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We all know that being a
senior is no easy task, especially
here at Crespi (haha). The stress-
es of college applications and all
the countless tests and essays that
go along with them can cause se-
rious fatigue and genuine unhap-
piness. This alone is the reason
seniors allocate themselves days
necessary to their health, also
known as senior “ditch” days.

For Crespi men, these days
are strictly for health purposes
and are in no way correlated to
hanging out at the beach with that
new special someone from Lou-
isville (more like Chaminade)
and they are definitely not re-
lated to the release of new video
games that just have to be played
(psh... that would be lame).

Nevertheless, these days hap-
pen and they are just seniors’ way
of finding balance. As our days
here at Crespi are now down to just
a few months, we are beginning to
realize that balance is the most im-
portant thing in our life right now.

Applications are done (hope-
fully) and it is time to enjoy se-
nior year. Mr. King obviously
does not agree as his homework
load has just about quadrupled
from first semester, but we all
know it is true. Obviously our
grades have to be maintained but
most of the stress is now gone.

Whether it be taking a well

deserved nap during free period
or perhaps indulging in a creative
new game we invented called
Cyllandrical  (which involves
a half filled Jenga container, a
Crespi issued foam ball, and ping
pong paddles) instead of doing
that homework you forgot to do
the night before, senior year just
seems a lot more enjoyable now.
I am sure telling my fellow
classmates to “take it easy this se-
mester” does not exactly go down
well with the administration and
teachers (nor is it at all neces-
sary or a new concept to most of
them), but after countless hours of
research it is the only logical con-
clusion that | was able to arrive at.
Why not go to the beach every-
day after school instead of rush-
ing home to do homework? Why
should we still constantly worry
about every little piece of work
we have to do to a point where
our blood pressure is similar to
that of an accountant on tax day?
This kind of anxiety can wait un-
til college and the years after that.
Sleeping in class, unexcused
tardiness, and incomplete home-
work assignments are becoming
common. This nonchalant behav-
ior is often referred to as seniori-
tus and unfortunately for teachers
and strict parents, there is no cure.
Fortunately for us all, senior’s
creativity did not disappear with
their work ethic. New games
have been made and great pranks
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have been played (unintentional
rhyme) that keep us thoroughly
entertained from week to week.
Itis disappointing that our best
days here at Crespi, where fun is at
an all time high and anxiety is no
longer a word in our vocabulary,
are the days closest to graduation.
Buton a positive note, there is still
enough time to pull of an excel-
lent prank that is funny and harm-
less that in no way damages the
integrity or property of the school
(I do not want to get blamed for
anything you guys do). | do how-
ever suggest that if a “prank” is
in the making, it should definitely
incorporate hundreds of balloons
being tied to Mr. Vollmer’s car.
So my only piece of advice

to all the seniors reading this
(I’'m not really sure when this
turned into an advice column)
would be to find a balance in your
life and make the best of your
last few months here at Crespi.
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After reviewing all of the
horrible four letter words that
plague today’s youth | have fnally
been able to isolate the nastiest
and most evil one of all...love.

When | take a quick gander
back at my life, not only as a high
school student but also further
back into my pre-pubescent mid-
dle school years, | cannot help but
label myself as nothing less then a
completely and utterly hopeless-
romantic in every sense of the
word. | was young, dumb, and full
of enthusiasm to fnd where this
peculiar little thing called “love”
was hiding. But recent events in
my life have now led me to believe
that | may have just been wast-
ing my time searching for some-
thing that does not even exist.

I’ll spare you the details for
sake of the lack of space | have
been given to get my point across
and make my argument, but I can
tell you that a few months ago
my Facebook relationship status
abruptly switched from “In a re-
lationship” to “Single” and my
belief in true love switched from
“hanging on by a thread” to “non-
existent”. A few days later | was
hospitalized due to severe chest
pains. After running through a
barrage of tests and full body
scans (and giving several differ-
ent bodily fuid samples for anal-
ysis by professionals) the results

were fnally in the doctor’s hands.
It was something that all

along | knew deep down was true,
but I could not break loose from
my denial and come to terms with
it until I heard it come straight
from the doctor’s mouth...My
heart had indeed been broken.
As | sit here and write this article
there is a crack running straight
down the center, threatening to
rip this vital organ into two pieces
This is the rationale behind

the title of the article and the
whole reason for why this Val-
entine’s Day (What is normally a
hopeless romantic’s metaphorical
candy shop) has become nothing
but Valentine’s Dismay for me.
In the present condition | am in |
simply cannot, for fear of my life,
take the risk of asking a potential
Valentine to “be mine” this year
because of the possibility of rejec-
tion that will act as the fnal straw
that rips the camel’s heart in two.
Now for my modest proposal

to all of my Crespi brothers who
are about to embark on this long
trek through the Valentines sea-
son without a Valentine to call
their own. After all, this isn’t
Jr. High anymore where you go
around the class room deposit-
ing a generic card to all of your
classmates. This is dedicated
to any Celt who has ever found
himself  emotionally  crushed

by the girl he was crushing on.
This is for every Celt whose re-
lationship status reads “Single”.
This is for all men in general
who are as thoroughly fed up
with the female race as | am.
Pay close attention now be-
cause a careful understanding of
what follows could potentially
mean the difference between
having an awesome Valentines
Day or spending yet another
lonely night curled up in a dark
corner sucking your thumb.
It is my humble opinion that

all of us *“single-and-not-quite-
so-ready-to-mingle” men need to
unite together and celebrate our
freedom from the whip of rela-
tionship subordination instead of
mourning the lack of female com-
pany. I’m talking about setting
aside Valentine’s Day as guy’s
night. I’m talking about asking
your best buddy to be your Val-
entine this year. In short | believe
that the answer to all of our prob-
lems will come in the form of
good old-fashioned “bromance”.
Invite your Celt brothers over

for a manly steak BBQ. Play a
nice game of two-hand-touch
football. Spend all day killing
Nazi Zombies with your closest
pals. Do anything you see ft to
distract yourself from the fact
that you are nothing but a miser-
able lonely girlfriendless loser.
Finally, be proud of your
independence. 1 mean do you
really want to be one of those
sorry excuses for a man (if |
can even call them that) that
spends all day texting smiley-
faces and hearts to a girl who
will eventually just do what girls
do best...leave you in desper-
ate need of a heart transplant.
Adam Sandler said it best

in his movie “The Waterboy”
when he explained, “Mom-
ma says girls are the devil”.
Take these words to heart.







































