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Date: 2/9/2026 4:49:08 PM

Fron: "Ralph Bonard" rbonard @walikillvrhs.org

To: "Jacqueline Elmo" jelmo@wallkillvrhs.org
Subject: Buttery crunchy moist crunb cake...

Oh fearless president, voice of the horde,

Champion of policy and procedure, Good Lord!

Until, of course, the questions get real,

Then suddenly... silence becomes so sureal.

The inbox lights up with facts and with dates,

Concems about ethics and everyone's fates.

Records, documentation, all neatly aligned.

And poof! Where's our president, nowhere to find!

No tongue bending speeches, no lawful decree,

One wonders is she hiding somewhere in 'bcc?"«

The gavel sits quiet, it sees she's on break,

Perhaps stuck in traffic... or lost on a lake.

Perhaps seeking counsel of family or friend,

Or painting a fence that is too late to mend.

A sibling to give sone worldly advice,

A slice of crunb cake would make that so nice.

No gavel, no guidance, no all mighty stand,

Just radio silence, precisely as planned.

For corage, it seens, is of limited stock,

Especially once it is aligned with a Rock.

Suddenly meetings are hard to arrange,

Calendars vanish, responses grow strange.

The president, once so eager to speak.

Now practices hide and seek ethics all week.

But silence, great leader, is rarely a shield;

It echoes much louder than the truh it will yield.

For when questions rise and answers don't start,
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