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INTRODUCTION

From childhood, games have been how we learn about the world around us. When
we play chess, we practice thinking ahead and strategizing; we’re forced to look at the
board through our opponent’s eyes as well as our own. In playing pretend, we envision
futures for ourselves as doctors, princesses, firefighters, and parents. The uninhibited
imagination of youth can take us to Disney World, the Eiffel Tower, or Middle Earth
without ever leaving the safety of our backyards. And when we play cards, we find that
sometimes no amount of clever logic or creative thinking can change the hand we’ve
been dealt. Games emblemize life: the fun and the tedious, the individual and the
cooperative, the triumphs and the defeats. For our 2020 edition of Quintessence, we ask
the question “What’s in a game?” in celebration of all that games have taught us and
continue to teach us.

Thinking logically is not always as simple as adding A and B; more often than not,
we have to think outside the box to come to the right solution. Riddles teach us not
only to think in unexpected ways, but that sometimes there can be more than one
satisfying answer to a question. A sharp mind is perhaps the most powerful tool one can
have—so don’t underestimate the strength of a tough riddle!

The lure of chance 1s always present throughout life, especially when a decision is
just out of control. There is no greater usage of this than in a game. When we have to
roll the dice, we test the realms of possibility and learn that the perceived ideal result
might not always be what we expect. It is what we do with the outcome that is the
defining characteristic of who we are, so let the cards be dealt and dice be rolled.

When thinking about the components of a game, it is important to remember its
creation. Games began as an expression of creativity through the exploration of the
depths of our imagination. When it comes to improvisation or Animal Crossing, the
most important element is never to limit what you create because you can always fill in
the

Some may say that we need games now more than ever, so we hope you enjoy our

special online version of Quintessence 2020.
Isabelle Anzabi, 20 and Cait Carolan, ’20
Senior Editors-in-Chief
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Logic 1s the most fundamental tool of thinkers. Logic enables 2
|

philosophers to ponder puzzling questions, scientists to conduct
research, and lawyers to construct arguments. Most exciting of all,

logic gives us the ability to be innovative and think “outside of the

<
box.” Throughout the centuries, writers have utilized logic to
formulate ideas in their literature and present their opinions about
<&

serious topics and, in doing so, have created brilliant and

compelling work that continues to captivate readers. |
The following passages have been chosen for their storytelling
I

medium of games, this section will present prose and poetry that

and brilliant elicitation of important topics in society. Through the |
|
will not only help you, the reader, contemplate themes of

paramount importance, but also enable you to better employ your

reasoning skills and understanding of this rudimentary tool. 2
Although logic was key to the construction of the subsequent
' poems and prose, it will also serve you in your ability to interpret \
and understand these works. Let the puzzles begin! |
Grace Matwijec, ’21 and Autumn Andrejczak, ’22 J
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i\ ‘The Villanelle of Tir na nOg' ‘-,’

«} To his home he returned, just as | hod Feared L‘
éﬁ His stay, his homesick heart refused to Pr‘olonﬂ é,

His foot touched the 9rouncl, and he disappeared. «

%’“ From the moment | met him, | was endeared.
é{% He helped the weak because he was strong t{%

‘ To his home he returned just as | had Feared.

I) Desolate in his depar"rur'e, | would not be cheered &a
But the caaed bird is destined to ?Iy before long, Q%
&’\ His foot touched the 9rouncl, and he clisappearecl. %

@ He left behind Oscara, the son he'd never rear. M\

\% Perhaps to bring him into the world was wrong

& To his home he returned, just as | had Leared. Kﬁ
D A

% He made no mark, no debt lef+ nor arrears %
‘ in the Land of the Young he'd never belong \a

@ His Foot touched the 9rouncl, and he disappeared g§

"\ The rain Poured ond his Poo+9+epc3 were cleared. &
% Now none of him is lef, save for this song

%% To his home he returned, just as | had feared &g
%&\ His foot touched the 3round, and he disappeared \

g% Cait Carolan, 20 \ ;
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Alex Kupper, 23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros
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I want to be ,
hke the waves on the sea
hke the clouds in the wmd
but 'm me.
One day I'll jump

~out of my skin.




“Opposite Beauty”

Sun

bright, yellow

providing, blinding, warming

day, glow, shine, night

reflecting, illuminating, awakening

full, blue

Moon

Jaclyn McDade, 22

.-

nNo lies, no deceit

‘ﬂ[eredl’rh Glunz, ‘23
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Two (n an orchard
Love blooms under mulberries
Buet soon death. cregps (n

Ao
“Black street empty and plain”~

e
*" | )\
EA -
====Black street empty and plain
ith no leaves growing™

*=Blank trees w
_Brown grass dead and dry

White statue next to green-

Bright bushes next to beauty
Soft blue skies over land

R
Do

.
i

Abby Arbogast, '23



Alex Kupper, ’23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

curtains. There were dizzy bees and bow-tied fruit f lies:

turning somersaults and humming in the air. Sweet sweet

peach trees. Thorn roses and thistle and pears. Weeds like

$0 many squinty-eyed stars and brush that made your an-

kles itch and.itch until you washed with soap and water.

‘There were big green apples hard as knees. And every-

where the sleepy smell of rotting wood, damp earth and

dusty hollyhocks thick and perfumy like the blue-blond

hair of the§dead.§
Yellow spiders ran when we turned rocks over and

pale worms blind and afraid of light rolled over.in their

sleep. Poke a stick in the sandy soil and a few blue-skinned

beetles would appear, an avenue of ants, so many crusty

lady bugs. This was a garden, a wonderful thing to look at

in the spring. 8 fter the monkey left, the

garden began to take over 1tself Flowers stopped obeying

“the litele bricks that kept them from growing beyond their

paths. Weeds mixed i in. Dead cars appeared overmght ket S

- mushrooms.{First one and tl en another 3nd then a paie

lue pickup wit ‘the front windshield missing. Before you

/knew it, the monke: gardeh became filled with sleepy cars.. -

- Things ha way of [g lisappearoyin the garden, as

1f the garden itself ate them or, “as. 1f with its old-man

Moy Bt put them awa s and forgot ‘them: Nema{found """

Mollar and a dead e between two rocks in the stone.
where the morgl glories climbed, and@vhen :
d seek, Eddie Vargas laid his head

we Welle playj

‘benea¥ga hi ‘

Winkle i o rd he was in the game s
~and went b oo

The monkey doesn’t hve there anymore The monkey®
- moved—to Kentucky—and took his people with him. And
I was glad because I“couldn’t listen anymore to hls wild
screaming at night, the twangygyakxety-yax o th people}

who owned him. The green metacage the porcelain table

top, the famlly ] onkey, family,

table #All gone. )
And it was then we took over the garden we had been

afraid to go into when the monkey screamed and showed

its yellow teeth. :
There were sunflowers blg as ﬂowers on M,ars an

thick cockscombs bleeding the deep red frmgeof theater

was the reason why we went there.

r motkers could find us. We and
7 } empty cars. We made
hat old blue pickup. And



“Salt and Sugar”

salt and sugar

they look the same
yet

they taste so different

you need to know the difference

=i =Y EY Y = =

“The Playboy of the Ancient World"

Zeus 1s a playboy.

All of Olympus knows it.
His wife Hera, too.

He tries to hide his affaurs,

But his children prove them true.

Kate Abdalla, '22
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Aiyah Wishahi, ’23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

adness on an elbo

thut | R ant (o]

me, the one nobody seesy




. “Mirroring”

. Flame

Fiery, Ephemeral

Glowing, Trembling, Scorching
EASh, Star, Sand, Sky

- Glistening, Shattering, Freezing

Bubbly, Everlasting

- Sea " m ®mE ®E E E E E E E E E E ®E ®E =m

. " “Questions for a Questionable Society” =
. . H n
" Valarie Rubenstein, ‘22 =

Where would we be without quick™®

........................... . u reactions? ™
. . . 3 3
Following others in their organized "
|
I factions,
. 5 |
1 Cutting the love out of everyone’s |
1 actions.
|
N ]

=  Why do we put so much pressure on,

. authority?
e e e a e ] Forcing ourselves into our own
" U ” : 1 . .ty 1
(] Kln /qrtﬁur [ minori y
} g . Mumbling about the world’s collective™
- Al ‘round the table 1 inferiority. ™
. The Rnights sit with their high Ring . a ]
 Eati % . Why is the love gone from this
g i) " World?"
. Elizabeth Bowe, 22 . . Ashley Rosica, 22,



A Quintessential Crossword Puzzle
Cait Carolan, 20
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Across

1. These creatures are the subject of Richard Adams’ Watership Down.

4. This horror manga, whose title translates to “spiral” in Japanese, will be
adapted into a TV series in 2020.

5. The totalitarian world of /984 is "always watched" by this political
figure.

6. Shakespeare’s only titular character who 1s a queen.

11. The original copy of this Steinbeck novella was eaten by his dog, Toby.
14. This American science fiction writer has published books in 9 of the 10
Dewey Decimal categories.

15. Author of Fahrenheit 451 who was purportedly descended from a
victim of the Salem Witch Trials.

16. Novel set on a desert planet inhabited by giant sandworms.

18. Agatha Christie called this character of hers a “detestable, bombastic,
tiresome, egocentric little creep.”

19. Lord of the Flies character who “provided” the supplies for a fire.

20. Stephen King classic, set at the Overlook Hotel.

21. The famed killer of Dostoevsky’s 1866 masterpiece.

22. This final and experimental book by Irish author James Joyce was
originally written in crayon on pieces of cardboard.

Down

2. This author and conservationist published the best-selling children’s book
of all time about a rabbit and his adventures.

3. Hamlet called this skull “A fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent
fancy.”

7. This species of bird was originally set to be a parrot in Poe’s famous
poem.

8. The only surviving member of Moby Dick’s “Pequod.”

9. Prospero is a character in this late Shakespearean romance.

10. Oscar Wilde wrote about this Lady’s fan.

12. The protagonist of this short story awoke one morning to find himself
transformed into an insect.

13. Hunger Games protagonist.

17. This Victor Hugo character has been portrayed by Hugh Jackman, Liam
Neeson, Gérard Depardieu, and Dominic West.

Xnswers!
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“Inscribed in Our
"Pointed Toes and Polygraph Prose"

Bones”
pointed toes and polygraph prose I8 -ribed inour bones:
they coincide and learning grows The burning desire to
in leaps and bounds Uncover the why.

and beeping sovnds
Olivia Glunz, ‘20
the needle hops from place to place
dancing lasts throvgh time and space
in leaps and boonds
and beeping sovnds

tchaikovsky litts on silver strings
while justice does the polygraph bring
in leaps and bounds

and beeping sovnds

but none can see a ballerina’s pain

, A, , “Alexandra”
while all are aware of a criminal’s chain Alexandra
Strong Intelligent

all can be foond Loving Caring Motivating
in leaps and bounds Mother Earth Mulberry Tree Land Passion

Cheating Fortune-Telling Lusting
Blissful Free-spirited
Marie

and beeping sounds

Ashley Rosica, '22
Grace Profy, "22



" “The Power of a Helping Hand”

At times like this I wish to be
Like the boy who held back the sea
m With nothing but his little thumb

ol wish I could keep each wave of sorrow

Until at last true help could come.

From drowning you until tomorrow,
And tomorrow I'll find another way
To stave off the sea for one more day.
n
I know you must think me raving mad,
I For the promise of one day seems so sad,
a But I am not for you the be-all end-all.
I am the patch that provides time to rebuild your wall.

Yet I cannot mend this on my own.
" | haven’t the proper grout or stone,
I So I will stay here waiting until
You find them, and I know you will.
n
It won’t be easy. Supplies aren’t cheap,
I But find them and at last you’ll keep

a Lhat thrashing, crashing sea at bay
For far longer than just one day.

So here I sit awaiting, thumb in the ground,
® Paying no mind to the biting cold or the sound
I Of that inevitably approaching tide.

I simply thought of the others and bitterly cried.
n

For they had not allowed anyone to descry

The cracks in their walls and continued to lie

Whenever someone asked if they were fine.
I suppose I shouldn’t judge. I like to toe the same line.

That ominous time has taken many,
® But of your days with me it won’t have any,

Because I know in a heartbeat you'd do the same for me.

I So far as long as I can I'll hold back the sea,
n

Jillian Reifsnyder, 20

L | | | | | | | | | |

“MR. BOUNDERBY"
MR. BOUNDERBY
SELFISH, UNTRUSTWORTHY
LYING, CONTROLLING, DISHEARTENING
WEALTH, MEEKNESS, SACRIFICE, FACTORY
(ARING, LOVING, HARDWORKING
INTELLIGENT, PASSIONATE
STEPHEN
OLTVIA BURKE, 23

"L ove in the Winter'

Love in t+he winter,

H econ be stolid but true.
Heort liKe a sprinter.

£ Mi[)/ Montemuro, ‘22




Alex Kupper, 23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

Well, why not? :

[T closed my eves
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"I Saw a Givd Ug n the Sky’

T saw a bivd Up in the Sky,
And T ﬂaochH- "Gee, T4 like to €\
So T Kicked wy Shoes of€ wy €eet,
Closed wy eyes and Yook a seat,
Ugon the Barth's wmossy €loov.
My wind ogened the 30\&@:\ doox.

At \ast, T became the bivd!
Though at €ivst, beautifuly absued,
L grew tived, always lageing,
Flagging, $lagging,

I covldn't heavr the 0\039 \OgRina,
\(aqq'mcy \iaqq'wﬁ.

My woes Seemed wagpified Up heve,

Ugon wy €ace €voze a Single teav.

For in it lmits lonely 16 the cvest,
Tn p0%6ina test after test,

We often €ovaet what we've wor\<'\v\<3 towavd.
Sometimes, 30\, 5 not n \mO\I\n3 Lovwavd,
But io \oae\qn3 w what we've 30#,
Gecause, oy aolly, s a ot

Pexhags, theve's a veason why
God didn't Ut wme in the oky.
Pexhags, he didnt want Yo cvy
Like Daedalus when Tcavus €lew too hioj.
That's all viaht.
T wosn't wade ov €\'\3H-.

Theve's valve n it5 vavity,
S0 vow T See with clavity
Why wy €eet wmust stay on land.
Bivds dont €eel between their toes,
Eavth's wavwm sand.

Jillian Reifsnydev, 10



“The Past is a Well-Worn
Waostelond"

The past is a well-worn
wasteland,

Where many people have walked.
No one ever stays,

But all that remains is talk.

A lot of people vanish.
All were forced to stay.
They all got locked in.
Never saw a future day.

The past is a well-worn

wasteland, “Love is a Bootleg Dance”
Filled with emptiness and Love is forbidden.
despair. Jt dances in your heart,
Some people wish to go back, o qear;.zinq to come ?“t-
But it disappeared into thin air. Love is vibrant, bright and exciting.

Emotions through pain and grief.
Abby Lucas, '23 and Tiffany Love without pain is a bird without wings,
Kube, '23 Only to walk, never to fly,

But as damaging as hell’s belief.

Love is a killer,

One of many victims,

A thief, a hunter, takes pride in your fall.
Love is so unjust, it should be against the law.

Love is forbidden.
Jt dances in your heart, yearning to come out.

Ashley Antonak, °28 and Cecilia Kern, 23



ﬂ@wa@fameMwaad%m%oW—mfw%w&.
Hen fingews dance along a dimly (it scueen.

Sheb at @ paty, strauying from the electric blue light,

(ind, vecnching fov the deep cobalt painted onto the night sky.
Under an sapphire gloaming, she finds comfort in you,

Jhen lets her secrets evcape fuom these frogen ocean eyes.

UYour fingers dance along o dimly lit screen.

Jhat break thuough the window, intertwined, with the summer breege.
Memories, unshelved and placed atop a record player,

Settle inside the »oft atmosphere and, are cwosned, for you both to hean.
Hen fingews dance along a dimly (it screen.

3t 4am.

duhunndndﬂqq{ak 22



Sienna Fiduccia, ’23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

My Name

My great-grandmother. I would've liked to have

Ava Tsiouplis, ’23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

My Name




“Apollo and Daphne”

oA glimpse of gold light,
Iwuminates the darek sky,
With it a silver flash,

Love and hateed intertwine.
A laurel teee left behind.

AT
NGz
A

Autumn oAndPejczali, 22

! 1orizon settles over an*wﬂzss freld.
I wander among the 5we‘rsd which in the sunlight yield
- Vuls of dew are draped over 1 the countless blad
B o f0 bend toward LUIFEValk past. .
Emerald pamted leaves dcmce n the gentle summer. breeze Ko

Whll@ a hlankét“qf sgpphwe cloak,i the sky |
‘ﬂnd an mewtazjgﬁfwdtght dg(ws nigh.

t;‘

Aug}gnnAndrgczak 22

\_l
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“Beauty is a Sad Curse”

Beauly is a sad curse,

“Hibernal Beauty”

Snow is falling down,

Glistens, covering the ground.
Such a comely sight.

Brigid Woolerton, '22

Which is to say that those who possess this are

used,
Beaten down, and abused.

Beauty is a sad curse.

Like a shallow pool, one’s feet only go so far.
Beauty on the outside, but on the inside a scar.

Beautly is a sad curse.

Julia Cassidy, '23, Katelyn Kelley, '23,

and Makenna Buchinski, '23




“Time is a Brand New Toy”

Time is a gentle, brand new toy,

Which is to say, time is precious.
As precious as a new toy to a child. _
But time passes and soon the new toy won’t be so new, | s

And the child won’t be as gentle as before,
And the time won’t seem as precious,
And the child will grow up,

And that brand new toy that was once so
Precious will be left alone in the dark.
Time will tell how long it takes for the
Child to remember his brand new toy.

One that was once so precious and is now forgotten.

Cameron Marable, ’23, Allison Ginnetti, ’23,
and Catherine Bergevin, 23




Jillian Reifsnyder, 20 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

full of angry pain.

revulsion of feeling
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Intelhgent Cordlalk
Desiring, Searching, Learning
Facts Rome Force Beethoven\

~ “Sharks”, }:
- [Sharks =
~Swim sw1ft1y away =

Hiding beneath the surface -——-r
i Water secludes it

TS TEEe - -

et eyes and serrated teeth

.4 HE S A& 5. -

Waiting patlently to strlke



Whriting Poetry”

[ime is an unspoken blessing.
[he clock ticking and quessing,
While other people are ctrecsing.
L for one, know that

[ime is an unspoken blessing.

A bleseing in dicquice
For one that ic more wice.
Cowboys will ride.

[he ﬁmny thing that ic time
On the hande of the clock,
Cowboye are (ocked.

[ime goes by fact, coon the
Present will be the past.
Ca#e("u//y choose the path it will lead

For time can be your friend, or fiend.




Student and Teacher Question ‘
-~ Answer this riddle to the best of your ability:

.The ﬁ’ét two ze.tt:ers signify a male, the first
.tlzree letters signify a female, the first fou

letters signify greatness, while the entire wor

..“Monel” - Bann Davis, 22
“Gelad” - Emma Hagan, 22

“I 1'1 h d ’ ”»
— 1ke to use the word--"Cong r.”” -Mrs.

R —— e N N N

“Heroine” -Mr. Bender,

. |“Heroine”- Mr. Kardish = \_\

“Heroine” -Mrs. Murwa

. |“He, Her, Hero, Heron (which is a bird...I am stilllworking b

y on this one...but it jumped out right away to 1;ne); Mrs.

g ~Carr /—3% = : |
“Heroine” -Ms. McBrinn e .
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FENNSTARENSTY,
y 11 ROLL THE DICE 2

B

For good or for bad, both the games we play for
entertainment and the experiences that shape our lives are
heavily influenced by chance. From a young age, we learn the

¢

power of chance through games from Rock, Paper, Scissors to

&
Monopoly to chess. In our everyday lives, many of us know the
, frustrating experience of sleeping in and being late. On the other ;
hand, experiences like finding a dollar or, even better, a new
friend unexpectedly are small things that make life interesting,
|
2
I
<

exciting, and fun. It’s the little everyday surprises that prevent

our lives from becoming monotonous and dreary. Even when
| chance doesn’t seem to be on our side, derailing our plans and
making a mess of things, 1t teaches us a valuable lesson. That 1s,
as the saying goes, “When life gives you lemons, make

lemonade.” We may not always know what’s going to happen,

C =06

& but through relentless good cheer and perseverance, we can try
to make the best of it, whether it’s an especially poor hand in Go

Fish or missing the school bus.

Erin McFadden, 22 and Valarie Rubinstein, ’
ANIRIOR
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Ualanic Rubinstein, '22



“Wonder at the world-"

Wonder at the world-
Do you see it

In the reflection

Of a pulsing sunrise
On a silent lake?

Against the cool sand
The waves crush aggreseively.
A smadll chid runs

Along +he beach with her dog,







"I HoPeal H Would Last Forever'

| hoped it would last +orever,

Not shattered by the sounds of Frustration
And harsh tones.

| hoped the wind would keep burning
Because it meant we were stil here.
| hoped the sun would leave its
Mark. on my skin

As a reminder of what had been.

| hoped we could stay there,

Frozen in time,

Deaf to the worlds screams.

| hoped that moment would come
Back.

Even in dreams

It didn'+

But we had it.

Loughter breakina silence, rocks Iar'eakina paths,
There was more life there then in the

biggest ok cities.

| hoped we could stay.

| hoped we didn't have to return,

But down came, and we were lifted oway.
Hope doesn't make time stop,

But it Feels lke it did.
| hope | Feel that agoin.

Delar\ey Geist, 23



"What's In 4 Game?"

what wakes Aawme mﬁm S0
enjoqa\o\oﬁ

I6 it the \auah‘rev o€ €viends
Ov the com€ort o€ {aw\\\\.,.

15t a '@3## ac_»)a‘m% \bovedom
O¢ S % the {\iﬁln‘\‘ o€ the \oneSome?

L6 it the competitive Soivit?

O¢ gevhags it i5 st a {un game
Because o€ the quality o€ time

Sgent with thoSe you cave about.

Savah Taylov, "W
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Beauty 1s A Reluctant Dance”

Beavty ic a reluctant dance,
Hecitant but confident,
Dependable but free.

Rain tricklee and flie,
Growth and colore dance.
Leaves cway and clink.

From wind, they later cink.

Helen Raice, 23 and (eah Pagano, 23



PAnTou

o L

w?[ er grip grew wearier and wearier,

T ﬁe water sp[asﬁec[ against the ship below her.
| | It was deep and dark,
}[er ﬁanc[ s[zppec[ a bit 6ut sﬁe stz[[ ﬁe[c[ on.\

T} ﬁ‘;aters[asﬁec[ aait tﬁﬁi below her.

Eve seconc[ was a 6reatﬁ away from her last.

I on[ she cou[c[ fiold on forever.

1R\ TN

The reezm spray of water scorcﬁec[ her body.

seconc[ was a 6reatﬁ away from her last .

:,5 One more slip a;[_;ﬁ c}}?a&

Down, down, into the dark wavesh W8 r

e w1 VBN R TVARSSN N 5‘-,

Her grip grew wearier anc[ wearier.

S i

Merec[ztﬁ [unz 23




Child’s play

Each day this chutes and (adders game | play.
) detest soaring until | slip,
But the games will end one day.

Teachers’ rules told me how to act and what to say,
Taught boys to be priests and girls down the aisle to skip.
Each day this chutes and (adders game | play.

After school we dove into gathered piles of leaves and hay,
And built snowmen until the wind our faces did whip,
BUt the games wvill end one day. "

) recited empty words in a desperate attempt to pray.
The lack of answers cause me to lose my grip.
Each day this chutes and (adders game | play.

Like pulled teeth my inner secrets | have given away
To the only the most trusted keepers on my ship,
BUt the games vill end one day.

These crewmen alond my course do stay

In My sails they will mend every rip.

Each day this game of chutes and (adders | play,
BuUt the games will end one day.

&
Jillian Peifsn%der, ’ZOX ’ 0 l



Cameron Marable, 23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros
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“The Facade”

Strength
Smart, Blind,
Hardworking, Caring, Loving,

Beauty, Loneliness, Unhappiness, Country
Rebelling, Pondering, Wishing,

Regretful, Wild,
Free-Spirit

Aria Moses, '22
“Stream”

Quietly winding

Through the dark forest it glows
Under the twink'ling

Moon shining down far below
Heading towards the endless sea

[_)Ilison Phillips, "22



“I'm Hungry”

As I sit here and wait for dinner,
My stomach feels empty.
I feel my body getting thinner.

Suddenly, my mom calls me downstairs
[ jump out of bed and run.
I fall into one of the kitchen chairs.

[ start to wonder what we will eat,
Maybe steak, hamburgers, or tacos?
When my mom pulls out chicken, my heart falls to my feet.

We have chicken almost every day,
And when she cooks it, it tastes dry.
I get up and walk out the doorway.

Then I realize how hungry [ am.
I go back into the kitchen and apologize for my attitude.
At least she is not feeding us spam.

I eat the chicken and realize it is kind of good.

I thank my mom for the food.

IfI could eat more, I would.

I take the leftovers and share it with the neighborhood.

Lauren Redican, ‘22



“Love is a Desperate Dance”

Love is a desperate dance,
Seeking affection

That just is not there.

[t will come out of nowhere—
Just like a giant grizzly bear,
Waiting and waiting.

But after all of this time,

['ve come to realize

That it is actually all so simple—
You will never be mine.

Ava Cornwall, 23

»

“Close Your Eyes and Dream

Close your eyes and dream
Forget about your worries

Lose yourself in sleep

Olivia Burke, 23



“Cinquain: Masks”

They stare
With cold dead eyes,
Never truly seeing,

But ever-present in the room.
These masks,

Their faces

Tell the stories

Of books I will not read,

And characters I will not know.
But still,

They feel

Like my old friends.

I know their hopes and dreams,
Which are all written across
Their faces.

Hannah Buckleman, ’'23
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Student and Teacher Questlon
What ig your good luck charm®

)

“Reese’s themed high socks” - Paige Veneziale, *23
“A pencil; if I study with a certain pencil, then I take the test with
that same pencil” - Maren H t‘v W
“My good luck charm is a ne
It means a lot to me and I al
“Red cardinal” E - Dou b |
“My good luck chat is ,N“\»é \‘?},;f =Lillie Corino, "22
“My good luck chafmis my cross-neeklace from
Maddie Smith, 228 =
“My toe socks” - Kelly'
“#99 Jerome B
“My good luck
succeeding, Wi
best, if 1 160} !
comfort and m;
somehow 0! ). 0
“I don't believei '.‘.“ !
“I genuinely don f"g
“Praying to my mc m,
“My father’a% rish Ble essi
i b

i ;; i
./ A

,tuf" It

sed to be my grandmom’s.

g, when I am
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Kristina Filip, ’20
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1. FILL IN THE

A picture is worth a thousand words.

Pick up a paint brush! Grab those oil pastels! If a picture is
worth a thousand words, how many words do a thousand pictures
produce? First, ignore the obscure mathematical challenge that this
poses. Creativity 1s truly endless. Ask Warhol, Pollock, Monet, or
Michelangelo on their opinions about creativity! In response, you
will get answers like cans of soup, outrageous color splatters,
idyllic streams, and intricate paintings so high that in order to see
them you have to crane your neck until it cracks. Art takes shape
everywhere and anywhere. Think of a poised woman’s subtle smirk,
the contrast of gilded stars against the indigo night sky, Marilyn
Monroe in technicolor. Whether it’s religion, memories, or nature,

the human spirit always prevails. How does Villa reflect the human

spirit? Grab a pencil and follow along!

Allison DeFriece, °22
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J‘Love is a Desperate Curse”
Love is a desperate curse,
Like looking into a shattered mirror,

Trying to fill the void

Of an empty heart.

Stone cold like the dead woods of

winter. (e y ‘ q-

\ |

- | | { | ‘ X .'“;‘ ‘
3 \ A

-'5 \ f \ ,‘

Reminiscing about the past :}is of her

ol 4,
Longing for that warm feehn again.

/

From trust and love \

-

o hatred and betra Y“...,;

VIR .

Love is a des iierate curse. -
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ou took a lighter to my heart,

Threw my soul into purgatory,
Burned me, incinerated me,
Until all that was left was the tinder
Of memories that had long been

Lost beneath smoldering ash.

ou cauterized those old wounds
That had interminably bled,
The clots cutting off my oxygen,

Singed away in a new pain:
The scorching ache of a scar ,cx 0

Newly begun to heal,

d\ i
e ‘“1»

Carved out in testament to

1.4
.....

The course has yet to run smooth. poakll 4§ Gl | Ahé:» 'f.v"-'li.:
Ther‘e are days when the tides AR N ?“(:: “ﬁ |
Threaten to capsize us both. {1 "B ufﬁ:ﬂbeﬂv Mﬂnﬁp g
Only we are together against the torrent, .,,,<"“‘ ,}?‘ .3*;" “‘ } ‘é o \a'
Together when the waves swell and sigh, R " A g

Together whgn the waters are still,
Together when nothing is left
Save for the beating of these twin hearts.

Cait Carolan, °20




Jillian Reifsnyder, °20
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“Blue 1s the sky on a cloudless day”
W-' = Blue 1s the sky on a cloudless da

wBlue 15 the waves crashing against the shore
Blue 1s freshly—picked blueberries on a warm su
Blue is sweet cotton candy at the circus
Blue is ink on a fresh piece of paper
" Blugis lips trembling in the cold

Blue is sadness growing every day
Blue is Louisa Gradgrind ;

Emily Bruni, '23 '




“Tie-Dye”

Swirling, whirling cur

i OIE ?’ sleeve
Vi
urst firework

church
ored

Elizabeth Mellon, 23
“Coketown”

Smokestacks fill the sky

Purple river flow steady
Everyday, hard times

Sara Aschenbrenner, 23



Alex Kupper, ’23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

Did you wish already?
Yes, I said. :

Well, that’s all there 1s to it. I¢’]]
How do yg Bow? | 2

2

come true.

A long silence.
always to come back

Tt know: a It was as i
ind, as if she k at I h;

Ing e such
omefb!
CASY VCRLL ou !
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RS K €C
Was {blling me. ycABaid a little confused.

ublk 2 nds. Good. That’s all.

achel who were already
dering What I was doing
talking to three old T4 BB 1 cllcd like cinnamon. I
didn’t understand ;a. had told me. I turned
around. They smiled and wz

; Them'j! Exgn:t s: ghem. N

again.

their smoky way.
e, or twice, Or ever



“GENTLE SURRENDER?”

IN YOUR CHAMBER OF SILENCE,
I LISTEN FOR WHISPERS.
YOU’VE GIVEN A CHALLENGE,
I’VE NOT FINISHED YET.

Ix You I’vE FouND SOMEONE
‘THAT I CAN BELIEVE IN.
YOUR LIFE 1S WORTH LIVING,
I pON’T NEED TO SEE ITS END.

GENTLE SURRENDER,
L1viNG 1N YOUR CARE,
LIKE A BREEZE ON A MOUNTAIN,
LIKE A CHILD WITHOUT CARE.

THE joy I’VE FOUND GIVING,
I oNLY cOULD DREAM OF!
In You I’vE FOUND PEACE,
THAT THE WORLD’S NEVER KNOWN.

IN THE DAYS I HAVE TAUGHT THEM,
I’VE FOUND A TRUE PURPOSE.
As THESE CHILDREN I’VE TAUGHT,
HAVE GROWN UP TO HAVE THEIR OWN!

GENTLE SURRENDER,
L1viNG IN YOUR CARE,
LLIKE A BREEZE ON A MOUNTAIN,
1L1IKE A CHILD WITHOUT CARE.

MR. BOLOGNESE



. “Buildings”

buildings.
~ nextto each other

. thechurchin the background )
~ thecityin the background o

the city pauses w1th its .

| ‘beauty

Elizabeth Mellon, 23

“Dogs and Cats”

Dogs
Sweet, selfless
Sleeping, eating, playing
Bone, litter, treats, claws
Jumping, climbing,
hiding
Stealthy, fierce

s Cats .‘

Camille Kakoyan, "22



Which Wrerary character are you? Take this quiz-
and bnd out’

by Ohvia Glunz-, '20

What is your greatest weakness?

a. I’'mvery stubborn

b. I'm too trusting and naive

c. I’'mvery restrained and
sometimes struggle socially

d. |am too gentle and don’t stand
up for myself

2. You're in a public building when the

fire alarm sounds. What do you do?

a. Get out. Fast.

b. Follow orders from whoever’s in
charge and leave!

c. Search for my best friend to
make sure (s)he gets out safely.

d. Hold the door to let everyone
else exit first.

3. You would describe your style as

a. Flashy, colorful, and unique

b. Sporty and comfortable

c. Sophisticated and formal

d. Modest, pastel, and understated

4.

What is your dream vacation?

a. Stayingin a luxurious hotel in a
global city

b. Backpacking through Europe

c. Renting a picturesque country
estate

d. Stayingin a small house by the
beach

Your favorite pastime is
a. Performing at sporting events or
on stage
b. Traveling
. Reading
d. Talking with friends and family

What do your friend loves most
about you?

a. |always speak my mind

b. I'm willing to try new things
c. |lalways tell the truth

d. I’'m agreat listener

>>2>



kdd the number Ks, B's, 0's, and D's respectively
In the cAse of A4 he, answer the hebreaker! Ik
hot, proceed to the Answers below.

TIEBREAKER: Who is your favorite author?

a. Shakespeare

b. Jonathan Swift

c. Jane Austen

d. Fyodor Dostoyevsky
ANSWERS:

Mostly A: Cleopatra. Spunky and independent, you are vibrant and unpredictable.
You have a fabulous sense of style, an outgoing personality, and infinite
confidence. You never worry about others’ opinions and are always true to
yourself.

Mostly B: Gulliver. Curious and adventurous, you love to explore the world around
you. You are open-minded and are tolerant and respectful of those with whom
you disagree. You see risk and uncertainty as opportunities to learn and discover.

Mostly C: Mr. Darcy. Reticent and mysterious, you are intelligent and
independent. Although your quiet personality may be mistaken for rude, you are
caring, compassionate, and deeply loyal to your friends and family. You may be
subdued in social situations, but you are courageous and never hesitate to help
those in need.

Mostly D: Sonia Marmeladova. Gentle and empathetic, you always put others
before yourself. You are respectful, deeply committed to your morals, and always
self-sacrificing. You can see the good in all people and are optimistic no matter
how bleak your situation appears.




Ava Cornwall, ’°23 — Based on The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

She looked
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nobody sees




"Vefsz'vy'

“Oh Captain, my Captain,”
Or so the old poem goes.
But you are not dead and I do not grieve,
So I suppose it’s not the same.

You smile when you look at me,
A scar upon your eye,
And you grin when you see the sea.
Something more than just a dream,
And so very much alive.

They say we couldn’t make it.
They said we’d end up dead,
But my heart’s still dancing,
And your face is still smiling,
So I suppose we have proved them wrong.

We have journeyed far—and yet,
We adventure farther.
The edge of the map is reached and yet—
There is so much more.

There’s treasure to reach and maps to make,
Monsters to fight and drinks to drink,
A hand to hold and a smile to share.
My life is the sea with you there.

“Oh captain, my captain!”
There’s a black flag above our heads,
And perhaps the world wants us dead.

But—
“Oh Captain, my Captain!” I say,
“Where shall we dare next?”

Madeline Patrick, ’22



Fill in the Blank About Yourself

In my free time, I

My favorite extracurricular activity is

My favorite English book I have read so far is

My favorite movie is

My favorite class that I have taken is

My favorite Villa event is

The most exciting part of the past school year was

This year, I look forward to

When I grow up




“Color Verse”

Pistachio green is a color like no other,
Light, and bright, and fun,

The color of my sister’s violin case,
With the happiness of a cheery song.
Pistachio green is calm and subtle,
But 1t 1s filled with warmth,

Lucy 1s like pistachio green,

Her own thoughts and feelings,

A bright girl who has her own tastes,
And 1s happy, subtle, and calm.

Meredith Glunz, ’23 “Arboreal Mystery”

The tree that reaches
Upward and to the bright sky
Must be kept grounded.

“Tanka” Ashley Rosica, ’22

Like a river flows,

Crystal clean 1if it 1s calm,
Cool, calm, collected,

Rapid, furious if not,

But the sky remains clear blue.

Meredith Glunz, ’23
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lime is a Handed-down NWedding Gown”

The walls of all ysu hae cver bnsun

ymlomcepécm&%z%ewm&lww
ﬂ/bancl-nmdewo/c&hgg&m
1t is the era of bradition

And without question we place upon surselres

Ouwr handed-dswn wedding gouns

As we are fascinated with preseviing the past
Se we went grour up so fast.

Juliana Burke, 23



“Celestial Bodies™”

Sun
Bright, Bold
Shining, Warming, Burning
Space, Time, Stars, Life
Caring. Glowing, Loving
Feminine, Immortal
Moo

Mikealani Perales, '22



“My Darling George”

Take my hand and we will go " n _
On a trip to Florence. if"’ _ ' :
Sit by the bed and rest your head i

With your crown of violets.
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. “Apollo and Daphne”

, A glimpse of gold light,
| [luminates the dark sky, Golden Rays shine upon
: With it a silver flash, :
! Love and hatred intertwine. - reds.

' A laurel tree left behind. Laugh’rer‘ at gloaming

Orchards ?Iowing with ripe

Aria Moses, 22

. Autumn Andrejczak, *22

“Nature is a Gift”

Nature is a gift.
The sun, the sky, the flowers,
Even the storm clouds.
It gives us beautiful life.
[t is who we really are.

“Nora - From A Doll’s House”

illian E , 22
Her aura is jet, like the darkest of nights, BT 5Tk

Black as the dress that the mourners wear,
Who woe at the leaving of someone.
Dark as the crow who caws and cries,
Yet furs at the first sight of trouble.
Heart of an onyx, that falsely shines,

| “My Sister is Great”

| - My sister is great.

Or perhaps it is just a blackened coal.
Jet as the storm clouds that hide away,
waiting,

And gone when truly needed.

She is like the spider who scurries and builds,
Weaving a web of lies.

She is my best friend in life.
She makes me smile.

| can always count on her.

| could not live without her.

Jillian Evans, '22
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“A Certain Eventide” ,

The soft glow of the horizon settles over

an endless field, el
] wander among the flowe
the sunli

Veils of X
. jIZW‘

Then are stolen by the wind and cc 5 i

to the beckoning seas. . '_ . AL

The jaded sun begins.to fall, but the . . e R

moon, awakened, rises, R gl o

Shining stars and drifting clouds aet a 7 — o

some of its many. d‘s'aqg_&;éj' o ‘i L e
While a blanket of sapphire cloaks the . Pl

sky, :

And an inevitable twilight draws nigh.

‘Far away but feel w doae
(()h how they shine 73I‘lth
Autumn Andrejezak, *22 ?Make me feel alwe inside. - *
f Shedllth even when u'a dark
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“0ld Ships”

There are old ships in the harbor.
Waiting.
Watching.

There are old ships in the harbor.
Sleeping.
Waking.

There are old ships in the water, creeping upon the shore
Waiting, waiting, waiting, ready to start a war.

There are old ships at the docks, guided by the light,
Watching, watching, watching, for the lighthouse in the
night

There are old ships in bay, swaying with the tide,
Sleeping, sleeping, sleeping, letting adventure by them
slide

There are old ships by door, knocking against the beams,
I am waking, waking, waking, ready to end this dream.

Ready for a ship in the harbor, to take me from this shore.

Madeline Patrick, ’22



_“The seagulls stole my fries.” - Paige Veneziale, ‘23
“Those oranges look very mysterlouﬁ Olivia Burke
“She looked towards the dawn ” - Ella Koors, 22
“The drawing came to life.” Carzs Moore, 22
“The darkness overtook the earth” - Carly Austin, 22
“The cloaked man rabbed me.” JlBrum, 23

“My green fish ran away.” - Brynn Davis, 22
“She said _good luck Charli’” - KelleX Manero, 22

“Iranto the moon” - Emma H agan i_-z-
“T ate three chicken ﬁngers ” Abby Malle, zz

“I failed m Chem test:)” - Maria Gordon, 22

“After Jeopardy, time for bed.” -Mr. Ma;Lr \
“Everything happens for a reason.” -Mrs. Gahaga

T T b~ C

C -

“Dlscovered siblin blings at age 55. ” _Mr. Sheenan / !

“Appropriate for thlS season: Wash hands for twen seconds ” Mrs Hurlber
“He came, saw, and conguered ” _Mr. Bende

“Used to be a greenkeeper...” -Mr. Kardish

“I am living my life.” -Mrs. Carr

“Love is all there is” (with apologies to the Beatles) Ms. McBrin

l
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