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Your life is a scrapbook a collection of
memovies that tell your s’ror\/.

The book opens, and moments from
YOUY childhood come back to YOu. You ook
back on each picture: the day You were
born, Your first steps, Your first da\/ of
Kindergarten, and learning to ride a bike.

A smile forms

You start fo flip through the pages. You
see yourself Trying out new sports and
hobbies, making new friends, taking
class fleld trips, playing at recess, and
going to your first school dances.

‘ As you continue, you're flipping
through different stages of
yourlife: turning 13, joining
clubs, experimenting with new
s’ry\es. going through awkward
phases, and experiencing
friendship breakups and
changes.




— Now the pages begin to look more
SCNOOY ToyMals an PromS. and Visi '\ng
colleges.

You get 1o 12fh grade, and tears start 10
form. You see youy last first day of high

_school. senior night, senior retreats, the
-final-days-of-schoollast-class trips-and-
ord . _and-araduation

You turn the page once more.
IS blank and ready for you to fill it.

~ You are now 18, and Your days at Villa are over, the
days that passed as quickly as the turn of a page.

This yeafs edition of Quintessence is a celebration
of all of the moments that make Up ouY¥ lives.

In the end, what matters isnt how much
Time we have, but "What VWe Make of It




Noteworthy is the first section of our

“scrapbook,” centered on the things we choose
to write down. |t is meant fo replicate the pages
we al| have that are filled with Things we want
fo remember forever, and maybe even Things we
try to forgef: dreams for the future, Thoughfs
written at | a.m., those “/ fee| [ike | shovld |of
this down” moments, names of crushes, hard
days at school, [ists for homework and

shopping, plans, and s0nes stuck in your head.

_ 2\/

This section ga‘rhers poems, sfories, and

letters about friendship, family, sports, and
growing uvp. Some pieces were influenced by
Poem in Your Pocket Day, others by
observations of memories that are held close
to the heart. These pages contain al| the
parts of our |ives that we decided to make
note of, from the people fo the experiences

and even the places that make vs who we are.
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% “First Time%

| One Step into the Foom
oo fnow,  am very smal,

taj,




Every time we passed the “Welcome to Ocean

City, New Jersey” sign, I felt like I couldn’t sit

still in the car. I would instantly look out the e

window and smile so big because I knew we

were finally there. We’d roll all the windows
down just to smell the salt water.

My Nana’s house was my favorite place in the world. Every
year, all 30 cousins and their parents would drive down for three
weeks and stay at my Nana’s house. The house would be
packed, but we always made room for everyone. My Nana and I
were both middle children, so I felt like that always made us
understand each other. In a huge family like ours, it’s easy to get
lost in the middle of things, so it felt nice having someone I A
could rely on. ‘

O o o e o e O O
Nana had this drawer 1n the kitchen that my cousin and I would

always sneak candy from. We were definitely not supposed to,
but we did anyway. Nana always caught us, and she would
even help us not get caught. She would always say, “This 1s

our little secret.” Every morning we were the first ones up. It

was the only time the house was actually quiet. ﬁ



. We’d go out on her deck and throw bread
¥ down to the birds, then come back in and
Ap{  make breakfast for everyone. She would ask
e T me, “What should we make?” and my
. answer was always pancakes.

When I think about those summers, I don’t
just think about the beach. I think about the
sign we passed every year, the smell of salt
in the air, the candy drawer, the birds in the
morning, but most of all, my Nana.

Y ‘\\\' . § -
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Singing to your favorite song
A {ee/ing that you do /oe/ong
What started with a quiet voice
Now everyone starts o shout along
A video of you as a child
Screaming loud and running wild
reminds us of who we are

A foofprin* of those who have

once smiled
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Evly 1 anuive To- The beach wilth my pail
7An I walke I aee it thene. Wing in The pand,

A beauliful shell of pink and, oange
The Tweaswe of The wine

T collect them. hungiy to- el my pail,
€ach one pomelhing new

They compile a, Moy and, (el me %
Somelhing of the Tiulh.




“Live, Love, Lacrosse”

-

the sporJr you grew up Playin@ the way you

grow out of each pair of shoes

LWM/M)/ the way you get to meet amazing people, who

have the same Paseion

Al the J'ersey humbers, 30@@\69, mou+|n—auar'a|6, and sticks
that we have deePen memory!

J»W/UNM/ where you Found your best Priends, the girls

that when you leave you will never Por'ae+ about.

The way JACIodde buids strength on and ofFf the Feld.

The Peelinﬁ ok wanting to quit, but never wanting to give
up.
The dream ok becoming o future UsA womens JaClodde

___% star. %

Al the happy and sad moments you have encountered to
moke you who you are +oo|a\/ Lacionde the choice of

liPec;erle. The love and respect you have For your
cooches. The Peelina of FulFilment after winning the

championship with the girls you've Played with since

kinderﬂaﬁren.
bella, Bippolilo-- 21



LA,

% Junior Retreatt
LU one steP through the chaPel doors . [N
" And|know | am changing ingSide. Xy i
The shared moments R
| carry me to a deePer Place.

g R The Perfect, moment,

o “ W To take Your guard down.
Ll Tolisten without Judgement
2l And See with a new light.

We whisPer Prayers.
> We bravely offer forgiveness.
¥ And Somehow
iy In Just one day.
Through one honegt, embrace of grace, '
Our outlook hag transformed
Through comPagSion.

Olivia Dungan 927
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| love the way we spend all day at the beach
and the way we go to the boardwalk at night.
There’s so much about the beach that makes me Feel right.

My Feet in the sand From sunrise to sunset.

My Friends and | plaglng all of out Fa -
It's how going into the ocean Feels golng under and
OVer every wave. e
My love For the beach Is S0 strong and true;

There's no doubt that I'm not in love with you.




INSPIRED BY “CHANCE MEETING” BY SUSAN BROWNE

“You say you know me. '“_;;%_

% My strlde Walkmg through a crowded room, °
My hair flying in the wind,

My hands buried in my pockets - .

like they’re searching for something.
' You say my eyes are gold
as if I was ever sunlight in your life.
You say we are strangers now,
that what we once had is lost, .
as though you ever asked gl »
I, ‘ what lived beneath ,
-~ that smile you claim to have memorized. -

You watched me in the mornings, é f ) \%’ .
quiet and distant L &
and called it loneliness. : €
But you never understood
the pain I carried.
You say you don’t know me
like it is a tragedy.
Maybe I was never meant
to be known that way.
Maybe I am more
than the habits you memorized.

So perhaps we were always strangers.

PRRD o st ' Perhaps you loved the version of me
Rl that reflected you back.
S NN And perhaps that is why you never truly saw me
e SN T | even though you said

Ella F oley 27

| you knew me.



of al the summers I've had,
of all the sondy car rides home,
of al the nights we stayed on the
boardwalk. way too long,
| still love you.

;55@,"?3‘% 5

oo

of all the sunburns and salty hair,
of all the hoodie walks on the beach at night,
Even though it goes by fFaster every year, g««
| stil love you, down the shore.




® Inspired by
w ’s Mm wer : “llove js more
) thicker than
%an G”db” forget” by E. E.

A Y T Wﬂf'ﬁ.‘.«”m Cummings

love is more [ouder than goodbye , | t‘
more stubborn than time @ . .
more present than the empty hallway ; »
after everyone has gone home |
it is [ess neat than memory

less orgqnized than phofogrcphs

'I SPL”S the way we screa'r’?w';:i
| cCno
: = * , , like the mgh’r would never end ®
it refuses to sit still S R
: : : itis OIWGy.S now,
love is more running than sfcmdmg S
even when it was years: cgo

more sunlight than shadow
~more heartbeat than sifence

it is closer than distance —

and farther than yesterday

it is the sound of sneakers :

S 5 ove is not careful
' agcms e el it does not ask permission
“.the countdown before the cutain opens
%_

it sfq_xs

in locker combinations
in blurry teamypictures
in the way my chest feels fighf \
when i pass that same doorwcy
love is more [ouder than gpociby
because goocibye fades \
\ ahd‘ﬂ(‘v?L \
L !

/




1 knew a sisterhood that moved like song,
Hallways humming as we walked along,
~ Loafers scuffing, laughter wide,
~ Carrying courage side by side.

We learned each other step by step,
Through whispered prayers and
| secrets kept,

Learning lea_dErship not for praise,

| _ | But service lived in quiet ways.
j“'% w?‘.—, ;j'.:':" o AoeT S Rl W e b R . ) ,.‘-«:*: o s L | = | |

R A class ring, worn with pride,
Not just a symbol worn outside,
‘But promise shaped in faith and care,

- A bond reminding us we share.
- The call to lead, to lift, to stand,

To leave the world with gentler hands.
Not sudden, not loud or grand,
Just someone reaching for your hand.
And now I know what stays the most
Is not a grade'of passing boast,
But voices rising, brave and clear,
Saying, you belong right here.
~ A thousand moments woven true,

A sisterhood that carries you.




Basketball is repetition, ‘ High school basketball

like leatrning to tie your shoes, . didn’t just give me friends,
> Trying to make every shot gy but family. A
~Q so-we don’t fose. X\  Something about PG
My feammates think alike, ' hdving teammates
out chemistry on the court, i to lift you vp
knowing when to back cut speaks more about .
with just the [ook of an eye. £ friendship

Silence brings energy, than I’l] ever know.

» energy \orings intensity. My teamhasn'tost TGUSM

A\

TS As [ step on the court, e

my heart beats in fo be a good feammate,

the same rhythm as the ball.
Somefhing about winning

but a greof one.
' Basketball gave me so much
. ‘ more than | ever knew.
brings people so much closer. , -
Ever since | was [itt]e,
my best friends

have mostly come from

a‘ﬂ'\ay\é You So wmc&
high school (asketpall.

Winning feels preat
| when it's done with your best

friends.
sports.



love is more tangible than a laugh, more
simple than a smile,
more rooted in the days we had, more stretched
than a mile,
more louder than our games, more gentle
than out hush,
more real than every nickname we shared,
more bright than any rush.
love is more braided than our bands more lasting
than their ties more colorful than careful hands
more true than any tries
| love i more splashing than our leaps more open

than the shore more echoing than water keeps

more ours for evermore ,.-"'.
it is most light and living and more it knows
our ache than all the lake which only

falls deeper than the lake.

 a
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“The Day | fell for the Fall =

Finally, the day I've been waiting for
“Just tall enough,” he says.

My heart races,
just like my feet rushing to join my sister.
Here comes the roller coaster of emotions.

First, the anticipation as | look up.
Can’t turn back now, | think.
The seat swallows me,
but | feel secure
in the weight of the bar.

Fear kicks in as we crank up the lift hill,
Click.. click... click...

Reaching the top,
| feel like I'm on top of the world.
My fear explodes into light.

Then comes that feeling
the euphoric drop
that makes it all worth it.
My stomach leaps into my throat,
like it forgot its place to float.

“Well, what did you think?”
“Let's do it again!” | scream.
The obsession has begun.

Natalia Mercado 27



Poem-In-Your-Pocket,
IngPired Poet.ry

We ’rhoughf it was
jvsf a break from class.
Just swings and racing

to the fence.

Just Ioughing too |oud for no reason.
The sun felt warmer back then,
and the blacktop felt huge,
like the world was way bigger than
our problems.

We didn’t know we were making
memories.

We didn’t know that one day
we'd ocfuoHy miss how simple
evet’yfhing was.

tva Moharita 29



o})le @ alc R}Y\j -

There is a frio of elder|y friends gathered around a
rectangular fable by the wall; fwo women and one man.
They lean info each other, their voices rising and
falling as they share recent events in Their lives.

ll T bl
1 .’L

They are reminiscing about music from Thelr youth,

about how vinyl records and conhcerts were so

| cheap compared tfo today's prices. “Five doflars,

can you believe that?” followed by an eruption of
lovghfer. The man ld”ghS louder than the others,
but he is struck with the sense that those days are
(. farther away each year.

\

One of the women, with her silver curls tucked
behind her ears, remembers the first time she heard w .
the song ploying around them. She thinks of how it
reminds her of someone she once |oved, but she

keeps this fo herself, choosing fo stir her coffee

slowly instead and |isfen to the conversation drone
on, ch‘ching the steam waft off of her drink |ike

the time slowly winding to an end for her. |

Caillin HeCarthy '97
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£y ;_ “Again-':and Again"
by Lana Siliquini’27
ha 'Ei‘agaln 7en though we know each other so
5 - r:'.".._:; ll. s = _ -
and !l ittle bee ties ior :-’ﬁ

s £

and the te rlb[‘e thmgs in whatiathers:say, - -+
galn and aga;n the‘%o of us walk through rt"w

_andscape
by Rainer Maria Rilke

- "':f-_—;:_ —— landscape
- - S s ey,

5 e‘TitT“cﬁurcﬁyar&wﬁh its l@amenting names -
_aodthe terrible reticent gorge in which the others
“end: agam and again the two of us walk out together
L under the ancient trees, lay ourselves down again
: and again
f among the flowers, and look up into the sky.
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Grandpa never missed a game.

Front row, voice rising above the crowd, '
Yeling ot the reks, ’

Cheering louder than anyone in the stands,

ﬂc

oroud ofF every single point on the board. And Grandmo,
.\ She is there in a guieter way,

: .1 He stood by the soccer Field too, brightening every room with her smile,

clapping with every godl, Iic:~+enina to our stories
callina out Ryan's nome with pure excitement, as ik +he\/ are treasures,
ce\ebraﬁna every win celeloraﬁng our victories
and softening the sting ok every loss. and loving us through every defeat
At every dance recital, he was there : : We are Four grandkids,
eyes scanning the stage to find Liv, 1< each chasing our own dreams
Smiling before the music even beaan_ donce, basketball, soccer and the gym
He claopped the loudest, g walking difFerent paths
and later sat in the living room ’ but never walking alone.
to watch her perform dll over again,
cheerinﬂ her +hroug|n every spin and step. Because no maotter where we 90,
we carry them with us:
Logan's senior year lives in the gym Grondpa's voice in the crowd,
liting, running, pushing harder each day Grandma's steady love, 1
and Grandpa is right there beside him, Guiding us, ) |
talking stats, Fantasy Football lineups, cheering us,
replaying every biﬁ game like it just happened through every step of our lives. y
cheering im on the whole way. _eratattortorm

osuere orci vitae \
cidunt euismod. Nunc mc
apien. Sed aliquam risus a
neque, nec lobortis lect
Vestibulum ante ipsum prim
cubilia curae; Duis rutrum at
sit amet, consectetur adipis
eget lobortis.

|

.. a1 atis

1an. Donec
.0d.

........ vitae semper sapien
_aus condimentum blandit. Proin Curabitur in mauris
.wntl, at pellentesque tortor bibendum. porttitor egestas. Aenean fe
Jiet sit amet tempus ut. dictum ut nisl. Mauris Vestibulum varius elit id est



All my days are wild
And I wish | was a child
Clouds move faster than days
And the sky turns to a grey
As we start to get old
We start to get cold
We try to find Love
orasign like a dove
As I sit by The fire
All 1 can dois admire
The Sapphire Blue Skies | see as you

Y 4
_—

Tade Huber 29
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5 ) J\ violin is song graceful
M U ﬂ as a lynx
o ek S .
A A strong as a Lion g
f i, gentle as a feather s
B0 finding Light in a dark room IRt
o we violinists tend to play
our strings of fire and water
emotions loud
song gentle and harsh
a war without end
sometimes late or dawn
sun up to sun down
we stand with our bow
and illuminate the room
with colorful wars
the fight with no end
iS a battle no less
through passion and stress &
we fight not for understanding

 msm but for ourselves

T SSEER,T through the dark
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» The sea sounds,

hear it,
some

where in
air and
warmth, feel
it but.

Step slow not
to splash,
what drifts by.

____Much so
little. Seagulls
say everything

I
stand
again,

Then what
is quiet
shore
for. To

fill, fill.
| heard waves
and waves full

of whispers,
~ moving. Ocean
calls me home




Don’t forget the days that were bad.
Don’t -Forgef youtr first fu-tu
and how it made you o coo-coo. W

Don’t forge’r the friends you've made
and how they wil| be your bridesmaids.
Don’t ¥orge’r the feachers who motivated you
and made you comfortable Sfarﬁng somefhing new.

Don’t forget the passion you’ve sparked,
Don’t forpet the magic dance embarked.

Oh, big dancer,
Don’t {orge’r your tiny dancer.

Look at how far 7/ov’ve come.
Don’t Forge’r the eyes you were once IOOking from.




Keepsak

4 lRegpsake is a section of the
o SGPapbook that holds precious
~ memories, special peopls, and
" beautiful artworks. 8ach and 8Very
aolom;lon O this section Gaptureas tha
gledant, treasured experiencas that
are held very dear to us, such as the
beauty of Qod’s giﬁs. Through art,
these memories and &Xperiencas ara
praserved in a way words alona
Gannot express. Years from now, gach «5*
Lo addition will be a reminder of the __\\
I emotions, stories, and moments
“conneaated to that time, allowing us t0o L@ |
relive the feelinds and the experiences e
that made them meaningiul. In this
way, avery submission becomes a
TN kRegpsake bacause these memorigs
‘)?eé* and the people connaected to them
) €‘ areg truly precious.
»

%

Victoria Tyshko 28
Apprentice Lditor >y
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| am so very thankful for everything
that you do for our family, |
appreciate the commitments you
make for me. Even i’ | do not always
show (t, you are always valued. The
respect | have for you never
vanishes, and no matter what, you
will always be my, number one role
model You have taught me {o see
the good in everything and everyone.
I know that everything you have
ever done has been for my, own
good, but sometimes i is hard to
understand every angle. | will get
better at listening to you and

showing outward gratitude. ! [

Your loving daughter, —
Catie ' *

.;:& |
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“CW\cM@YﬂcS 'LaS‘G ’F@wewcw”

Every summer we 9o

To a Pla'ce that is aglow
Where salt is in the air

And waves are hitting my chair

e °
&A

® 9
L 2

o We get ice cream every nigH

Ice cream cones that make my summer so bright
We run to the rides as the sun goes down

* Laughing and walking all witheut a frown %ﬂ*

Grammys laughter in the kitchen ifg’-
Is the start of our summer tradition . < <
Grandpop makesjokes on -I-he Porch

- He makes us laugh. until we snort

~ These are the memories that I will always keep
These are the memories that make me smile deep . e e
I will never forget because we were +b9é_+her
I will never forget because these memories last forever.

Lex? lA%‘WlSen 98









MY FAVORITE

=@l ¥ MEMORY AT ViLLA
=2 . | iS CHRISTMAS AT
ViLLAl

ESPECIFiICALLY FRESHMAN HEAR
IWHEN SANTA CAME TO ViSiT US
DURING ENGLiSH CLASS

KATiE LAUFER 'ZB
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‘180 Holland Road” 4

As I think of a time throughout today
I feel drawn to present day,

T think of what I have b ome

T think of my daily day \_7 _@){

Where o find me?

Villa Joseph Marie. @@@ v
Memories flutter in my brain “»
trying to choose just one, 1

All to find out, it can't Poss:bly be clone

From Christmas at Villa 4o Halloween skits.
atf® From gobbling contests o see who can win.
. o

" From Hope-A-Thens to Spirit Days—

Villa Joseph Marie brings me so muc very which way

—>

Rooted in sisterhood on and off the field,
Through athletics we thrive day by day.

Great coaches with plans to quide the way.

Girls supporting girls as we advocate so strongly,

Trying to make our mark but not feel at all lonely. . @ '

Teachers who support every student’s needs, N

Even if it means doing challenging deeds.

So when you ask where to find me I will say- LY
Back straightened- Strong ans confident— no one’in the way
And me at Villa Joseph Marie where I will eray' i
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One fun memory | made with my friends is when we went (o
Valley of Fear and the actors kept scaring us. Then, we kept
secing the same scare actor in different places around the
entire event, so he started to make fun of my friends and
me. Soon, when we got o the haunted house attraction, he
started making fun of my band shirt asking me o name 3
songs—something | never thought actually happened-and |
did, but he said those song were not good enousgh. He told
me (o name songs from a specific album, but I couldn’t so

he started poking more fun at me. Eventually when we
walked into the haunted house, my friend was put into a box
and we had to perform a ritual on her. Then, the actor
accidentally stomped on my foot, so | said “ow” and he




dance nostalgia
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| forget—thoSe orce-in-a-fifetime & - = X+
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= Through ha collection of COQQageS =
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€0 00k back on theSe pricefeSS
memorieS that wie Share, as wielf as
o Your ouIN fond memoriesS, and
= remember that which you cherish.
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Managing Editor
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wII\‘ THE MOON COOLED DOWN AND
MED 80 QUICKLY
The moon, however, is very tiny, and- -~
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BE JOFFULIN
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| ‘W“’F' PATIENT
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1 gvery tiny flower
wanted to ke a rote, spring { =¥
would lose its loveliress. —\L._—_ -

1 fharasa of Hishess

5 X Earth has no :
3 3 5 | N Jorrow that
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ALWAYS -
PRAY.
NEVER
IJ()Sl' HOPE.
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“You’ve got to love life
to have life, and you’ve got to have

life to love life.. >
-Thomton Wilder

" everything
You- i__aa‘f,
a0 step
ou Hake "

= Taylor

Swif#



s but I'm never alone. =
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" 5 ~ What started as a little \/e\\ow Post-it note on ”:l“"/‘;‘:;;;gf
cofems i S OY locker has led me here | wanted to thank YOU 4 mauris.
o fooey . for all the effort, time, and love you have put info —— 4
e '4’-«/47"{ this club over the years. T S\,
He2Z557°  The time weve spent working on each magazine
4’;“5‘;/{21‘”‘? & s something | will never forget. Whether it was you .
a0 being picky about apostrophes and names, my
computer somehow being dead every single day. or
proofreading until we saw no mistakes, we did it - T
- together. AT o
e, 1 will miss staying late in your room ever\/ 2T 5
{__L; - Tuesda\/ even until long after the sun had set. P i
£ ~As my fime as Editor-in-Chief comes to a close, | 7~
want to thank you for giving me the opportunity - A=
_“‘;2 and for always believing that | could do it. ///

! | Thank you for everything,

1 Love, Gianna Giordano 26 ¥
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	Quintessence 2026:
	Introduction
	Your life is a scrapbook, a collection of memories that tell your story.
	The book opens, and moments from your childhood come back to you. You look back on each picture: the day you were born, your first steps, your first day of kindergarten, and learning to ride a bike.                    A smile forms.
	You start to flip through the pages. You see yourself trying out new sports and hobbies, making new friends, taking class field trips, playing at recess, and going to your first school dances.
	As you continue, you're flipping through different stages of your life: turning 13, joining clubs, experimenting with new styles, going through awkward phases, and experiencing friendship breakups and changes.

	Now the pages begin to look more familiar. You see your first day of high school, getting your license, dancing at school formals and proms, and visiting colleges.
	You get to 12th grade, and tears start to form. You see your last first day of high school, senior night, senior retreats, the final days of school, last class trips and bonding experiences, and graduation.
	You turn the page once more.   It’s blank and ready for you to fill it.
	You are now 18, and your days at Villa are over, the days that passed as quickly as the turn of a page.
	This year’s edition of Quintessence is a celebration of all of the moments that make up our lives.
	In the end, what matters isn’t how much  time we have, but “What We Make of It.”
	Noteworthy
	Nora Tataren ’27  Managing Editor

	“First Time”
	Allison Warunek ’27

	Annaliese Orlando ’28
	Singing to your favorite song  A feeling that you do belong  What started with a quiet voice  Now everyone starts to shout along  A video of you as a child  Screaming loud and running wild  reminds us of who we are  A footprint of those who have  once smiled
	Ava Kenyon ’27
	A letter to my best friend
	“Fill My Pail”
	Reina Caruso ‘28
	Lacrosse

	“Live, Love, Lacrosse”
	Bella Dippolito ’27
	Lacrosse
	Lacrosse
	Lacrosse
	Lacrosse
	Lacrosse


	“Junior Retreat”
	Olivia Dungan ’27

	“I’m in Love with Summer”
	I love the way we spend all day at the beach and the way we go to the boardwalk at night.  There’s so much about the beach that makes me feel right. My feet in the sand from sunrise to sunset.
	My friends and I playing all of our favorite songs.  It's how going into the ocean feels, going under and over every wave.  My love for the beach is so strong and true,  There’s no doubt that I'm not in love with you.

	Inspired by “Chance Meeting” By Susan Browne
	Ella Foley ’27
	Poem-In-Your-Pocket Inspired Poetry
	“sisterhood”
	Jane File ’27
	Even someday, far from these doors,  Past crowded streets and different shores,  I’ll hear those echoes, warm and near:  Laughter living year to year,  Villa lingering, strong and good,  Forever shaped by sisterhood.

	Inspired by "love is more thicker than forget" by E.E. Cummings.

	“To My Sister”
	We grew up side by side  in a house full of noise and laughter.  You were my first friend,  my first teammate,  my first secret keeper.  We argued over small things,  but we never stopped choosing each other.  When I think of childhood,  I do not see toys or rooms,  I see you.
	Margaret Alexander ’27
	“The Day I Fell for the Fall”
	Natalia Mercado ’27

	“People Watching”
	Caitlin McCarthy ’27

	“Love Poem” Inspired by “Wild Nights!” By: Emily Dickinson  Sunlit – bright days!  Were I on the sand  Fun nights should be  Our luxury!
	Boats – the bay –  To the jetskis on the dock –  Done with the wind –  Done with the pool!
	Paddling the board –  Ah – the Sea!  Might I remember the fun – everyday –  In thee!  Ella Rahn ’28
	’27
	“never missed a moment”
	Tade Huber ’29
	Victoria Tyshko ’28
	Olivia Wetherhold ’27
	Keepsake
	Victoria Tyshko ’28 Apprentice Editor

	Catherine Wojcik, Class of 2029 January 7, 2026
	Ciara Taylor ’28
	Danielle Carradorini ’26
	Emersen Akright ’29
	’29
	Gianna Giordano ‘26
	Gianna Na ‘28
	Danielle  Carradorinni ’26
	Jasmine Gilchrist ’28
	Olivia deJesus ’28
	“Memories Last Forever”
	Lexi Wimsey ’28

	Millie McCullough ’27
	Millie McCullough ’27
	Annaliese Orlando  ’28
	My favorite memory at Villa is Christmas at Villa!
	“1180 Holland Road”
	Aubree Kuvik ’28

	Laura Muller ‘28
	Lorelei Carlson ’26
	Lorelei Carlson '26
	Michelle            Mueller ’29
	’27
	Taylor Pitts

	Saylor Olive ’28
	Taylor Pitts ‘27
	Through a collection of collages, drawings, and notes, we invite you to look back on these priceless memories that we share, as well as your own fond memories, and remember that which you cherish.
	Taylor Pitts ’27
	Sisters
	Addison Nizio ’28
	Mary Hamme ’27
	Lexi Czerniak ’28
	Victoria Tyshko ’28
	Kendall Chan ’28
	Talia Arace ’28
	Audrey Walton ’27
	Ashlyn Dougherty ’27
	Catie Hopkins ’28
	Izzy Bisler ’27
	Katherine Myers '27
	2025-2026 Villa Joseph Marie
	Maeve Formica ’28
	Reina Caruso ’28
	Grace Smith ’28
	Rosie Cahill ’28
	Editor-in-Chief
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