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Untitled College Essay
Josephine Tranvong

    The Japanese say you have three faces. I have three faces as well as 
three names.
     Josephine is the face I show to the world. I am the mouth that is al-
ways laughing, or talking, or taking a bite of something that isn’t mine. 
Josephine’s ears are always listening carefully for hidden messages, 
sometimes for hidden innuendos, but almost always for loved ones to 
pour their hearts into. My tongue snaps quick with comebacks when 
threatened and sings along to Gangsta Rap. I am the painted lips, wheth-
er I am red or purple or even black. My earlobes hold different earrings, 
some heavy, some small, some mute and some flashy. Josephine’s eyes 
see through huge leopard print glasses that cover half her face because 
every bit of the world is worth seeing. Josephine is my middle name, the 
name you hear shouted in school hallways and lunchrooms, through the 
loud wind of the beaches and the soft whispers in the cinema. 
     Tranvong is my last name and the face I show to my family. Tranvong 
has a quiet, gentle, sweet mouth that never talks back or is out of place. 
I am the ears that hear the constant dirty jokes of my hilarious family, 
but also the lips that are never allowed to curl because smirking means 
understanding, and pure little girls are not meant to understand. My ears 
should never listen to Gangsta Rap or anything that exposes the reality 
of the world—sex, violence, drugs, or parties. No, my ears listen to the 
teachings of Vietnam so that they never lose their culture. On my ears are 
one pair of earrings worn all year round—the diamond set given by my 
mother. Tranvong’s nose smells the Pho that Vietnam has to offer, but my 
mouth is limited, or else “these cheeks will be able to hold thirteen bowls 
of rice,” my mother says. My eyes are forced to seem innocent and pure 
and ditzy, despite all I’ve seen. Tranvong is my family name; it combines 
the always loud, drunken, craziness of my father’s side and the quiet-
except-when-drunk intelligence of my mother’s side. It is the face I was 
raised on.
     Ngoc is the face I never show anyone. It is the truest reflection of 
myself. It is hidden in the contrast of the first two faces. My ears have 
heard the gunshots in the California streets but get shaken up when they 
hear Disneyland fireworks. My tongue says what it wants in Vietnamese 
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He’s a Handsome Bird
Olivia Curtis

Olivia Curtis is a junior. She likes colored pencils; it’s a phase.

or English or sometimes both, but knows when to be bitten. All types 
of food come through my mouth, but in moderation (and sometimes 
not). This is my legal but less used name. More importantly, this is my 
face with a mind. A beautiful one, both old and young. It is educated in 
both American and Vietnamese culture, both mixing together in equal 
amounts—like a vanilla chocolate twist or the different shades of green in 
my jade bracelet. It is the blushing yet prideful face when asked for my 
name because of its foreignity. 
     I am the knowledge and experience of hardships, death, love, pain, 
confusion, doubt, sadness, and anger in both Vietnamese and American 
culture. 

Josephine Tranvong is a senior. She is also free this weekend.
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A Beetle’s Revenge
Marisa Dell’Anno and Mathea Madsen

There once was a beetle, 
Who liked to get spray tans. 
What he lacked in hand size, 
He made up in strange plans. 
This beetle didn’t like science, 
Or facts for that matter. 
Tolerance or walls, 
He liked the latter. 

‘Twas this little beetle, 
With a mail order bride. 
This little beetle, 
With excessive white pride. 
This little beetle, 
Shot his way to the top. 
This same little beetle, 
Thought his daughter quite hot. 

Now if you were a beetle 
From far distant lands, 
You may need to make 
Alternative plans. 
Because the big bad beetle, 
With tiny little hands, 
And a bad orange spray tan, 
Would rather yell at Nordstrom 
For removing his brands.

Marisa Dell’Anno is a senior who is thoroughly exasperated with the stereotyp-
ical plight of the modern teen. She enjoys a good winter swim, cold pizza, and 
Jesus jokes. 

Mathea Madsen is a blonde carb enthusiast. She has many hopes and aspirations, 
which remain unclear, like most things in life. 
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Three Sisters
Erin O’Malley

Erin O’Malley is a senior.
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Orange Soda
Josephine Brennan

     I remember the first time Orange Soda danced across my tastebuds.
     One sticky July afternoon, in a hospital room curiously full of life, you 
and I were brimming with joy at the mercy of luck. A brand new father 
of twins, you were never supposed to be able to see this moment. You 
weren’t even supposed to see your sixth birthday, forty two years ago. 
Looking up to you, on the cusp of six myself, I was never supposed to be 
able to drink a syrupy, bubbly beverage on a weekday afternoon. Cups 
raised, Cheers.
    I remember how I would drape Auntie’s hair over my head, yearning 
for the curls that framed her face, to someday be my own. I remember 
when you started to lose your hair, how it was drastically insignificant, 
because it was not hers, and hers was what mattered.
     Soon life began to fade from the gray hospital walls. No longer was 
there something to raise our glasses to in a toast. There was fighting, 
whirring, beeping, dripping. 
     I remember the princesses, pirate ships and palm trees when it was 
over. When the twins, whom we toasted to with orange soda, turned two, 
and your leukemia never got the chance to turn four. What seemed to be 
fantasy was our reality. Cups raised, Cheers.
     The fourth diagnosis came. “Beatable.” We all placed blame, but we 
also all placed bets. That you would pull through with the same grace 
and strength, and that you would be around at Christmas time still to 
give us our striped pajamas. That when this was through, we would get 
you back.
     It’s incredible, the power that lies within a day.
     Twenty four hours was all it took for lives to be tossed like ships in a 
hurricane, leaving us drowning, gasping for air. 
     “Sixteen percent.”
     “Coma.”
      “Heart failure.”
     How could someone with a heart so big, have it fail him now?
     I remember the first time I cried in a hospital room. Lifted from your 
involuntary slumber after several dreadful, long months. You read my 
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lips to learn about my day, my life, everything that can happen as winter 
changes to spring. You were patient and attentive, but you were not you. 
And I cried tears leaving you there, the beep of your monitor reminding 
me, as I silently wiped them back while exiting, that your heart could not 
fail.
     I remember January thirteenth. As I sat in the frigid ice rink, one hun-
dred miles away, getting ready to watch Tommy play. Moments later I 
received a phone call, Dad crying on the other end of the line, telling me 
what I feared.
     It was a blow I did not think I would face until I was well beyond high 
school and even college, let alone at fifteen. 
     This was you. The man who showed up to the hospital at six in the 
morning the day that I was born to see me, after being discouraged from 
showing up at three, just minutes after I was born. The man who support-
ed me, teased me, and treated me as one of his own. A world without you 
seemed incomplete and unfathomable. 
     Tommy was already on the ice, getting ready to play. I dried my eyes, 
just as in the hospital and pretended everything was okay, so that he did 
not have to bear the same public pain I did. 
     There was no monitor. There was no assurance. No beep, no whir, just 
the sting of silence. Mortality delivers a sharp blow of reality. 
      Now, each time I sip orange soda, I toast to happier days, the curiosity 
of life, and to you.

Josephine Brennan is a senior. She isn’t smart; she just wears glasses. Just 
kidding. She doesn’t wear glasses.
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Punctuation
Elizabeth Taft

We lay on the couch together
Our limbs a tangled mess.
You curl around me like
the question mark
At the end of a question
That neither of us are brave enough
To put into words.
You can’t see my face
And I can’t see yours,
So we can both pretend 
That we are somewhere else
With someone else holding us.
I grip your arms tighter
Looking for something,
I don’t know what exactly.
You pull me closer
Seemingly searching yourself.
Neither of us have the answers
To the questions that lie between us
Filling the space so until
We do not fit.
We will never find answers
In each other,
But for now
We will hold each other close
And keep on looking.

Elizabeth Taft is a senior whose hobbies include poetry and pottery. One day she 
hopes to travel the world after somehow paying off her college loans.
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Boo
Helen Sievert

Helen Sievert is a freshman. She plays high school and club soccer. 
Her favorite color is blue and favorite food is pad thai.
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Afraid
Katie Greve

     Brock Turner, like a tenth of Ohio State University first year fraternity 
brothers surveyed in 2007, does not view what he did as rape.
     Brock Turner went to a college frat party with the intent of getting 
hammered and getting laid. After the events of that college frat party, 
Brock Turner was convicted of assault with intent to commit rape of an 
intoxicated/unconscious person, penetration of an intoxicated person 
and penetration of an unconscious person. His belief is that this was sim-
ply a result of sexual promiscuity, not something that completely denied 
his victim of human rights.
     He did not apologize for raping her. He only regrets drinking.
     In her victim impact statement, she read, “I wanted to take off my 
body like a jacket and leave it at the hospital with everything else.” 
     I am afraid that some man will not have been taught how to show a 
woman his appreciation for them. I am afraid that I’ll come across one 
said man, and that he’ll figure he can have sex with me whether I want it 
to have it or not. I’m afraid that he’ll believe that he did nothing wrong. 
Brock Turner certainly doesn’t believe he did anything.
     I shouldn’t have to worry about being raped. I am a sixteen-year-old 
in high school. I should be worried about getting a car and a license and 
good grades and having good friends.
     But I’m terrified.
     I fear that Brock Turner’s position on what constitutes rape is wide-
spread. It is this type of belief that needs to change. I am afraid that some 
man is going to decide that I am a beautiful woman and the best way of 
showing me that is to rape me. I’m afraid that some man will think that 
what I’m wearing means that I’m “asking for it” when I’m just trying to 
look pretty for myself.
     I shouldn’t have to worry if footsteps I hear behind me are of someone 
who wishes to harm me.
     Brock Turner is a rapist.
     I am afraid that some people can’t understand this.
     I am afraid of rape.
     It’s that simple.

Katie Greve is a junior.



But Never Doubt
Rita Sherwood

Rita Sherwood is a senior who enjoys hiking and collecting sea glass.
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Lobster Traps
Elizabeth Bressoud

Elizabeth Bressoud is a senior and planning to go to art school. Her favorite 
medium is acrylic and she loves the ocean.
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Run
Isabelle Edgar

I love the way the air would climb in between my fingertips 
The way it felt tangible until I formed a fist and it would all disappear 
Sometimes you need to run
To echo through the openness and let the space swallow you up and hold 
you in the palm of its hand
To feel the warmth churn itself awake even when it’s stinging 
I love the way the air would feel when I parted my lips.
The way that when I blinked it was all still there
Sometimes you need to fall in
To fall into the air that steals the tears from your eyes
So that you wonder why you feel like you are crying 
Sticky tears and salty grins
Screaming even though you aren’t angry
Sometimes it’s nice to fall in 
To let air swaddle you with freedom and words sink to your toes
Sometimes it’s nice to fall in.

Isabelle Edgar is a sophomore.
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Guardian of the Net
Jack Doyle

Jack Doyle is a senior.
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Untitled
Brian Estes

     As I collapse on my bed after a long day of school, I sprawl out, toes 
pressing on the footboard while my elbows dangle towards the floor. I 
could be studying for a upcoming trigonometry quiz, getting a headstart 
on the “‘classic” The Great Gatsby, or even cleaning my messy room. But 
as I ponder the idea of being productive, my cat jumps onto my unmade 
bed. I feel the familiar kneed of my cat’s paws as he decides if my bed is 
a worthy resting place. As he pulls the individual threads out of my worn 
wool blanket, my cat decides to nestle in between my legs. Knowing very 
well that he has trapped his prisoner, he gives a smug grin and begins to 
purr. It would be a sin to disturb such a peaceful creature in a time of rest, 
so I sink my head back onto my pillow and gaze around my room. 
     I look to my left and my eyes fall upon a tattered old picture...one that 
has been partially hidden under last month’s Tennis magazine. At this 
moment in time, my classmates were perched in a pyramid in matching 
T-shirts, supporting each other on our Destination Imagination team. 
With toothless smiles from ear to ear after competing in a global champi-
onship, we were all friends. No one cared about their social status. But as 
I look at it now, instead of seeing an innocent young boy providing sup-
port for our pyramid, I see a football player who ignores me in the hall-
ways.  I see a girl who was once my best friend now hundreds of miles 
away instead of minutes down the street. Now, I only see the division in 
our once inseparable group, and I am haunted knowing that I will never 
be able to mend the broken friendships. But the past is in the past, and we 
are all content going in our separate directions. 
     My eyes then catch a glimmering medal that swings below a dozen 
home run balls. A wave of emotions splash over me as I am reminded of 
my state champion baseball team. I am transported onto the Burlington 
Little League baseball diamond, where the team took home the ultimate 
victory for an 11-year-old boy. With the temperature climbing into the 
triple digits, I can feel the rubber of the pitcher’s mound as I stare down 
the last batter of the tournament. My fingers turn the leather ball in my 
calloused hand and I start my motion.
     But I am torn back from my fantasy because my cat is no longer satis-
fied with his throne. He stands, readjusts, and again goes back to massag-
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ing the blanket. My eyes are still caught on the baseballs and they zoom 
in on the frayed laces. Every boy on that team is as tattered as the stitch-
ings on the baseball after hearing about the tragic accident. Our team’s 
best slugger will no longer be able to crank home runs with us this sea-
son, but rather with the angels. I turn away from the baseballs, unwilling 
to accept the brevity of life.
     The cat jumps down with a thump, meows to make his exit known and 
trots down the back stairs, belly wagging from side to side. I then focus on 
the SAT prep book glaring at me from my desk. I spy the unopened histo-
ry AP exam guidebook which haunts me from my chair. I hear the course 
selection for senior year laughing at me from inside the band folder.
     The cat strolls back into the room, and I accept my fate. 
     I turn to page one of The Great Gatsby.

Brian Estes is a junior.

Striped Bass
Calvin Toran-Sandlin

Calvin Toran-Sandlin is a junior.
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Coloring Outside the Lines
Brenna Donahue

Maybe, someday, somehow, 
We’ll learn to color outside the lines
To do what we love, without giving in to what we don’t
To smile like we mean it, not like we’re pretending
To embrace our imperfections, not cover them up
Maybe, someday, somehow,
We’ll reach a helping hand to the fallen warriors and the bullied  
     and the forgotten
And help them discover the things they never knew they were missing
We’ll open up our hearts to the ones we’ve watched but never helped, 
we’ll listen to the neglected, we’ll speak up and we won’t hide
Perhaps our cocoons will be broken
And we’ll fly with wings of all colors, of all genders, of all races
Maybe, someday, somehow,
Our hatred will be silenced by the pounding of our wings
The determination of our voices
And the power of our smiles
Maybe, someday, somehow, 
We’ll stop and listen to all the shouts and cries and whispers of our  
     spinning world
So we can see
The beauty in the things we thought ugly
The joy in the things we thought depressing
The love in the things we hated
Maybe, someday, somehow,
We’ll teach the cocooned how to fly and soar and be free
Maybe, someday, somehow,
We’ll learn to color outside the lines.

Brenna Donahue is a sophomore. 
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Ted
Juliana Toledo

Juliana Toledo is a senior who was born in Brazil. 
She prefers winter over summer.
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Spectrum
Olivia McKnight

     Recently I have struggled to answer the simple question, what is your 
favorite color? 
     More than 7 billion people on this earth—all unique creatures achieving 
feats never imagined hundreds of years ago and the best we can do when 
asked what our favorite color is supply one word. One. Word. 
     Mind you—each word has a specific meaning—but with colors it’s differ-
ent.  A color is a visual concept that cannot be accurately translated without 
an image or context. So when asked the crucial question,”what is your favor-
ite color?” we are doing a grave injustice by not providing not only an image 
but also the context in which that specific color has made an impression on 
us. Our life is defined by colors and the best we can do is a blunt answer: one 
word and no context. 
     Should I say my favorite color is when rays of light are pushing their way 
through my shades at sunset creating a golden reflection? I can’t just answer 
“gold” because context brings my appreciation to life.  Colors themselves 
aren’t blunt; they make up experiences. Colors are a critical part of my life. 
Maybe I should answer “purple,” the color I wore for five months when my 
best friend was going through chemo. “Purple” is pain, but also the embod-
iment of the strength I knew she had to make it through. Ask me what my 
favorite color is and imagine if I had just said “purple”—what an injustice to 
her stamina. It’s the context behind the color that allows for understanding. 
And there’s “blue”—the color of my nana’s eyes. The eyes that looked at me 
with so much love accompanied by the voice that always whispered, “I love 
you baby” when I hugged her goodbye. That color will forever be ingrained 
in my heart. Then there’s “brown,” the color of my mémère’s dirt stained 
hands that I clung to when I came out to her as we both knelt in the garden.  
You see, “brown” isn’t just “brown”—“blue” is more than “blue”—and “pur-
ple” is more meaningful than just “purple.” Colors need context.
     My life is colorful and full. I am surrounded by humans that bring their 
own unique presence to this world. They are each influenced by the colors 
that are constantly surrounding us and affecting the way we interpret this 
world. I struggle to answer this question because without context colors real-
ly have no true meaning, and what’s the use in that?

Olivia Mcknight is a senior. She loves smashing the patriarchy and is really into 
gardening cacti. Her favorite nights are Pie in the Sky open mic nights and her goal 
in life is to make America kind again. 
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Freedom
Marissa Small

Marissa Small is a senior and has taken several art and ceramics classes. She also 
loves to draw. This art piece was part of a joint project in Studio Art and English 

classes which studied migratory birds by taking a field trip to the 
Cuttyhunk and Penikese Islands.
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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.
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