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T           o all our families 
who celebrate, we 
wish you a happy 
Easter and blessed 

Passover. To our faculty 
and staff, thank you for 
your tremendous efforts 
these past weeks... you 
certainly deserve these 
upcoming days of rest 

and respite!

Poisson d’Avril! In 
France, April Fool’s Day 

is simply known as the 
‘1er avril’ but it is a day 

when people, mostly 
children, try to hook 

paper fish on the back 
of unwary victims which 

will then walk around 
with a paper fish on 

their backs without their 
knowledge... the Pos-
ners had a lot of fun..

Share your “I HEART MLCA” 
snapshots. Here is one from 

Olympia this week!

PHOTO CHALLENGE!
The Getty Museum in Los Angeles 

challenged art fans to post photos of 
themselves recreating their favorite works 

of art from the safety of their homes. 
Check out the full article and pictures 

https://www.sadanduseless.com/recreated-
art/

Stephanie Nicholson, MLCA parent, 
brought this idea up as a fun, educational, 
family friendly, community challenge for 
our quarantined MLCA community and 

we couldn’t agree more! Mr. Walter has 
already proposed this to his middle school 
students in terms of reenacting a famous 

painting of Julius Ceasar!

Share your pictures by wednesdays with 
admissions@mainlineclassical.org



Our families have been 
baking up a storm – the 
Zafirious have delved 
into bread making, Mme 
d’Hervé and Ella made 
cookies and the Col-
lins-Ryles make their fa-
vorite spanakopita!

Mme. Nselel makes a 2000 
piece puzzle with her daughter 
and shares what her “virtual” 
classroom looks like with Vikram 
and Asha.

Claire shares a mini 
bow and arrow - in-
spired by her poem 
“The Arrow and the 

Song” by Longfellow

Students are keeping up their drawing and watercolor skills, helping  
their parents with chores, completing assignments.

The Arrow and the Song 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song? 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 


