbreak, pain,
laughter, and tears.

I want to say thank you to my true friends: Jessica Isgett, Alyssa
Isgett, Ilka Hernando and Kayla Colon. The four of you have shown me what
true friendship is and many people could benefit from your example.

Jessica, thank you for always making me feel better in ASB when my
button breaks on my shorts. All the letters we decorated and wrote in A.P. Economics telling each other how our
weekend went. The crazy A.P. P.O.D hippie project that stressed us out to the point of gray hair. It’s all the little
things that you do that make me smile even when I’m not with you.  I cannot believe that I’ve known you for 16
years. By the way, tag! You’re it!!

Alyssa, I will never get over the fact that it took you two years to develop those pictures. With all the frosting
you put on my face for New Year’s, you could have covered a cake. Thanks for all the cookies and poptarts at P.E.
during freshman year. I’m really glad that I had you as a friend when I had no one else to go to when my brother
was hurt. I don’t know what I will do without you in college so you better visit me.

Ilka, honey you make me laugh and I don’t know how I got through high school but I’m sure you’re the
reason! You always brighten my day when I’m just too tired to be happy.
Thanks for always helping me with my English homework sophomore year.
Without you, I would have had a dull four years of school.

Kayla Rachelle, you are the best friend I ever had. Despite the fact that
we’ve had our rough times, you still remain the only one whom I can count
on no matter what. Just know that I will do anything for you. Thanks for all
the times you let me lean on you when I had tears to cry or broke down at a
funeral. Thanks for enjoying extremely expensive ice cream with me and
telling me things will get better even though I swear they won’t.

Friends are the one thing that will make high school worthwhile because
it will be them that gives you the memories and the experiences. Cherish
the moments you share with them because you will regret it later on. Thank
all your friends and tell them what they mean to you. So, Justine Plemons,
Sarah Kozeak, Sarah Campbell, Heather Shaw, Steven Botello, Sarah
Campbell, Teresa Olivar, Stephanie Files, Amanda Wambolt, Randy Diaz,
and Greg Ferrer, thank you for all the memories you have given me, good
or bad.

”
“Friend: Someone

who reaches for
your hand and

touches your heart.

by Amanda Miller

“Friendship is one mind in two bodies”--Mencius



Allow me to take you back to the old days, when we
were young, when all we did was play house.  Remember
the good ol’ days of Nano Babies, Tamagotchis and Giga
Pets.  All of the virtual reality games where you would
see who could keep their baby, creature, or pet alive the
longest.  These virtual life games were not just meant for
girls, but boys too.  Giga Pets de-
signed “Virtual Alien” and “Baby
T-Rex” specifically for boys.

Nano Babies have been so
successful, they now make talk-
ing Nanos.

The object of the game is to
take care of your Nano Baby like
you would a real baby.  The game
takes about a month to play suc-
cessfully.  If you take care of your baby it grows into a
happy family.  If you neglect it, the game will end.

Tamagotchi’s came to be in 1990.  Discovered by Aki
Maita of Japan, Tamagotchis were created for pet lovers.
Maita surveyed women and men of all ages and even read

Remember when we were younger and it seemed that all we
had to do at recess time was play the latest game trend? I sure do; my
favorite one was the little paper fortunes teller game. In case you for-
got about it, I’ll refresh your memory! You got a piece of paper and
folded it into a cute little triangular thing that you stuck your fingers
in (oh my!).

Then you wrote numbers on the out-
side and colors inside. Then you wrote
whatever fortunes you wanted under the
folds so your unsuspecting friends could
choose the silliest things. Wasn’t life great
then? You’d pick a number-count it out,
pick a color-spell it out, and then read your
fortune. It was so easy. Not like nowadays
when you have to pay a monthly subscrip-
tion fee to have some “physic” read the
stars to determine your fate.

Personally, I always wrote things
like “you must lick the tree or die”, or “lick
your spit off the ground or your tongue
will fall out”. Oh yes, life was good. I re-
member one time I choose one that said I
had to kiss the first boy I saw, and being
eleven years old I objected; then I was re-
jected by my friends and never allowed to play with them again. It’s
funny though, we played tether-ball at lunch the very same day.

I think the reason games like these were so fun was because we
created them. We twisted the rules so that the game applied to us, and
no one argued about who won. No one ever won; we all just had fun
surprising each other with lame fortunes.

Childhood Crazes: ‘Member? You ‘MEMBER !!

         Pogs were a total fad of the 90’s. I know you all have to
remember pogs. Those round little
pieces of cardboard with pictures of
the things you thought were cool on
them, like Power Rangers or X-
Men.
      Then you had the huge big bad
“slammers” they were made out of
just pure metal or some very strong
plastic. Pogs was always a good past
time.
      The way to play with the pogs
is each player takes an equal
amount of the pogs and stack them
on one another with the faces down
you take the different sized disc, the
“slammer” and strike the stack of
pogs. Whichever pogs land face up;
they would be collected by that person after the turns are over,
the one with the most pogs collected wins.

I bet you never really knew what the word pog meant
or originated from. Pogs actually were thought of in the 1920’s
on a Hawaiian island in Maui. Workers played with simple milk
caps in the dairy department during their break. Then 70 years
later a Hawaiian schoolteacher reintroduced it then it began to
receive massive attention.

   Pogs are an acronym from an actual popular Hawai-
ian drink. The drink was made from Passion fruit Oranges and

One thing that everyone in the class of 2006 has in common is the TV shows we used to watch as children. Remember back
when Nickelodeon was still cool, and had good shows? Remember when Cartoon Network still played Looney Tunes? What

happened to all of these great TV shows? I still remember watch-
ing Beetlejuice and Alvin and the Chipmunks while I waited
patiently for the Power Rangers to start.

Back in the days of our childhood, cartoons were awesome.
We were able to watch shows that actually glorified violence and
kept us coming back for more. At the thought of that, my mind
wanders to one of the greatest, Ren and Stimpy. Gotta love a kids
show about an ornery Chihuahua and a shaving cream-eating cat
that’s chock-full of grotesque images, self mutilation, and happy
sing-along songs.

Then of course there’s the classics, of course I mean Looney
Tunes. No other show remained a favorite like the Toons. You had
the drag queen Bugs Bunny,  Pepe Le Pew,  and the racial stereo-

type Speedy Gonzales.
Then as we grew a little older it was on to the Disney channel with shows like Clarissa Explains it all where Melissa Joan

Hart would not shut up about her hectic life, then Are  you  afraid of the
Dark? came along and everyone was hooked. I liked the episode when that
little girl wrote “help me” on the wall in chalk. We’d come home and throw
our back packs off and turn on the box, and waited for Flash Forward fea-
turing Ben Foster who now might be known as Angel in the new X-men
movie.

My favorite of all was Sailormoon of course. The whiny superhero
made me want to fight crime on a daily basis, and the theme song, my
goodness was it catchy. Not to mention the character Tuxedo Mask/Darian
was pretty hot. And who can forget about Fraggle Rock? The person who
thought of this show was pretty random. It was about these puppets that
lived underground beneath these giant scary people. One of the few things I
remember about this show was a character who was always sort of out of it
and always seemed to be experiencing a bit of euphoria. (ahem).

...when you were a
child of the 90s?

Don’t you miss the days when boys didn’t matter, girls had cooties
and nobody had a computer? Those were the good old days and if you are a
90s kid you will remember these memories: You were a child of the 90s IF...

You’ve ever ended a sentence with the word “SIKE!”
You can sing the rap to “The Fresh Prince Of Bel Air”

You know that “WOAH” comes from Joey from “Blossom” and that “How
Rude!” comes from Stephanie from “Full House”

You remember when it was actually worth getting up early
on a Saturday to watch cartoons.

You got super excited when it was Oregon Trail  day in computer class at
school.

You remember reading “Goosebumps”
You took plastic cartoon lunch boxes to school.
You danced to “Wannabe” by the Spice Girls.

You remember the craze then the banning of slap bracelets and slam books.
You still get the urge to say “NOT” after (almost) every sentence.

You remember Britney Spears before Kevin.
You knew that Kimberly, the pink ranger, and Tommy, the green Ranger were

meant to be together.
When playing Power Rangers with friends you fought over who got to be

who.... and still all ended up being Tommy.
You remember when Super Nintendos became popular.

You remember watching Home Alone 1 and 2.... and tried to pull the pranks
on “intruders”.

You remembr going to the skating rink before there were inline skates
You ever got injured on a Slip ‘n’ Slide.

You remember Miss Mary Mack..
You knew all the characters names and their life stories on

“Saved By The Bell”
You took Lunchables to school.

You played and or collected “Pogs”
You had at least one Tamagotchi, GigaPet or Nano and

brought it everywhere.
You watched the original Care Bears, My Little Pony, and

Ninja Turtles.
All your school supplies were “Lisa Frank” brand.

You remember when the new Beanie Babies were always sold out.
You used to wear those stick on earrings, not only on

your ears, but also at the corners of your eyes.
You’ve gotten creeped out by “Are You Afraid of the

Dark?”.
You know the Macarena by heart.
“Talk to the hand” ...enough said.

You thought Brain woud finally take over the world.
You always said, “Then why don’t you marry it!”
You remember when everyone went Slinky crazy.
You remember when Razor scooters were cool.
You recall when light up sneakers were cool.

When the Chicago Bulls were the best team ever.
You remember Bill Nye the Science Guy.

MR RODGERS!!!!
Gullah Gullah Island.

You remember “Legends of the Hidden Temple.”
“Salute your shorts.”

“Clarissa Explains It All.”
....mmmmbop, Hanson!!!!

And finally....FULL  HOUSE....
What ever happened to predictability?
The milkman, the paperboy, evening TV
You miss your old familiar friends
waiting just around the bend.
Ah, a wonderful sound, the theme song of every Full House Fanatic. Our favorite family from

San Francisco entertained us from 1987 to 1995 and brought us more characters to love each
season. If you are a true Full House fan you know every heartbreak DJ went through, the time
Stephanie backed Joey’s car into the kitchen, and how Michelle mispronounced everything as a
toddler.

Guava juices.
      Pogs had many different colors and

styles. They had
emblems, symbols
and pictures of
icons on the face
of the pog. You
could collect them
and trade them.
I bet you can re-
member them be-
ing banned at
school because of
all the attention
they received.
They were also
banned because
some children

were pretty gosh darn aggressive and boy
do those heavy Slammers hurt. But you and
your friends would do anything just to sneak
them around and play at recess.

My personal favorite pogs were the
X-Men pogs and the Rat Fink. Those ones
were the coolest. Well as they all say all good
things must come to an end and sure enough
that is what happened to our favorite pogs.

...when Pogs were
slammin’?

...when you could tell

Think of what our fortunetellers would say
now: probably something like “You will receive
that acceptance letter,” or  “You will be taken off
the CAR list on June 12th.” Wouldn’t it be great

if those things
ran our lives? I
guess when we
were ten it was
easy to stray
from the nor-
mal worries of
life and just
look forward to
pure unadulter-
ated fun with
our friends. I
think that was
the best thing
about these
games, it gave
us an escape.
Yup, I think we
can all agree

that’s just what we need right now, a break from
the worries life throws at us. I don’t know about
you, but I’m going to get my own fortuneteller
going again. So feel free to come see me if you’d
like to know your destiny.  :)

...when TV was wholesome?

...when You had a Nano pet?

by Robert Campos, Jackie Alcantar and Amanda Miller

by Alyssa Isgett

by Arline Cruz

by Vanessa Hill

girl magazines to figure out what people think.  Thus being the reason
why her creations of virtual pets have been so successful.

Tiger Electronics built the Giga Pets.  They were one of the first
pets to be offered in the United States that were composed of several
different pets in the same product line. Who remembers “Compu Kitty”

or “Digital Doggie”?
Who would have thought that all

of these virtual reality games of keep-
ing a creature alive would have enter-
tained us for so long.  I bet there are
some of you who are thinking, “I still
have mine in the box” or maybe for some
bizarre reason, you have the thought “I
want one again.”  These creatures en-
tertained us for years when we were

younger, but like all good things, we grow out of them.  We grow up.
We quit the fads we once had.  And then of course, we find something
new to occupy our time.

--collected by Justine Plemons
from myspace.com

anyone’s fortune?
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     No matter how hard you try, stuff happens
that you later regret. You can’t stop it, it happens
to just about everyone. For those of you who
made it through all four years of high school
without a single regret, or for those of you who
aren’t seniors and have made it without regrets
so far, good for you, give yourself a pat on the
back. For the rest of us, it’s about time to stop
thinking about it, like Timon and Pumba said,
“you gotta put the past behind you.” I know
sometimes it’s hard; this is coming from
someone who has had plenty of regrets.
      I really messed up sophomore year. That was
my lazy, kickback, have fun year. I remember
working so hard freshmen year; I guess I just
got sick of it all so fast; it was time to take a
break. This is the year everything went wrong.

My grades were so low, it was the first year ever I received an “F” on a report card.
What was so funny about it was that I didn’t even care. I just kept telling myself that

I would have plenty of time to get my grades up. I kept making excuses like “well, I
still have another semester,” or “I’ll just turn in the next assignment, forget about
this one.” Word of advice: don’t make that mistake, it’s not fun playing “catch up.”
Because my grades were so low, this always gave my aunt and uncle (my guardians)
an excuse to yell at me, and I’m not the type of person who just sits there and takes
it. So needless to say, my relationship with them is torn apart. It’s horrible. I’m
doing better in school now, but things just aren’t the same. I blame it all on sophomore
year. I blame myself.

Most people would regret getting into trouble, but I can’t really say that I have.
I’ve gotten into trouble many times, but you know what? It makes my life that much
more interesting. Everyone needs a little excitement in their life. Sure, you have to
suffer some consequences that comes along with it, such as being put on restriction
for three months, but at least you’ll have something worth talking about. These are
usually the memories kept and repeated, something to look back on and laugh about.

I think about the friends I’ve lost over the last four years, which for me, aren’t
very many. I can’t actually say I lost them, we just aren’t as close as we used to be. It
hurts. Someone you’ve been friends with for what seems like forever, is now hangin’
with a new crowd. It hurts to see this person who was once your best friend change so
much. Yeah, we still talk, but we both know how fake the conversation is, it’s just so
awkward, it’s like you don’t even know this person anymore, like you’re talking to a
complete stranger. I can’t help but to think that maybe I could have done something
to prevent this from happening.

I think about all of this, and I guess whatever happens, happens for a reason.
The best thing to do is to try to forget about it and move on with your life. Reflect on
the positive things and not so much the negative.

Remembering regrets
by Sarah Kozeak

Four years ago there was no TNT,  AAA, or No Child
Left Behind. Now that we have all these programs it is
making us more responsible. If it weren’t for TNT I probably
would have been late to school everyday. Not only has Colton
High pushed us to be the best we can be, it has become a
friendlier place. For many years it was known as the “ghetto”
school. The staff at Colton High School has improved so
much.

 I remember my freshman year we would have fights
almost every week. I haven’t seen one fight this year. I know

there have been a few fights but there are not nearly as many as there was before. We’re catching
the problems before they happen.

I know many of the seniors here are pretty upset about the high school exit exam. I feel as if
it were a waste of time. They are they still arguing if they should let the students graduate that
didn’t pass the high school exit exam. I know that I didn’t stay up late, stay home on the weekends
to do homework, for a “commencement” ceremony.

The students at Colton high have also learned to stand up for what we believe. We had a walk
out to get rid of Mr. “Doc” Ervin, talked to the school board about the graduation ceremony and
now are allowed to have the word “graduation” in the actual ceremony. We have also had the
immigration walkouts. The walkout may not have been the best way to get our opinions out, but
we have become more outspoken which will get us more places in the future.

One of the most obvious changes about Colton High is the construction. The class of 2006
will not get to enjoy the new classrooms or new gym but we got to walk around campus for three
years without any loud machines or different classes every three months. Many of the students at
Colton will never see the school not under construction.

Most of the changes at Colton have been for the better. We have learned to be on time, stay in
school to earn some prizes, and work hard to graduate. Now the year has come to an end and I
will probably miss seeing all my friends, and walking the halls. I know that we all are ready to
graduate and I hope the class of 2006 will succeed and take something out of what they learned at
Colton High School.

by Samantha Hollwedel

Changes atChanges atChanges atChanges atChanges at
Colton HighColton HighColton HighColton HighColton High

It’ s funny how time has
flown, and it seemed like only
yesterday that we embarked on
our journey to adulthood. This
place has given me knowledge
and comfort, but there is one
thing that I leave here with that
I didn’t have when it began;
my friends. There those special people that you just
happen to get you into the most trouble, and have the
time of your life while your doing it. They share your
classes, and your deepest secrets. They’re there to help
out with homework and even to help clean up the “after
party” mess. Its hard to ask, but how can friends enter
here as strangers and have to part ways as the closest
companions when the chapter of childhood finally
closes?  They fill the halls with laughter and warmth,
and count down the seconds for lunchtime. Now I can’t
speak for everyone but to me, my friends are the perfect
ending to my last year. I hadn’t thought about it until
now, but its true what they say; friends aren’t forever,
but I’m glad the ones I have are mine, and I want them
to know I wouldn’t have it any other way. As the year
is at a close I will leave my mark on Colton high and
to the people that have helped me make some of the
best memories; Sophia Martinez, David Reynosa,
Nancy Steuben, and of course, David “the Italian
Stallion” Christy. Luff you all.

by Jonathan Carrasco

Farewell  toFarewell  toFarewell  toFarewell  toFarewell  to
friendsfriendsfriendsfriendsfriends
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My memories here at Colton High School are just priceless. I got to
share a lot of my high school memories with my two most excellent
friends in the world Vanessa Hill and Sarah Brown. The three of us
have stuck together through the thick and thin since our middle school
years. With that said, the greatest memories in high school was all three
of us being in band together. Every trip brought us closer, we got to
travel and compete against all the other bands together, and it was just
the coolest thing. Now I think to myself, “Wow, we did everything
together.” We are all
going to be out of high
school and not doing
everything together.
This thought kind of
sucks.

Another memory
that comes to mind is
when I was formed to
a band called Sars and
the Kickmes. We have
all been together since
I was a sophomore. We
started playing dinky
shows but little did we
know that was just the
beginning for us. But
all of our progression
happened so fast even
up to a record deal proposal. Time really does fly. Now we got our
members moving away. It’s just too tough to think about.

It’ s really hard to describe how overwhelmed anyone can feel after
this. After all the hoopla that is graduation, we seniors will step into a
new world. Some will be going to college, and moving away, and some
will just be working, just traveling through life’s uncertain path. So as
I bid farewell to my past here at Colton High School, I wish the best of
luck to the class of 2006 and all the future classes.

by Arline Cruz

High School Memories...

I would like to say just one thing about high school relationships: they’re too dramatic.
Well, the relationship itself cannot be dramatic, so actually it has to be the people involved in it.

Why is it that the relationships in high school always seem to involve more than two people?
There is always an instance when friends or enemies get “up in our business” and screw things
up. There’s always the girl who flirts with all the guys, and the boy who lies about his other girl.
It seems like I’ve heard gossip about everyone’s relationships over the years and I can’t help but
wonder why anybody cares. Their drama is their own business, not everyone should become
aware of the problems a couple is having. But in high school, it is impossible not to get anyone

else involved.
These relationships could very well end up in marriage; I don’t doubt for a

second that we could find our ‘true-love’ here in high school. But as people grow
they change, and sometimes that can destroy a relationship. Things change so much
as we finish school; can it be that we could still be the same person the other fell in
love with years ago? I just don’t know. I’d like for
all of us to live fairy-tale lives and marry our high
school sweetheart, but in reality that just doesn’t
happen. Too bad lovers, but I think you’re destined
to part eventually.

When I think of high school couples, I think
of those episodes of Maury where a lie detector and DNA test are involved. They
always start out with Maury saying, “ They were high school sweethearts… very
much in love.” Shoot-dang, call me Bitter Betty but I just don’t think it’s going to
have a happy ending. Seriously, think of all the lies that are told, all the “players”
who thought they had game (until they were caught cheating), and all the people
who are left broken hearted. They only question you have to ask yourself is if it is
worth all the crap to stay in such a childlike relationship. Let’s face it, in high school

all you have are juvenile relationships.
To be brutally honest, I think that a lot of my time was wasted on boys. Feelings were hurt

and a lot of pain was caused, and I lost a lot of friends; but that’s just me. Relationships come
and go, but friendships last a lifetime. No matter what happened, my best friends Arline and
Sarah have been there. But for everyone else, it could be the complete opposite. If you think that
you’re in love, enjoy it. Live it up and don’t wonder how long it will last. Accept it for what it is
and take pleasure in the moment. I am undecided as to whether high school relationships will
last, but I do know one thing for sure, they’re not worth it to me. Too much drama and too much
pain for people so young.

”“...one thing about
high school
relationships: they’re
too dramatic.

by Vanessa Hill

“Relationships”


