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Fairground
Karen Medeiros

     Tomorrow we’re going to the fair. My mother says we might not make 
it there on time, but I know we will because I’ve wanted to go with my 
family ever since I went as a little girl. We went on roller coasters that 
climbed up as tall as mountains, ate buttery popcorn, and rode the Ferris 
wheel so that we could look down and see the world as angels do. I won’t 
do these things tomorrow because my dad wouldn’t want to. He says 
that he’s too scared of heights, and besides my brother might not want to 
do anything adventurous with me because he’s not feeling too well today.
     We can still look at all of the people, though. When I went we saw 
clowns as they danced around. There was a horse show, the horses 
trotting around carefully in a little ring and doing a funny sort of show-
off routine we all found hilarious. The riders saw us girls and rose up 
on their saddles, pretending to bow to us or tip their imaginary hats or 
something. I think my brother will like the horses the best and my father 
tells me yes, yes of course honey.
     I think that the fair will be even better than before. You forget all of 
your problems at a fair, really, and I know we will tomorrow. The wrin-
kles will fade from my father’s face and my mother will start smiling 
again, my brother won’t stress about flunking out of University because 
of one bad test, and it will all be okay. I won’t have to worry about him, 
either. The fair is bright and happy and bold and beautiful, and nothing 
will possibly go wrong.
     The sun will shine really brightly tomorrow. I know even though I 
haven’t checked the weather yet. It’s cloudy now but they’ll go away, or 
at least change from ominous grey storm clouds to puffy white ones. It’ll 
be such good weather that no one will be cold standing in the shade.
     We’ll eat at uncle’s cafe tomorrow even though it’s never open, and 
we’ll see all sorts of people we haven’t seen in a while. We’ll go to the 
fair tomorrow, all of us together, just as soon as my brother wakes up, in 
his clean white bed in a room on the second floor next to the man who 
just had his gallbladder removed. I know it even if I can’t read fortunes, 
really, and tomorrow we’ll go to the fair.

Karen Medeiros is a senior. She loves both writing and music.
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Clouded Mind
Annie Yakovleva

Annie Yakovleva is a senior. She has a passion for art that is 
only growing stronger, and a slight obsession over the use of watercolor.
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Just You and I
Isabelle Edgar

When the birch leaves cease to blow and pause slightly curled to the left
just slightly
When the dust kicked out from under the worn out leather boots sus-
pends in the air
hovering
but never landing
When the rain that once fell onto our eyelashes holds still
glistening in the light
so we can count each raindrop

I’ll meet you there
I’ll sit with you on the wooden swing so that we can watch the things 
     that we always wished we hadn’t missed

Just you and I
breathing for a world that stopped before exhaling
Just you and I
swinging for a world that paused before it fell back into the steady pulse 
of life
Just you and I
watching the leaves curled slightly to the left
the dust hovering but never landing
and counting each raindrop
Just you and I

Isabelle Edgar is a freshman who enjoys writing, ballet, and singing.
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Picture in a Frame
Chloe McLean

Chloe McLean is a part-time professional wrestler and a full-time toenail 
collector. She enjoys long talks with her dogs and the occasional indulgence 

of a hot cup of horchata. 
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Highway to Hell
Rachel Martin

     The nurse left work at five o’clock. The laughter began at 5:01.
     Caleb had just closed his eyes after bidding goodnight to his caretak-
er, Mary. She came with him when the hospital moved him home so he 
would be more comfortable. She was such a lovely woman, but unfortu-
nately, all her help was for naught. There’s just not much can be done to 
heal a man with severe internal bleeding and massive head trauma. Car 
accidents can do that people. Destroy their bodies, destroy their lives. 
Caleb knew he shouldn’t have been driving--not with someone else in the 
car, not after that fourth beer. He had pulled the emergency brake, but lit-
tle good that had done. After that fateful winter night, Caleb had known 
that he was slated to die, just like his brother Aaron. He just didn’t expect 
it to be tonight.
     The door had just creaked shut when the shrill cackles invaded the air. 
Wave after wave of peeling squeals pierced through the night. No room 
remained unsullied by the sinister sounds echoing in the house.
     It was a kind of laughter that forced his blood to freeze in his veins. 
Chills crept up the length of his spine and every hair on his body stood 
at attention. Tremors racked his frail frame as he fought to control his 
breathing.
     There was no way he could run, nowhere he could run. All he could 
do was lay in bed and listen to the manic laughter ripping through the 
house. He looked at his bedside clock:
     5:02. The laughter snaked its way from room to room downstairs, 
pausing to savor the unmistakable scent of fear permeating the air. The 
laughter issued forth from a mouth caked with thick clots of crimson 
blood. A tongue with blood redder than brake lights visible through the 
craters along the jaw, squirming and writhing.
     5:03. The laughter grew louder as it wound up the stairs, hunting the 
source of the frantic heartbeat. The hunter had deep gashes across his 
forehead with glass plunged far inside, as though his head had penetrat-
ed a windshield. His hair was a matted mess; what used to be healthy 
and blond was now ragged and dirty and stuck together in haphazard 
clumps.
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     5:04. The laughter became unbearable as it slithered down the hallway 
to Caleb’s room. All that stood in the way was the door. One push and it 
would--
      “Hello, Caleb.” The menacing greeting was accompanied by a reptil-
ian grin: crooked, toothy, and dripping with blood. Saliva oozed out of 
his cheeks, tinged scarlet with blood. His face was a wretched disaster, a 
mangled collage of blood and debris.
     But it was his eyes that captured attention. His eyes were cold. Heart-
less. The beady black pupils pierced through irises of a fiery gold. The 
whites were no longer pure; instead, they were obscured by a dark red-
dish haze. His eyes seared into the soul; assaulting, defiling, poisoning. 
His eyes violated all that was private. His eyes left no doubt: he was the 
judge, jury and executioner.
     Caleb froze. His heart stuttered before resuming its rapid staccato 
rhythm. He wanted to cry out, to make any sound at all, but fear gripped 
his vocal cords and robbed him of speech. It was all he could do to fight 
for his next breath. He couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. He felt a warm 
wetness pool between his legs, but it hardly registered. A bit of urine 
could not compete with the overwhelming fear shooting through his 
body.
     The figure stalked closer to Caleb with a feral gleam in his eyes and a 
wicked smirk on his lips. There would be no escape, no rescue, no salva-
tion. Only vengence.
     With a cruel hiss, the grotesque figure drove an emergency brake into 
Caleb’s heart, tearing through layer upon layer of flesh, muscle and bone 
with simplicity and satisfaction.
     Caleb didn’t struggle. He had to accept the truth eventually. He knew 
it was all his fault. He knew he had to atone for his sins.
     And so, it was with his last, dying breath that he told the figure: “I’m 
sorry, Aaron.”
     Aaron, unmoved by the apology, dropped the emergency brake that 
failed to save his life, turned his back on his brother, and vanished into 
the night.

Rachel Martin is a senior.
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Beginnings
Elizabeth Taft

My entire life has been a search
for the proper words to start with.
For the proper way to begin.
Beginnings are hard.
Awkward and
fumbled
and the words don’t
always
work right.
Middles are easy,
smooth, friendly and comfortable.
You can build on whatever base you managed to set
and smooth out all the bumps and rough edges.
Some endings are peaceful,
while others are full of broken
sentences and
words left
unsaid.
I have gotten pretty good at endings though.
I have learned to pick up the sharp words
and prickly silences, to put them away safely
with minimum damage.
I don’t dread endings the way I do
fumbled
beginnings,
but I hope some day,
I will find a person who makes me
want to
never
reach
the end.

Elizabeth Taft is a junior.
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Breezy
Vanasa Liu

Vanasa Liu is a senior who likes to draw.

Crazy Critters
Lindsay Walsh

Lindsay Walsh is a sophomore. This watercolor is inspired by 
a microorganism from Antarctica.
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The Invisible Men
Grace Kwon

     There are times, to be sure, when we feel that we are invisible. People 
refuse to pay attention to us; nobody bothers to turn their head in ac-
knowledgement as we walk by, or cares enough to respond to our words. 
But we do know that as long as we are members of the human race, we 
are not truly invisible. 
     However, there exist a multitude of spirits that travel around unseen 
in forms unknown to man in his self-centered universe. They are the ones 
who whisper things in our ears, hints, bits of advice that echo around our 
subconsciousness. We, of course, go about our daily business and easily 
dismiss these murmurs as the product of our own brains, quickly forget-
ting what the invisible men told us.
     The specters mourn as each word flutters out of our brains as easily 
as water filters through a sieve. Their precious advice goes unheeded, 
and they grieve as they watch helplessly. The unseen men have lived 
their own lives, had the thoughts we have, and made the decisions we 
will someday make, whether it be today, tomorrow, or the decade after. 
They know what will happen, the disaster our lives will become. So they 
come to warn us about the consequences our actions will bring, the ones 
that they have lived through and died from. They walk the halls of our 
schools, the roads of our towns, and the narrow confines of our bed-
rooms. They beg us not to make the same mistakes as them.
     And yet, men in their foolishness live their lives as if they had no end. 
They act as though they were the gods of lore, lounging away on Olym-
pus, untouchable by such a petty being as Death. But these men, they 
soon learn how delicate, how utterly fragile, a life can be. They fall prey 
to the very things the spirits warned them about. They stumble on their 
own pride and arrogance. They suffer. They fall, but not with the peace 
and grace they expected of their last breath.
     Then, they too, join the legions of spirits roaming the planet. They too, 
plead for men to listen. They too, weep over the folly of the human race. 
They fight a hopeless battle in an effort to educate us before we perish 
in the same way they did, wallowing in foolishness and ignorance, only 
discovering our ill-fated destiny after it has overtaken us.
     Our part is to admit that we are not invulnerable beings, that we 
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Waves
Kelly Davis

Kelly Davis is an avid reader 
and food consumer. She has a 

dog named Marlin. 

cannot stand against Fate as it easily topples us from our lofty perches. 
Whether it be from an original sin, or a devil, or an evil within us, we can-
not withstand the force of our own folly as it tears us down, one by one. 
As the spirits whisper in our ears, we would do well to hear them, so that 
one day, we may pass on without joining the crowd of weeping souls, 
invisible in their regret and suffering.
     So, live your lives as you wish, disregard the Invisible Men if you must 
do so. Quarrel, argue, scream, shout. Break relationships apart, patch 
them back together with “I’m sorry” and “I didn’t mean it.” Earn money, 
spend money, lose money. Live a life of frivolity; pray that Karma doesn’t 
catch you. But when Death finds you with his scythe and a grin, don’t 
blame others. Don’t blame your friends, don’t blame your parents, don’t 
blame your second cousin, three times removed. Because if you didn’t 
listen to the Invisible Men, it is no one’s fault but your own.
     When you feel the tingle in your ear and hear the whispers over your 
shoulder, take a moment to listen. Though a mere mortal cannot over-
come Fate by himself, a wise mentor may one day be able to save man 
from his lamentable destiny. 
And in the meantime, the 
spirits hope that they can 
one day become this mentor, 
and that we will listen to the 
murmurs in our ears, even if 
they do come from Invisible 
Men.

Grace Kwon is a freshman. 
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ALS
Jasmine Athamni

Mama, I don’t think I can fully understand the aftermath of death.
Death is this confusing thing that’s making me feel crazy inside.
I know grandpa’s in a better place now, but
I can’t shake it out of my mind.
Mama, I want to run to the four walls he had been stuck in for 
     eighteen years,
find him in bed,
strapped with the cords that helped him cling to life.
Mama, I’ve stopped sleeping.
The tears won’t stop,
I try, but they keep me up at night, Mama.
I cry for the times when I was five,
when grandpa would put me on his lap and drive me down the road 
     on his wheelchair,
to make me feel the wind rushing on my face,
to make me feel I can fly,
to show me he cared although he couldn’t speak.
Mama, I know that when you had an appointment and the doctor 
     asked you,
“How’s everything?”
You couldn’t speak; instead you cried an ocean of sadness,
as if all the tears came from all the anger built up over the years.
Mama, I know when we all leave in the morning, you stay in bed not 
wanting to face the truth
and feel the pain.
Mama, cry, because when you do I’ll hold your hands and hug you until 
     the tears run out.
Mama, I think what hurts the most are the memories you wished you 
     had had, not his passing.
Mama, I cry for the legend he’s become,
eighteen years and it’s done.

Jasmine Athamni’s nickname is Jazzy-swag; she enjoys playing basketball, soc-
cer, and track and field.
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The Knob
Meredith Davis

Meredith Davis is a junior.
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Runners and Sitters
Louis Kilfoyle

     When it really comes down to it, the world’s divided into two types of 
people: the sitters and the runners.
     We sitters go home after a long day of work, grab a bag of Doritos (or 
maybe three), plop down on the couch, and watch a few hundred reruns 
of The Office. We gorge ourselves for a while, accomplishing nothing but 
nearing a cholesterol-induced death, and rightfully justify it as a reward 
for that paper completed last week. Or was it the week before last? Either 
way, it makes sense.
     Runners, though, walk in the door, shrug off a bag, throw on some 
expensive brightly colored shoes, and run right back out the door and 
down the street to God only knows where. When they finally return 
home, they’ll undoubtedly announce exactly how much they accom-
plished while they were gone. They’ll tout their iPhone-tracked mile time, 
their Fitbit steps taken, their average Apple Watch-recorded heart-rate, 
and any other silly metric monitored by an expensive device that moti-
vates their excessive activity. I like to think these people were dropped on 
their heads as babies, learned to walk late, and now are trying to make up 
for all the lost distance.
     What it actually boils down to, though, is a fundamental difference 
of priorities, ground into each and every person either by nature or by 
nurture, regarding what the goal of relaxation time is. We sitters see it as 
it really is: time to waste and to love every minute of as we waste it. We 
work from sun up to sun down, so why work during our free time too? 
Everyone needs at least a little time to just sit down and relax. What mat-
ters more, the mind or the body? We sitters understand that it is, without 
a doubt, the mind.
     Runners, on the other hand, lack that understanding. Perhaps raised in 
an environment that promoted constant activity, they don’t see the bene-
fits of time spent simply resting. They spend every passing minute work-
ing, running, or planning how to do one of the two. Sure their bodies 
may be a little healthier than ours, but at what cost? They run themselves 
ragged, leaving no time for mental health, an attribute whose importance 
we sitters recognize, and of which we have an abundance.
     The effects of the differences between runners and sitters extend 
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beyond just everyday post-work routines as well. Take vacations, for 
instance. The epitome of relaxation time, a vacation is supposed to be a 
break from the rigorous and boring work of life. My family and I spend 
two weeks in the Caribbean every summer doing just that. We lounge in 
our rented villa named “Dream Come True”, soak up the sun on Francis 
Beach, and enjoy delicious ribs from Uncle Joe’s BBQ, the best barbecue 
joint in the world. Notice what we don’t do? Exhaust ourselves. We re-
turn to work or school a little disappointed, but rested, reinvigorated, and 
content.
     Runners vacation in an entirely different manner. Near as I can tell, 
they see it only as an expensive chance to run in a slightly more exotic 
place. Having run a week in their shoes, I can tell you it’s every bit as bad 
as it sounds. Once my family decided it might be enjoyable to vacation 
in the Grand Canyon. Yes, not near the Grand Canyon, in it. We hiked 5 
days through the canyon, hauling more than 200 pounds of gear among 
the four of us and camping in a different spot each night. Now don’t get 
me wrong, the sights were spectacular, especially from inside the canyon 
instead of on top, but the hiking was grueling. Averaging almost 10 miles 
of ground covered a day, I was about ready to drop dead by the time we 
returned home. Unlike after our proper vacations, we returned to work 
and school more than a little disappointed, not at all rested, and horribly 
discontent. I have no doubt that the week took a serious toll on my men-
tal health, outweighing any possible physical gain.
     So if running is so clearly worse than sitting, what is it that drives the 
runners? After 17 years of soul searching, I’ve finally found the answer, 
and it’s closer to my original baby-dropping guess than was perhaps 
expected. Nurture. Or, maybe more accurately, the wrong kind of nurture. 
Nature has its place, defining various physical and mental aptitudes, but 
classification as either runner or sitter is strictly a matter of parenting. I 
grew up in a family with high expectations, but with parents who weren’t 
above giving praise when it was due. I learned to work hard, but appreci-
ate what I had accomplished. As a result, I understand that work time is 
for work, and relaxation time is for relaxation. I’m a sitter.
     Runners missed this memo as kids. Children, extremely impres-
sionable, are essentially guaranteed to adopt the beliefs of those who 
surround them. With parents who have a “no such thing as enough” atti-
tude, kids develop into adults with the same mindset. Work never stops 
because it shouldn’t, at least as far as they’re concerned. A minute spent 
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The Owl
Emily Gedney

Emily Gedney is a junior. Her favorite color is yellow.

relaxing is a minute that allows someone else to get ahead — a horrible, 
yet sadly widespread belief which infects new children daily.
     If we don’t stop pushing kids to the limit, they won’t stop pushing 
themselves to the limit for the rest of their lives. And despite what many 
of us have been told, the limit doesn’t break after enough force, we do. 
Parents need to understand that their children are never going to be the 
best at anything, regardless of incessant work, and that that’s okay. They 
need to understand that there’s a necessary balance between labor and 
leisure, and, more than anything, they need to understand that, some-
times, sitting is essential.
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Jeff
Becky Hopkins

Becky Hopkins is a senior.
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The Perception of Illusion
Tori Johnson

     Parading his elegance and pride, he set forth down the staircase put-
ting meaning and the appearance of nobility in each and every one of 
the steps. He could not pretend that the idea had not been his, and only 
his, as he often bragged about his accomplishment in this regard. He had 
bought the finest suit in the store for this occasion and wore it proudly on 
this important day. 
     The large oak doors were pulled open from the outside as he entered, 
and a gasp came from every living creature inside. People were lined up 
to see him, photographers, fans, and critics, but he only saw the fans and 
felt refueled. They sent shockwaves of thrill up his spine.
A couple of simultaneous camera flashes went off, and the eyes of the 
crowd widened, each person in disbelief that it was really him they were 
seeing. A disturbingly cruel and prideful grin came across his face as he 
thought himself more cunning and intelligent than any of the shocked 
onlookers. 
     Less than an hour later, the judge read the guilty verdict. 

Tori Johnson is a freshman who avidly collects vinyl records, watches too many 
movies, and loves anything vintage. She likes to visit art museums and go on 
road trips. She is also an enthusiast of 1960s television.
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Bone
Emily Wright

Emily Wright is a junior.
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Reflection
Wei-ren Murray

     If you were to ask me to tell you about my day, I would have no words 
for you. I would simply extend my open palm and the crumpled plastic 
bag resting there.
     Swaddled in cellophane and dusted with a layer of sand and salt, you 
would find three shells, a smooth piece of charcoal, and a few pieces of 
frosted sea glass–three green and one brown.
     One day. Second after second. Moment after moment woven together 
into a seemingly endless stretch of time. But if you were to take this small 
infinity in your arms, and if you were to press and press with all your 
might, the products of your efforts would fit in the palm of the hand. 
     Beneath my feet pebbles crunch. Behind me lie worn hardwood, soft 
lights, and the sweet echoes of pleasant chatter. Home. 
     Above me branches bow to form a swaying archway. In the distance, 
through the dancing shadows, my path winds onward.
     Stone gives way to hard asphalt. Thoughtlessly I follow the snaking 
streak of white paint. There are no cars, no glowing headlights, no whir-
ring tires. I walk the road alone.
     My footsteps carry me to a solemn gate. Day and night the wooden 
sentinel stands warding off the trespasses of strange feet. I am not a tres-
passer. I am a wanderer. In the silence I am a ghost, drifting through the 
emptiness.
     I find myself born on the breezes and laid to rest upon a bed of soft 
sand. I hear the whispering of the salty air and the murmuring of the 
churning tide. I am helpless to the beckoning call.
     Gazing at the ground I watch my toes trace that undulating edge at 
which land and sea melt together. I am entranced. With each step I leave 
behind a part of myself.
     Stooping I allow my hand to drag along the shore. In the cascade of 
water and sand, I find remnants. The shells, once homes to wondrous 
creatures of the depths, are vacant and their smooth curves echo the pull-
ing of the waves. The black wood too, once rigid and ragged, is softened 
by the wearing sea. The salty swell accepts the sharp edge of new glass in 
its caress and yields sweet velvet.
     The sea tempts me with a similar promise. But for all that I have al-
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Bicycle Wheel
Caitlin Cavossa

Caitlin Cavossa is a junior.

lowed myself to disappear, still I remember my feet on the ground. Flesh 
and bone. I pull myself back into being.
     I retrace my steps and return to the familiarity of worn hardwood, soft 
lights, and the sweet echoes of pleasant chatter. But I take with me the 
tokens of my travel. In my hand I carry three shells, a smooth piece of 
charcoal, and a few pieces of frosted sea glass–three green and one brown. 
Though I turn my back to the call of adventure, I steal away with me the 
essence of my journeys.
     I am a wanderer.
     But I am home.

Wei-ren Murray is a senior.
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Death
Kaitlin McManus

Let’s dance, he said.
Just take my hand, my dear,
And follow my lead,
Let’s dance to the breath of the dying
And the cry of the damned,
Let’s leap and twist
Across the broken and fallen,
The weak and the mangled,
Let’s twirl between each shade of red,
Lightly now, across each drop and puddle,
Careful not to dip a toe
Into the waking pool of despair. 
Come, dance with me, my darling,
Through the darkness up ahead,
I can lift you,
Carry you high,
Over each shard of glass
And torn up petal,
Until your head can reach the clouds.
Just take my hand, my child,
Walk with me on steadfast wings,
Across each desert and roaring sea,
Don’t quiver or quake amongst the shadows,
There is no need for fear.
I will guide you, 
Show you the way,
Bring you to Heaven’s light. 
What do you say, dear girl, 
Will you fly with angels tonight?

Kaitlin McManus is a senior.
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Purple Sunset
Josephine Brennan

Josephine Brennan is a junior.
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War Zones, Hydrangeas,
and Newborn Babies

Ruth Fuller

I am a patchwork quilt.  

I come from shiploads of human cattle and caskets in shallow graves. I 
come from the toddler in the hospital bed and his mother who just heard 
the worst news. I come from the pimps and the johns and the bodies 
they think they own. I come from the victims of frat parties gone wrong. 
I come from the waitress who has worked at the diner for nineteen years 
learning how to numb herself until she turned to stone.

Yet my blood does not run black and cold. I see the miracles. I see the 
family of four in the restaurant that pays for the table of strangers in 
uniform. I feel the privilege of my circumstances when my mother lets 
me crawl into bed after a nightmare, even though I’m a big girl now. I 
am humbled by my art teacher who uses her own money to buy us new 
brushes and palettes. I am honored to live with broken window-shades 
but not broken people. I breathe easiest in a room where poetry replaces 
oxygen. I am grateful that after all the explosions, my limbs are intact and 
I can dance with them. 

I am a patchwork quilt in progress; I do not plan on being finished any-
time soon. I will write more thank-you notes to people who will never 
read them. I will argue with more boys about why they cannot call me 
a “whore”, even if they’re just kidding. I will drown in Dickinson and 
Whitman until I am covered in paper cuts. I will keep shattering into a 
thousand bible passages, war zones, hydrangeas and newborn babies. 
I will never carry out a conversation “woman to woman” or “man to 
man”, only “human to human”. I will never leave the house before I say 
“I love you” to my mom, twice. I will continue forgiving my father until 
our hugs aren’t stilted. I will apologize no more than I have to, but as 
much as I need to. I will live on a sidewalk in a cardboard shack before 
I stop buying hardcover books and poetry anthologies. I will speak the 
word “mistake” like a ribbon tied around my tongue. I will never forget 
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Peterson Farm
Marcus Dalpe

Marcus Dalpe is a senior. He is Vice President of National Art Honor 
Society. In his spare time, he enjoys painting, drawing, and 

playing tennis. His favorite medium is acrylic. 

my tongue is the strongest muscle in my body, and I must use it well. I 
will bow down to the afternoons like these, where I can feel every corner 
of myself.

This quilt is going to wrap around the world and back. I’ve just got a 
feeling.

Ruth Fuller is a senior who always hand-writes thank you notes and tips over 
20% at restaurants. She hopes to work for the United Nations.
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A shoal is a shallow nutrient-rich refuge in a body of 
water. While the shoal can beach the greatest of ships, 

it also can nurture the smallest of the ocean’s creatures. 
The Gifford Street Writers is likewise a place where we 

find nourishment in the company of our peers. The Shoal 
showcases our haven and growth in the life of artists and 

writers at Falmouth High School.

The Gifford Street Writers
Falmouth High School

874 Gifford Street
Falmouth, MA 02540


