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Dear Students, Faculty, and Staff:
When we began work on this year 's Laureate publication earlier this
semester, the theme "Journey Through Imagination" seemed like an
excellent umbrella to cover a large variety of styles and ideas that
might be included in the magazine.
Enter Mid-March, and we all went home. We set up home-offices.
We made face-masks. The kitchen-table became a study station
shared between three siblings. A word once classified as an
example of onomatopoeia became the now-every-day word for
video-chatting or attending Algebra class via our screens. And last
month, from the comfort of my living-room couch, I watched my
childhood best friend get married wearing a beautiful white dress,
veil, and matching face-mask. Thankfully, she has a sense of humor.

The Laureate
Journey Through Imagination
Spring, 2020

In short, life changed. Shifting to online teaching, I decided to ask
the creative writing class to focus some of their assignments on the
present state of affairs: learning and living at a distance. You will
notice that several of them decided to include those pieces here.

Ironically, the theme "Journey Through Imagination" is perhaps all
the more pertinent in late May, 2020. In times like these, it is
important to rely on our imaginations more than ever--not only to
make up games with younger siblings or lose ourselves in a
mini-series on Netflix, but in using our imaginations to believe in and
hope for a more stable, healthy world in which we truly are our
brother and sister 's keeper, no matter who or where those brothers
and sisters are. I think you all have the imaginations to someday
make that world an actual place.

All My Heart,
Ms. Iafrate
2

3

STUDENT EDITORS

I sabella Canals
Br ianna Dur ante
Alexandr a M or genster n
Chr istina Salvato
Savanah Whitely

Contributors: Poetry and Prose
Isabella Canals
Maria Grimaldi

FACULTY SUPERVISOR

M s. Janet I afr ate

Reagan Keane

Megan McMonagle

Alexis Naumenko

I sabella Canals

Edna Cassell

Brianna Durante Lauren Ems Grace Ginty
Lauren McCurry

STUDENT MANAGING EDITOR
FRONT COVER DESIGN
BACK COVER DESIGN

Angela Carter

Stephanie Kim
Alexandra Morgenstern

Kayla Rehiel

Christina Salvato Taylor Thomas

Gianni Rodriguez
Savanah Whitely

Artwork
Page 6: (top to bottom) Aubrey McGauley,
Faith Quaintance, Reagan Keane
Page 9: Brynn Cooney
Page 11, (top and bottom) Taylor Pajak, Reagan Keanu

SPECIAL THANKS

Page 14: Savannah McQuaid

M r s. Elena Cipolla,

Page 15: Rah'Dirah Baker Lane

for all of her assistance with student artwork

Page 18: Isabella Butler

M r s. Connie D'Angelo
M r s. Alexandr a Penkalskyj
The Sister s of Saint Basil

Page 20: Melissa Mejia
Page 22: Michaela Smith
Page 23: Melissa Mejia

for their continued support of the arts
at Saint Basil Academy

4

5

Hear Hear,
Did you not bear?
Prize commandeer,
My dear,
Oh how funny Prize,
To guide
To mind,
Ones heart
And part
To the ones
That left apart
To be or to nought
That is what's left
Theft it is the crime
To the pawn of the chime Prize,
Those who behold
May be withheld
From their guise
Coming with a blare
Aware come alive
To see and be prize
Do not confuse With the muse
That it is
What it seems to be
As prize
May always be just
Another guise
Thread with caution
And be forgotten
But move in spite
May there be delight
Prize, It's what we seek
But what's not to be sought
Maybe it's all another game
To be ashamed
Of the name
We became
Prize we say
Or was it pride?
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World After Corona
I can already imagine the hustle and sound
People of all ages gathering around
After isolation we will all be free
Life will be back to how it used to be
All our sadness will go away
When we can see friends and family on that day
Corona has caused much for us to adjust
But staying positive during this is a must
Although we all feel like we could cry
We must remember it will soon pass by

-Brianna Durante
It is quite a peculiar thing
To go outside and only hear the birds sing
No cars, no trains, no buses in sight
I am stuck in a ghost-town all day and all night
It is hard to believe how quick the times change
All was jolly and well such a short time away
People are lonely while stuck in isolation
Dark days upon some, to others depression
We're stuck in our houses like animals in cages
Waiting for the government to give us the "okays," and
Our lives will never be the same
Covid-19 has gotten victory today

-Alexis Naumenko
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As I sit in my bed,
I?m all alone
My bed screaming for me to get up,
But the energy is not there with me
All I want is my family,
And I don?t feel them near
I want to go outside,
But the wind is telling me to stay in
I can?t wait for everything to go back to normal
And the opportunity will come knocking at my door.

Silence
I have never been a fan of the quiet.
Some people will find it the most comforting idea imaginable;
Like a warm embrace that stays with them and clears their mind.
To me, silence is pain.
Silence is regret.
Silence is a void.
Silence is an unsettling feeling crawling up your spine,
That grips your heart and your lungs and your mind,
And will never let go until something disrupts the noiseless nothing.
When it?s quiet, I beg and plead for something to break through the silence,
Like when a stray baseball breaks through a house?s window.
Because noise is a melody.

--Edna Cassell
-- Maria Grimaldi

Distance is a time to reflect on yourself,
Do not want to be stuck inside all day.
I miss seeing my friends every day.
Sitting in bed, doing nothing but looking at my phone.
Thinking about starting a new hobby to cure my boredom.
All I want to do is go into my car and drive somewhere, anywhere.
Not even Chipotle is open, which makes me upset.
Cannot wait to get back to school, which I never thought I'd say.
Even though I can not be there, I still think of school every day.

A time to catch up with family.
You must associate yourself,
With only the people living in your home.
A time to leave only for,
Much needed fresh air
Or a new gallon of milk.
But we shall not be afraid of distance.
Because it is only making us stronger.
The better we distance ourselves from the world,

--Angela Carter

The quicker this epidemic is over.

--Grace Ginty
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Lost

A Sonnet to M usic
Something I have felt connected to for most of my life thus far.
What I'm referring to is music, which I love many different types of.
It has a way of communicating, especially as I listen in the car.
I listen to pop, rap, 80?s, and many more kinds that I love.
It's affected me throughout my life, and to many songs can I relate.
There are artists I have tended to like-- specifically, my favorite is Pink.
Her voice, music, and lyrics come from the heart, something I find great.
It's a dream to see her in concert, and all of her songs I have synced.
I also love Adele, The Lumineers, and Bruno Mars.
Their music, it speaks to me, and I connect with their songs.
When feeling sad or mellow, I listen, stare up at stars.
When I connect to music, my life feels like there are no wrongs.
Music has taught me some valuable lessons, and gives me time to process.
In certain situations, music has helped me to relieve my unneeded stress.

--Megan McMonagle

T ime to yourself is what this quarantine recommends
A lthough we may be physically isolated from family and friends,
Y ou should take this time and comfort those in need.
L et technology keep you connected to loved ones, especially the elderly
Occupy their time, but practice social distancing
Reassure them they are not forgotten: a video chat, or a digital ring
-- Taylor Thomas
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When I was a little girl, my family and I
took a trip to the beach--we have a
reasonably big family. We were all
hanging out, my parents, grandparents,
uncles, aunts, and siblings building sand
castles and diving into the big waves that
stormed the beach. We were there for the
majority of the day, but then the time
came to leave. It was normal for my
family to go wash up in the water before
leaving in order to to get the sand off of
us. So, I went down to the water to wash
up.
Some time passed. I began
walking back, but I noticed my family
was not there. I was so little I didn?t know
what to think. I started to walk around
trying to find them, calling out names and
wandering farther and farther down the
beach. I just kept walking down the
beach, hoping I'd bump into them, until it
got to the point where I was crying,
running through the sand, no clue where
to go or what to do. I did not know where
I was or how far I had run down the
beach, so I considered myself officially
lost.
I started to run back in the direction
I had come from and finally saw my
grandpop walking toward me, calling out
my name. I ran up to him and jumped into
his arms, relieved, but still shaken up
from the thought of being lost without my
family. After that, I would not let go of
him until we got back to the house
because I did not want to ever feel lost
again.

Savanah Whitely
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Office Work
Edna Cassell

There was some kind of bubbly, amber aura that surrounded Jessica
Harp. As her high heels clicked against concrete and the citrus tang of her
perfume mixed with the air, she garnered smiles from the neighborhood
shop owners and inhabitants of the area. She looked down at the people
around her, returning their smiles with a soft grin of her own. Taking a
little detour, Jessica stopped in front of a flower shop. The store was
practically a jungle, vibrant flowers and outstretched plants overtaking
every shelf, even snaking down to the floor. A man turned to greet his
customer, his face wrinkling into a toothless smile.
?Jess!? His voice was sticky like gum but nevertheless filled with
joy. ?Lemme guess...You want your daily bluebells for your cubicle, do
ya??
A twinkle of laughter came from the tall female. ?You know me too
well, Mr. Garret. Bluebells always add a splash of color to that stuffy
office.?
?Not to mention them flowers match your eyes. Never seen anyone
match my flowers like that before.? The man hobbled around his shop, the
muffled thud of his cane slowing down until the elderly man was in front
of Jessica. In his open hand, he lifted up the intoxicating flowers.
She gently took them from his hand, taking a swift whiff from their
petals. With a soft hum, Jessica leaned over and placed a soft kiss against
Garret?s forehead, chocolate brown hair tickling the sides of the man?s
face. In the midst of the sea of brown was a snowy streak, like a chubby,
white worm trying to hide itself in the dirt. When Harp stood straight up
again, she whipped herself around and left the store, knowing that if she
stayed any longer, she would be late for her job.
The thought of her work made Jessica?s lips curl up into that
infectious smile of hers. It made her walk a little faster, her tall figure
gliding through the steady stream of people walking to whatever future lay
in wait for them. As the clock tower rang, the sounds of metal punching
metal echoing throughout the busy town, Jessica slipped into a short,
cornered building. The burnt, clay-colored brick of the building grew
warmer as the morning sun rose higher, small rainbows reflecting off of
the building?s multiple windows. Once inside, the female?s ears were
greeted with the normal office symphony; footsteps providing the
percussion by rushing to get work done before more could come in, the
steady rhythm of the fax machine beeping to keep the footsteps on time,
and the phone?s ringtones singing along. Jessica sighed softly, walking
into the familiarity of her everyday job.
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?Jessi! We still on for this weekend?? A voice rose above the office?s
music.
Jessica turned and spotted a short, blonde woman standing at the
entrance of a cubicle with other people around their age. They all looked
expectantly to her, their eyes dilating with hope and promise. Harp let out
a soft exhale and nodded. The group seemed to grow more energetic, the
happiness and giddiness blatant on their faces. Not wanting to waste
anymore time, the brunette walked into her own office sanctuary. She
hopped down into her swiveling chair, the worn leather squishing and
curling around her body. Jessica spun herself around, placing the bluebells
into a simple, glass vase tucked away in the shaded corner of her desk.
Pale blue eyes scanned her work space, taking in the glossy, lifeless
computer in front of her. Her keyboard was drowning in word-speckled
papers, pens scattered in a little pile around her personal landline phone.
The woman leaned forward and began to get to work, rescuing her
keyboard from her reports. She scrunched her nose, freckles dancing up
her face as she mentally scolded herself for not cleaning up her desk the
day before. The artificial, fluorescent light above her head flickered, a
flash of confusion dominating her expression.
"That?s strange? ? Her voice came out like a hushed whisper in a
museum, as if she did not want to disturb everyone else. ?It usually never
does that unless-?
Beating her to it, the outdated phone on her desk began to vibrate
and chime. A sudden wave of dread hit her body, tears building and
fogging her vision. She bit her lip, trying to restrain herself from touching
the phone handle. Yet, call it a buzz of inclination or that she was wired to
follow orders, Jessica picked up the phone. Her hand trembled as she put it
against her ear, tears finally pooling over to slide and streak down her
cheeks. The line was silent, as routine, and only an occasional heavy
breath could be heard. Jessica prayed that this time would be different, that
this time nothing would have to happen, that everything could just stay
normal.
?You know the drill.? No such luck.
?Attack.?
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My Safe Room
Angela Carter

The sounds of springs compressing brings me comfort. That?s the
sound I hear when I jump on my bed. I finally have a chance to relax after
a long day. It is normally hot, like a sauna. My windows are as big as my
personality and so much sun comes in. I?m attached to my phone like a
magnet and here I actually have a chance to go on it. Next to me is my cat.
He is as soft and white as snow. The walls are decorated with stickers who
express who I am, and the stuffed animals scattered around the room
remind me of my childhood. With the warmth of my room and the sound
of the purring, I am slipping into a daze. An after-school nap does not
sound too bad. The walls are lavender and the curtains are as white as
milk. When I go downstairs for dinner, I long to be in my room again and
not be bothered. It is really the only room that brings me comfort, maybe
not the room, itself, but the idea that I can be alone and be myself. I?ve
always wondered if I can recreate this feeling once I move out and become
an adult.
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A Place With Meaning
Lauren McCurry
Click? click? the sound of my tiny hand tugging on the door handle? a
daily occurrence. The creaking sound of the door opening echoed through
the opaque city air. Inside, the smell of old wood and paint greeted my
nose with a sharp, poignant welcome. The dull light in the corner shielded
me from seeing the vast expanse of the room. The brown, jagged carpet
forced me up on my tip-toes. It took a while to come back down. A
shadow quickly arose from the sofa? her. She reached for my coat and
swung it over the sharp corner of the banister. She never bothered with a
coat rack. She guided me to the kitchen and pulled out my favorite chair
for me to sit in. She removed the comfy cushion from the seat that I
always seemed to knock onto the cold, dusty floor. I never could sit still.
Swoosh? swoosh? the sound of the arts and craft drawer sliding
open. The smell of the scented markers still lingers in my nose. Every day
she pulled out the paper, the markers, the crayons, and the paint, never
leaving a single one behind. She was always feeding my colorful
imagination. As I colored, I always anticipated the sound of the metal
spoon tapping against the metal pot. This meant she was making me a
treat. The purple Jell-O was my favorite dessert and of course, she knew
that. After cleaning up my art projects, she would sit at her spot on the
sofa and turn on cartoons for me. The same shows, at the same time, every
single day. She never once complained. Every once in a while I would
sneak into the kitchen to the old, off-white refrigerator to stick my little
finger into the unsettled Jell-O. The handle would creak, and she would
catch me in the act. She didn?t appreciate my fingerprints in her dessert.
Ding? ding? the sound of the clock on the mantle chiming every
hour. When I counted twelve, it was time for my nap. She would scoop me
up in a blanket and lay me on the soft, warm sofa. Sometimes, I would
even lay my head on her lap looking up at the tiled ceiling with a chip in
the middle. She would whisper to me her wishes and how she couldn?t
wait to watch me achieve my goals. ?Little girls need sleep to do that,? she
would say. She gave me a big kiss. There was no greater love than hers.
Before I knew it, it was dark.
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Destination

Spelling Me Out

Alexis Naumenko

Taylor Thomas

Jimmy Dean once said, ?I can?t change the direction of the wind, but I can
adjust my sails to always reach my destination.? As a freshman, I attended
Hatboro-Horsham High School. I was a cheerleader and had a good reputation
among my peers on the student body, but I struggled academically. My parents
recognized that my challenges stemmed from large classes with little
student-to-teacher connection. Despite seeking extra help during study hall, lunch,
and even after school, my grades saw little improvement. At Hatboro-Horsham, I
was always a number and never a name.
On November 8th, 2016, my parents brought me to Saint Basil Academy
(SBA) for an interview with the principal. I remember everything vividly. It was
my birthday and unseasonably warm. I took a campus tour, met the Sisters, and sat
in on what would later become my world history class. In the days that followed, I
pondered the idea of transferring to SBA. I always dreamed of attending a Catholic
school, and my dad loved the idea since he is an Orthodox priest. As a Ukrainian
immigrant, my mom appreciated SBA?s ability to incorporate elements of
Ukrainian culture into their curriculum. But going to an all-girls school was a big
decision; I would be leaving my friends, my life, my reputation, and all that was
familiar, behind.
In January 2017, I transferred to Saint Basil Academy. In some ways, I had
lost my identity. I had no friends and no experience at a private school. I was in a
whole new world. Luckily, on my first day, I met my two best friends. These girls
showed me what it meant to be a Basil girl; I was part of a new family, a
sisterhood. Despite my social assimilation, not everything about transferring was
easy. I struggled to adjust to a much more rigorous curriculum and to restart my
high school life. Thankfully, the smaller class sizes and student-to-teacher ratio
increased my academic achievements and confidence.
All challenges considered, I have never regretted my decision to join the
SBA community. At times, I still struggle, but transferring got my life on track. I
am thriving academically and I feel comfortable in my own skin. In public school,
I had to make myself a different person to meet other people?s expectations. I was
a 15-year-old girl who didn?t know who she was or where she was going. I put on
pounds of makeup every morning to fit in. I lost an unhealthy amount of weight
because I feared being ?the heavy girl? in a cheerleading uniform. I tried to change
everything about myself.
At Saint Basil Academy, I am Alexis, Lex, Lexi. I don?t hide. I embrace my
?weird.? I am me. Finding, and accepting, my identity brought me closer to my
Christian faith. Coming from a family with a strong, Ukrainian Orthodox
background, strengthening my connection with God has been incredibly important.
It has helped me to recognize my God given gifts and to have the confidence to use
them.
I am not changing my direction, I am adjusting my sails to my surroundings
and with this adjustment I am becoming the true confident person my parents
raised me to be, on route to my destination.
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Tenacity is the first characteristic that comes to mind. I have been persistent in
the many obstacles faced throughout my high school years. With academics,
athletics, music, volunteer work and learning to navigate through high school, I
stay true to what I set out to accomplish.

A

Speaking of staying true, I have remained
ctive in my community during
high school. I volunteer at facilities for individuals with intellectual disabilities
and a senior center. I often assist in exercising, reading, playing the piano, and
accompanying them on outings. Some don?t have family in the area to visit, and
that?s where I come in to help them feel loved and not forgotten.

Y

I have a
earning for knowledge, opportunity, and growth. Any desire to
better me is definitely a strength in my book. While I am very proud of the
young lady I am becoming, there is so much that I want to learn and experience.
A quote by Tony Robbins always plays in my head and keeps me motivated. It
reads, ?Change is inevitable. Evolution, however, is optional?

L

Something that will aid in my desire for knowledge is inguistics. I am
bilingual and can read and write in Spanish. I also have had short term lessons
in Arabic and Chinese during the summer. I have a passion for learning
different cultures and languages which prompted my interest in Global Studies.

O

Although I am not an
l ympian I have the discipline and mindset of one. I
have been running track competitively since the age of 7 and have ranked
Nationally many times. During high school, I qualified as a freshman in the
PIAA Cross Country State Championships. I intend to pursue track at Chatham
University.

R

Lastly, you can?t mention Taylor without talking about
hapsodic melodies
played on the piano. I have been playing the piano since the age of four. While I
started out playing only classical music, I eventually found myself researching
music played on the radio I have performed live at Lincoln University and
various events, and I now play everything from hip-hop to alternative music.

17

Mother Nature

An Amazing Friend

Upon her perch up in the sky
Mother nature starts to cry.

It is important to have someone you completely trust
Having a supportive best friend is always a must

She watches her beloved human race
And finds they are a huge disgrace.

Someone you can turn to and get things off your chest
Intently listening and offering advice is what they do best
Encouraging you and always giving a needed shove

Her tears melt the icy slopes,
as she watches, waits, and mopes.

They do what is best for you and out of love
From hanging all the time to making memories to last

Through her tears she hopes to mend
the waters humans cannot cleanse.

They should never fail to amaze you or have a blast.

--Brianna Durante

The waste thrown in her once-clean waters
causes all her hope to falter.
Animals stuck in a plastic prison
cause such a painful vision.

The Fragments of Life

And what meets her in the sky above,
is something none could possibly love.

Not seeing the price we pay

It makes her cough,
It makes her weeze,
It causes her to choke and sneeze.

To live our lives the way we want
Until we see that it is gone
Be grateful for the things you have
Like grandmas, friends, and taxi cabs

Crowding around her in an endless fog
The gasses smell like a horrid bog.

One day these things will disappear

Now wake, my darling, wake and change
Release me from my darkened cage.

-

Remember the creatures
Remember the plants
Awaken dear dreamers
And take your stance.

-- Isabella Canals

18

We take our steps day by day

So hold it tight, and love it dear
--Lauren Ems

Haiku
So close yet so far
Holding onto the day?s hope
May we meet again.

--Kayla Rehiel
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Letter in Haikus
to Someone
Who's Changed
When it comes to love,
You are the first thing in mind,
You have my whole heart
I?d give anything,
To have another day now,
Before you changed.
If only I could,
I would be right next to you,
You are not the same.

--Reagan Keane
Bog Bodies
I remember when you found me
Hands deep in the dirt
Just couldn?t leave me be
Your lips are the sweetest kind of hurt
Ran your fingers through my matted hair
Bent down and pressed yourself to my chest
Though I was not yours you could not care
And would not leave me in my rest
Your bare feet dipped low in the river
As the wisps led the way home
Perhaps you felt me softly shiver
Yet knew we were meant to roam
When we reached the spot you sank
And of my spirit deeply drank

--Alex Morganstern
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Jones
They crack and crinckle
Such fickle things
They mend and bind
Like hearts divide Jones,
It creaks it beaks
Making all kinds of noise
It jumbles and fumbles
Oh how clumsy Jones
Some may wonder
Why ones?
To their question
Why not Jones?
It is the epitome of success
Jones protruding and intruding
Minds boggling and ogling Jones,
Such fickle things
That they divide 24
In a tide like a ride Jones,
Pop, crack, and lock
May they unlock
Ones deepest desire
Empire the true muse
To my dispute
I say. Jones,
How about it they reply
To my demise I reluctantly agree,
Jones it is,
Jones it be.
Was it Jones
Or bones?
One many never know
Of a heart beating
Within its Jones
Maybe it's for the best
Or its just another test
Jones

---Stephanie Kim

Distance in Haikus
My sister is far
But somehow I feel her near,
When she calls my phone
I hear her laughing
And happiness fills my ears
She says "I miss you."
But I am right here.
I am a phone call away.
And that makes me smile.

-- Maria Grimaldi
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Curls

Surrounding Beauty

Growing up my hair was a struggle
It took hours to maintain
How to get it to look nice was a puzzle
I used to always complain
My mom would straighten and braid my hair
Which was easy for her
Eventually it needed lots of care
And at the end it looked like fur
My hair has a mind of its own
Each curl is different everyday
With the constant work it needed made me groan
I often took a break to pray
I love my hair it?s me
For now, on I just let it be

Beauty surrounds us
If one can see.
There is beauty in busses
There is beauty in trees.
There is beauty in darkness
If one dares to look
And read the dark pages like that of a book.
Even the monsters that lurk in the night
Have a vast beauty that can cast a light
The mind is also a beautiful thing
It is more complex then a queen?s grand ring.
It grows and changes
It withers and ages.
It houses your memories
whether happy or sad ,
It?s your bodies treasury
to which you can constantly add.
Grandmother
Even the horrid,
the sad, and distraught
Gentle kisses land upon my cheek
have a beauty about them,
Radiating a love that I have never felt before
that needx to be wrought,
All things fall still and silent
that needs to be wrought.
Nothing dares to move or make a sound

--Gianni Rodriguez

"Twenty-One Pilots
in Self-Titled Colors"

--Isabella Canals
Limerick, "Animal Crossing: New Horizons"
There once was a businessman named Nook
Who players gave money, and he took.
We were forever in his debt
Selling fish and bugs, you bet.
And as for the money, Nook took it.

Do not interrupt this blissful moment
My inspiration and protector
Oh woman that I so love
Take me with you wherever you go
High and low, Heaven and beyond
Eternal love and life forever
Ready I am to be with you again.

--Lauren McCurry

--Christina Salvato
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