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Homecoming II
Zackary Handy

Elaine’s eyes fluttered open slowly. e bedroom was flooded with the
morning’s light. A breeze from the nearby Cape Cod coast rolled in, inter-
rupting the warm summer air and causing the curtains to billow lazily. 

With a yawn, she rubbed her emerald green eyes and then ran her hands
over freckle-dusted cheeks. Just as she began to sit up, her eyes snapped wide
open. Her heart leaped with joy and her mind raced with excitement. She
turned to the other side of the bed, only to see the neatly folded sheets.

Her first instinct was to start sobbing right then and there. Another part
of her, filled with fury, wanted to tear the house down. Instead, she just
sighed. Elaine had known it was too good to be true. Kozak surprising her on
the back deck, the tears of happiness, their warm embrace, his excited look
when his eyes looked upon her—all of it, a cruel and torturous dream. An
ever greater dread took hold of her, imagining him in the brown and tan
lands of Afghanistan, trekking across the desert, clawing his way up mountain
sides, leading his ragged men into a war that seemed eternal, a conflict that
would prevent him from seeing the birth of his first child. 

An unsettling image of her husband flashed into her mind, rifle in hand,
eyes hidden by his goggles, disappearing into the blackness of a cavern that
had all manner of dangers waiting for him. 

No. She couldn’t fill her head with such ideas. Kozak, before he had left
for the second time, had smiled and told her to think pleasantly and stick to
her routine. She couldn’t dwell on his absence or the danger he faced. Elaine
had to press on, just as he was on the other side of the world. 

With a deep breath and a rising energy, Elaine swung her legs out and
eased herself off the bed, resting one hand on her pregnant belly. She was
short, her frame still slender and Elaine stretched a little before donning her
robe. She trudged out of the bedroom, pausing momentarily by the bath-
room door. She peered in, seeing her short, disheveled brown hair that came
down to top of her neck. Single strands poked out from all sides and she de-
cided breakfast would come first. 
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Elaine headed down the staircase and came to a complete halt in the living
room. Kozak was in the kitchen, standing over the stove. He had a pair of
pans on the burners, one with eggs cooking on it and the other with rows of
crackling bacon. 

He was wearing a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, a dramatic contrast to the
crisp green uniform adorned with medals that he arrived in yesterday. His
foot was tapping on the floor and his head bobbed back and forth as he sang
quietly to himself.

“I wanna walk like you, talk like you, too-o-o!” He let go of the handle
and turned around suddenly. He smiled widely. “My dear Elaine, it’s about
time you got yourself out of bed.”

Elaine didn’t bother answering, instead she rushed over right into his
arms. Kozak made a low “oof” sound and laughed before he wrapped his
arms around her. He buried his face into her neck and then her hair, inhaling
deeply. 

A relieved sigh escaped Elaine’s lips. It hadn’t been a dream, thankfully.
Kozak really was home; she remembered waking up on the back deck to see
his face staring into hers. If she hadn’t been locked in his arms she would have
probably danced about like a fool or squealed like she used to when she was a
teenager. 

Elaine looked up at Kozak, her chin against his chest. Her emerald eyes
met with his grayish-blue ones. 

Stubble coated his cheeks and jaw, and there was a large bandage on the
left side of his head. A scar from a previous tour of duty on his upper lip was
now pale. A pencil was tucked behind his right ear, partially hidden by his
dark hair. 

“What happened to that stingy kid who didn’t like hugs? And who taught
you how to cook?” Elaine asked after a while. 

“My ma. And you.” he chuckled. “Did you sleep all right?” 
Elaine nodded. “How did you sleep?”
“I didn’t.” Kozak’s expression became serious for a moment, but then it

changed to one of concern. “I really didn’t want to be in the bed for the first
night. I was afraid I might have a nightmare and—” Kozak scratched his chin
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nervously “—I just don’t want you to get hurt, Elaine.” It was heartbreaking
for Elaine to see him like this; Kozak was afraid of himself, afraid of the skills
he possessed. 

Elaine stood up on her toes and planted a kiss on his cheek, making him
blush slightly, and then took over the cooking. “You’re a big worry-wart.”
Kozak pursed his lips and stared at her, making her laugh. She turned to
make sure the bacon wasn’t burning and noticed the dinner table was covered
with papers. “Did you stay up writing all night?”

“I was trying to write to the mother of one of my men, Private Elliot Car-
lyle.” Kozak folded his arms across his chest, shaking his head. “He was eight-
een...just a kid.” Elaine reached over and took his hand in hers. He looked at
her with glittering eyes and quickly swiped at them. He forced a laugh. “Look
at me. I’m twenty-three, and I’m talking like I'm eighty. I feel old, Elaine.”
Kozak snorted. He went behind her, kissing the top of her head and began to
rub her shoulders. 

She leaned back into his chest and looked up at him, her face filled with
understanding and worry.“How many letters do you have to write?”

“Just that one. Everyone else is okay.” Kozak rubbed his chin and paced a
few times. “I don’t know Elaine, I just don’t know. I did my best to lead my
platoon through each day, put them in all the right places, ordered them cor-
rectly, taught them what they needed to know, but after three and half years,
I’ve lost seventeen men under my command.” He placed his hands on the
counter and leaned forward. 

Elaine reached over, gently stroking his arm. 
“You can’t save them all, Kozak.” He looked up and nodded gravely. “You

loved those guys, you kept going back to protect them. I wasn’t there, but
you’ve told me enough that I can grasp how strongly you all cared for each
other.” She offered him a smile. Kozak took her hand and squeezed it tightly;
it was the only way he could thank her for understanding, as if his words
lacked the meaning they used to possess. 

After a few more minutes, they set the table, poured some milk and sat
down to enjoy their breakfast. Elaine had been expecting Kozak to eat raven-
ously and go back for seconds in a minute. Instead, he ate slowly and prop-
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erly, cutting his eggs and bacon into smaller pieces like the way he used to
when he was younger. 

“Kozak,” Elaine said abruptly halfway through their meal. He stopped and
swallowed a mouthful of bacon. 

“Yes?”
“After the baby’s born are you going back?” 
Kozak said nothing. 
She wanted him to say that he was done with the fighting and the horrors

he had witnessed. She wanted him to say that he would stay with her for the
rest of their lives. 

His silence was infinitely louder. Elaine knew why he had gone back. It
wasn’t for his men. It hadn’t been for the cause. e true reason for his return-
ings was far more sinister and terrible than anyone could imagine. e thrill
of adrenaline pumping through his body, the feeling of immortality, the
power to take a man’s life was an addiction for Kozak. When he gazed out the
window, Elaine knew he didn’t see the lush green grass and the towering trees
in the backyard. He saw sand, rock, darkness, and he wanted to be there. e
natural instinct to kill, the rabid animal he believed to dwell deep within each
human being, had been unleashed. Now here he sat before her, trapped in his
duality, between his humanity and his savageness—a soldier.

Zackary Handy enjoys journalistic and fictional writing. He would like to get a
job at e Falmouth Enterprise.
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Untitled
Ashley Sheehy

Ashley Sheehy is a junior who loves photography and catching people 
at unexpected moments in a photograph.
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Myself
Kendall Stouffer

i wanted to be the wind
blowing through the stillness
but you didn't let me
become the passing air's breeze

i wanted to be a shell in a crowd
of dark rocks
but you refused to let
me be

i lost my mind in the forest
and found no way out of the night
looked to you
but was ignored
you wouldn't be my pathway out

i tried to be a light
but you turned me off
i then was a written letter
but you ripped me in pieces

i then chose to become
just myself
and though you hated it
with judgement eyes
i chose to be who I
am

Kendall Stouffer is a sophomore.
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Blackberry
Tommi Gans

Tommi Gans is a sophomore. 
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Untitled
Saer McCliment

Every year, a royal summit was held by one of the six kingdoms in order
to discuss diplomatic relations. At least one representative from each king-
dom attended, whether it was a queen or a prince. is year, the summit was
hosted in the kingdom of yx, home to the most oppressive heat you would
ever know. From my kingdom came my mother, the Queen; my brother
Alryn, crown prince; and me, second prince and commander of the army. As
important as the summits were, I attended for one main reason: my dearest
friend, Mandisa. is was the sole time per year I could ever see my friend,
who was the commander of her own army. 

We wore robes made of the thickest material on the planet, and they were
the only article in existence that protected your skin from the boiling heat.
e excess length from mine dragged behind me, leaving patterns in the
sand. Even with the protection of the gaping hood, I still felt the sun beating
down on me. Waves of heat washed over me until I was unsure whether I felt
overheated or chilled. 

All buildings in yx were dug into the sides of the enormous hills of sand
that composed the country, and the courthouse was no exception. e doors
were pushed wide, but the obnoxiously slim entranceway could not accom-
modate the sudden influx of twenty royals all attempting to fit through at
once to escape the heat. I heard myself being summoned but I was caught in
the throng of people, crammed shoulder to shoulder with my brother, and it
was impossible for me to locate who had called for me. 

Once we had all filed into the meeting hall and begun to chat among our-
selves, I turned around and found a woman directly in front of me, grinning
from ear to ear. Immediately, she dispensed with formalities and wrapped her
arms around me exclaiming something into my shoulder.  

“I’m happy to see you too, Princess Mandisa,” I said, returning her hug as
best I could around the hindering sleeves of the ceremonial robes. “It truly
has been far too long.”

“Just long enough that you’ve forgotten to write to me, Shae,” she said,
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tightening her grip but unable to keep the smile from her face.
“I know I have, I’m sorry,” I replied, holding her at arm’s length. “Have

you been training often? You look positively lethal.”
“I am the only princess of Extalii, you know; it’s my job to lead our army.”

She took another look at her blue and yellow robes. “ough how you could
possibly even make such an assumption when I’ve donned an ocean of robe is
either impressive or pandering. Knowing you, I guess the latter,” she said with
a playful laugh, shrugging off the hood of her robe. 

She always had been quick. “Or perhaps I said it because of your impres-
sive crush of a hug? You would make a fine member of my kingdom’s own
army.”

“Oh, I certainly hope not,” she said, the only hint of her teasing being the
slight quirk of her lips. “I would have you know, Prince Shae, that we hold
our warriors to a much higher regard than your band of ruffians.”

I laughed and pounded her on the back, drawing the disdainful stares of
my brother, Alryn, from across the room. He caught my eyes and pointed a
finger up at the clock. 

“e summit is about to begin, Shae,” he said. “Quit gossiping.”
Mandisa rolled her eyes and took my arm, turning me back to her. “Forget

him for a moment,” she said. “All he needs is to relax; his back is so straight
he cannot bend over to tie his own shoes.” 

Before I could say another word, the soft hum of conversation dimmed,
and everyone began making their way to the conference table. Mandisa
sighed and gave me one last hug.

“Write me a letter once you return home, will you? We so rarely get to
talk, and when we do, it’s at these damned summits.”

“e moment I return,” I promised her, “I shall write you a novel.”

Saer McCliment is a senior who plans to double-major in psychology and 
LGBT studies in college. She works on a novel in her spare time. 



The Shoal

10

Lions, Tigers, and Bears, Oh My!
Andrea Cole

Andrea Cole is senior and in Clay 2. In her spare time, Andrea likes 
to make sweet, sweet music on her gueee-tar.
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Listening and Pillars
Sarah Sherwood

I once thought that the night sky was a face and all the stars and planets
were freckles. I could touch noses with the moon and butterfly kiss the heav-
ens.

Tonight the dusky infinity had turned its head and I found myself staring
into a churning sea, the lighthouse shrouded. Tantalizing shimmers capti-
vated miniscule, hopeful me, but each faded away as I turned my head and I
found myself caught in a gut-wrenching freefall of my own design.

Sitting down, I held onto leaves of grass as a sailor to his ship in a storm
or a terminal patient to her dying breaths. ey wrenched free of the earth in
my hands, as incapable of resisting my pull as I was to resisting the sharp, suf-
focating tug in my chest.

I could feel my stone heart slowly freezing, sinking and slipping out of my
stomach through the hole that one man had ripped in me.

Lying back, I thought I might drown. I thought the world might end
right then, with my spirit in shreds and time at a standstill. Is this how he
felt? For every teardrop I felt dampening my soul, did he feel a tidal wave?
What force, natural or otherwise, could push a man so close to the brink that
even fifteen family members couldn’t stop the jump?

One day earlier my mother had turned a page in her own unique tale and
stumbled lazily upon the chapter entitled “52.” It reminded me that for 52
years she had lived life, experienced 52 years of inevitable joy and 52 years of
inevitable pain, of inevitable growth. For 52 years she drew strength from
places that, to a 15-year-old sophomore, were foreign countries, frightening
and intriguing and not calling my name just yet. For 51.5 years she relied on
a secure, delicate structure built around the supreme Madonna, the beautiful
1960s household goddess. And one chilly morning that pillar fell, creating a
sudden absence at her side and in her phone calls and from her letters and
from her inner circle of ose Who Are and Will Always Be Mine. ree
months of chilly mornings later and the roof fell too, that masculine back-
bone and that forgiving protector, the one who for 54 years relied on that pil-
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lar and couldn’t stand without it and fell fell fell and shattered broke and dis-
integrated. 15 years-52 years-54 years and the weight of the roof pinned me
down and tore away my breath like loose leaf paper like fallen leaves like a
flag in a hurricane and where was my escape, where were my pillars? 

A release! My phone burned in my pocket and the rose bush in my throat
retracted its thorns momentarily. Speed dial, she answered on the third ring.
e words came out clumsily, falling from my mouth like hail on frozen con-
crete. ey were harder to say than I could ever imagine they would be. I
would never imagine.

He’s committed suicide. My uncle. He died last night. He did it himself.
It was him. He left us. He’s gone. He’s gone. He’s gone.

I’m not the first one to say it. Not even the first today. Not even the first
to speak of him. But saying the words opens a fresh wound and my entire
being recoils, folding and folding and folding in on itself until I am no more
than a matchbox, prepared to ignite. He’s gone.

For all my cracking her voice was superglue, warm and low and not able
to fix me but holding me together, forcing me to breathe. I didn’t need to
speak I didn’t need to think I didn’t need to feel I just needed to listen. It was
the listening that turned the heavens back to face me. It was the listening that
drained the water and pulled me to the surface. It was the listening that kept
me from wandering dangerously close to the brink.

Six months later I’m still listening. I listen to the freedom and safety of the
open road. I listen to my heart faltering and I jump to repair it. I listen to my
sister marching stronger with every step she takes.  I listen to the world carry
on and I listen to each of the little joys that make every painful moment bear-
able. But most of all I listen to my mother healing. I listen to her strength, I
listen to her resilience. I listen and I say, “I can be her. I will be her. And we
will all survive.”

My pillars won’t fall. My people pillars, my listening pillars, my me pillars;
I will float above it all and I will smile down and say, “Float with me and we
will be pillars in the sky together, and we will hold only ourselves and each
other’s hands.”

Sarah Sherwood is a busy junior who enjoys the outdoors and is looking forward
to summer break.
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Untitled
Marcus Dalpe

Marcus Dalpe is a freshman and has lived on Cape Cod his whole life. 
He enjoys tennis, soccer, running, and  anything creative and artistic. 
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Eyeliner
Ruth Fuller

She paints a mask
of fake perfection
Each stroke?
Self-hatred's resurrection 

at tube's her brittle, cracked cement
On which her confidence depends

She'll find no padding when she falls 
From perfection's massive wall

And that pain, from father's rage?
Perfectly disguised and caged

at shattered glass?
And cut?
And gash?
at bruise?
And scar?
And stomped cigar?
Her father's red eyes
Mother's sharp cries
All disappear
Invisible
Fear

You see, every stroke of black denial
refrains horror for awhile

It is extreme
ough she thinks minor
To coat her life 
In black eyeliner

Ruth Fuller is a freshman at FHS. She loves poetry and participated in the poetry
slam in 7th and 8th grade. She listens to music by Taylor Swift, Owl City, and
e Fray. Her favorite foods are mac and cheese and chocolate chip cookies. 
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Wicked Witch of Falmouth
Anna Adams

Anna Adams is a sophomore and currently enrolled in Ceramics 2 and Art 2.
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Candy is My Definition of Love
Dylan Turner

Candy and I are inseparable. From the gooey, smooth center of peanut
butter inside a Reese’s Cup to the squinting, eye-watering tartness of Sour
Patch Kids, candy always puts a smile on my face. Candy and I are so close it
is almost as if we are married. We each have our vows. Mine are, “I will never
leave without you. You complete me.” And candy says back, “I will always be
here for you.” With all of the sweets and treats out there, how could one resist
to engorge 200 plus grams of sugar a day? at’s healthy, right?

e Sour Patch fruit mix is phenomenal. ere are grape, orange, cherry,
lemon, and blueberry flavors. is is my idea of a fruit salad. e orange re-
minds me of Florida as it is like eating happiness and sunshine all in one
miniature piece. I feel I am getting my daily dosage of vitamin C, yet I know
it is only my silly imagination. e grape is a vineyard in Napa Valley, Cali-
fornia. When it reaches my taste buds, it is as though grape juice envelops my
mouth with a tangy flavor. e cherry droplet, my favorite, is shaped just like
on top of an ice cream sundae. Its taste is so scrumdiddlyumptious, mar-
velous, and outstanding that I could live off it for my entire life. Lemon is a
cute mini plump ball of soury goodness. Its bitter taste is so mouth watering,
zesty, and tangy that my eyes tear up. e blueberry is an itsy, bitsy, teeny,
weenie, chunky sphere of extraordinary flavor. It has a blissful, calming, and
astonishing pungency. I can’t last one day without my bag of divine, scrump-
tious, yummy Sour Patch fruit mix.

When I smell a Reese’s, I imagine a world made up of peanut butter. e
cars are hollowed out chocolate and need gasoline, which is melted peanut
butter, so tasty I may just cop a few gallons. Trees are as tall as mountains,
and produce never ending amounts of fantastic Reese’s Cups. When the wind
blows, the cups fall from the trees and there are Reese’s galore where all of the
children gather and collect them. e citizens, known as PPs (Peanut Persons)
have amazing lives. A typical morning consists of a breakfast of peanut waf-
fles, peanut syrup, peanut brittle bacon, and a glass of milk on the side, since
everyone knows milk and peanut butter are a complete go to combo. In the
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afternoons PPs cool off in a nice heated butter tub, where the smooth texture
of peanut butter is a spectacular lotion for dry skin. At night, the PPs go to
bed in their peanut shell shaped beds, and they close the top half (almost like
a coffin) and have a great night sleep.

Some may have dreams, aspirations for jobs, or wish for world peace, but
seriously let’s get real, my one wish is to have a world made of candy. ere I
truly am the King of Candyland. 

Dylan Turner is a senior who plans on pursuing a career in the medical field. He
enjoys swimming, running, and traveling.

Foster Road      Shannon Murphy

Shannon Murphy is a senior ready to see the world. 
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Tears of Blood
Kaitlin McManus

I catch the first rays of sunlight in my arms every morning. Hugging the
brightness and breathing in the warmth, I find hope in the coming day. e
light lifts away my dark shadows, erasing the scars from my arms and the
bruises from my face. I feel… almost happy. For one second, my fears and
memories are washed away in that bath of light. I feel free. But when I step
out of the stream of brightness into the shadows of my room, reality encom-
passes me once more. I see my reflection in the mirror. A hollowed figure
stares at me, expressionless and devoid of feeling. Her eyes are blank, without
hope. I stare back at the reflection. And then, slowly and carefully, I trans-
form my broken image into a mask. I cover my bruises with makeup; add
color to my cheeks. I brighten my eyes, giving life to an otherwise blank face.
ey can’t see what I really am.

Leaving that room, my face is a false pretense of confidence, and my mind
a hidden tornado of emotions. After years of living as I have, you learn that
it’s best to shield yourself from unwanted human contact, and to do so you
bury your hurt deep within. I walked silently down my dusty hall, careful to
avoid the spots that emit loud creaks. I knew the consequences of waking my
father. When I turned the corner into my living room, I could see a man out
of the corner of my eye. I hesitate to call him my father, for such a loving
bond has never existed between us. 

e man lay slumped in our single armchair. His swollen head rested
against a greasy chest, and a low snore escaped from his broken lips. One
glance at the empty bottle at his feet let me know there wasn’t a chance I
could wake him. I stepped across the carpeted floor to our small fridge.
Opening it, I saw a carton of milk amidst the molded leftovers . I grabbed the
milk and weighed it carefully in my hand, testing to see how much was left.
e cool liquid sloshed in the bottle, a welcoming sound to my parched
mouth. ere was only a cup left… too little. If I were to drink it all, I would
anger my father. Fingering the hidden bruise on my face, I replaced the milk
inside the fridge and closed the door. I sighed and turned to face my father.
He just sat there. A colossal mass of drunken beast. He looked peaceful,
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happy even. 
He didn’t deserve it. Even in his sleep, he was taunting me. Telling me that

he was better than I was or ever would be. He got to find rest and sanctity,
whereas I lived in his shadows, facing torture and endless entrapment. I hated
the fact that I had to take such precaution with a drink that was as much
mine as his. I knew what was in store for me if I acted rashly and angrily. But
today, I disregarded my warnings. I was already past any thoughts of sanity.
My heart burned for some sort of vengeance, however small, and I threw
open the refrigerator door to grab the milk. I threw the cap to the ground,
tilting the bottle up to my mouth and drowning myself in the liquid. I drew
deep gulps, allowing drops of milk to dribble out the corners of my lips to
the floor. I took breaths through my nose, savoring the moment. Taking the
last mouthful, I swung the empty container down, leaning over to catch my
breath. I wiped the remains of milk from my mouth with the sleeve of my
shirt, surveying the mess I had created. ere was a small puddle of milk on
the floor, and I stepped away from it. A feeling of accomplishment overcame
me. I threw the carton onto the ground, adding to the statement of rebellion.

Glancing at his snoring figure, I smirked. He returned the greeting with a
grunt, shifting his weight in the chair. I froze with his movement, praying he
wouldn’t wake. I immediately regretted everything I had done. I turned back
to my mess, terrified of what I knew would happen later. I threw a frightened
glance over my shoulder, the palms of my hands moistening with sweat. My
father shifted again. I let a cry escape my lips and stood petrified. He mum-
bled something to himself, yawning once. I shivered in my trance, struggling
to break free. He seemed to settle back into his chair, but I couldn’t take an-
other risk. Twisting free from my shock, I raced out the front door, letting it
bang shut behind me. 

e outside air was a welcoming relief to my strangled fears. e violent
gusts of wind stole the terror from within me, letting me run free. Freedom.
at’s all I had ever asked for. Running forward, I could taste that void of
everlasting potential and hope, and it drove me on, away from my nightmares
and into a haven of opportunity. In that one moment, I had reached all that I
had ever strived for. I was free.  

Kaitlin McManus is a freshman who enjoys playing soccer and lacrosse. 
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Haley’s Fat Cat
Katherine Solien

Katie Solien is a junior in Art 4.  
She likes to play soccer and eat at Panera Bread.
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a fate worse than death
Troy Petitt

some left to avoid the decadence of the people they lived with
some left for they lowered their head to the ground

and turned their head
so the click beetle could jump in their ears

and listened to the ground, the earth, but mainly the insects
insects insects everywhere – the perfect messenger

inter-communication, networks
the insects told them to leave

they were getting wind that the earth was going down in fire
or maybe squeezed like a stress ball

and that’s why they left
so they went to mars

hot – sure, cold – sure, but better than the earth, going to pieces
and the water bugs and the pill bugs had no choice but to

endure, the selfless saviors
but those few who went to mars were like insects on a

foreign ground, no good for life, and lost among the feet
of the giants

and not knowing that the earth was long gone
and without any rocket fuel to go back

they couldn’t help but curse the prickly little demons
who sent them on a wild goose chase to a god-forsaken planet

and who made them eat dirt for lack
of food

and live in squalor
and think

“some life this is”

Troy Petitt is a senior who loves art in all its forms, especially music. He likes to
express himself in a creative manner.
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Under Pressure
Sam Lavoie

Sam Lavoie enjoys taking long walks on the beach.



The Shoal

23

My Training Wheels, My Parents
Priya Patel

e neighborhood kids laughed and whizzed past me. Legs hanging loose
and letting go of the handlebar every now and then, they turned around and
smirked. ey were the same age, same grade, some even in the same class. How-
ever, they weren’t laughing at my bike, which was better than theirs, but were ac-
tually laughing at what was on the bottom of them, my training wheels. And as
the assembly of the kids continued around the neighborhood, I continued to
pedal unperturbed.

It did not occur to me that the use of training wheels after the age of about 6
is considered weird. Here I was 8 years old using my wheels like it was the most
natural thing to do; after all they did support you. Every year on my birthday I
would get a new bike and discard the old one. I changed bike after bike but
never changed the wheels. ey were there, attached, unshaken, untouched. And
never made physical contact with the ground. I believe it was due to the support
I got from my wheels that I rode my bike with vim and vigor, which later caused
the piece of metal holding both the bike and wheels together to bend. e ex-
citement with which I made my turns and skids resulted in the wheels being
there but not actually having a literal job. ey did do one thing however. ey
gave me the strength, support and the security I needed to accomplish the many
kiddie tricks I did. ey didn’t support me physically, but mentally they did so
much. is may very well be the reason why I preferred being laughed at than
actually removing the wheels.

Today, 9 years later I continue my use of training wheels and plan on doing so
for the rest of my life. ese training wheels I refer to are none other than my
very own mom and dad. My parents are the training wheels of my life. ey
aren’t literally attached to me, but their mere presence gives me all the support,
love and care I need. ey have helped me in every aspect of my life I can think
of. Holding my fingers, guiding them while reciting the alphabet, they taught
me how to type. Creating delicate zigzag patterns on a dupatta, they showed me
how to wear a chaniya choli. Tempting me with a piece of candy in their hands,
they made me walk. Similar to training wheels my parents give me a sense of se-
curity that they’re there even when they’re not. I can feel their presence when I
need support, strength, and knowledge. Like my training wheels my parents have
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I Miss My Table
Ashley Lima

Ashley Lima is a sophomore. 

taught me much and will continue to do so. My parents are my gurus and a lot
more than that; they’re my training wheels next to me but above the ground. 

At 17 years of age I still prefer having my training wheels on as I feel that no
one can outgrow them. Even today I feel as if I haven’t detached myself from the
wheels but they have just simply lifted a little. Such is the role of my parents.
ey might not stand next to me every moment of my life, but they give me the
sense of security that they’re by my side every moment that I need them. May it
be a conflict or question I’m assured my parents will always walk me through it.
My wheels may not touch the surface of the earth, but surely they’re there, lifted
just above the ground. 

Priya Patel is a senior who enjoys spending quality time with friends and family
along with enjoying the natural aquatic scenery of Cape Cod.
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Trees
Becky Hopkins

“I take full responsibility for making you into a terrible person.”
I try to shake the words from my mind as I adjust my backpack on my shoulders

and clutch my clarinet case to my chest in a futile attempt to protect it from the icy
wind and rain and the world that wishes to keep me from the warmth and comfort
of home. 

Mighty trees fight the force of the wind, shuddering, whipping their branches,
angrily lashing leaves out. While both sides struggle for dominance, small critters
hide in the corners, desperately trying to keep themselves warm in a world of cold.

I’m with the critters. In my mind I try to avoid the topic that would make inside
me a battleground far more dangerous than my outside. Despite my best efforts, I
couldn’t suppress the cold feeling that spread from my core all the way to the tips of
my hair and toes, so instead of me clutching my clarinet case to my body like a
mother protecting her newborn baby from the elements, I cling to it like a seaman
who’s been thrown overboard clings to a life preserver in the freezing arctic ocean.

He’s right. I know he is. He made me into what I am.
My eyes, which have been intensely locked on the struggling steps of my feet as I

march up the hill, notice that I’ve ceased to move. I find that my clarinet case is now
crushing my chest, protecting me from imagined hands from my memory.

Don’t think about that now! I concentrate, once again putting one foot in front of
the other, but the door has been opened, and there is no turning back.

Sitting on the couch with him enjoying a Twilight Zone episode. I was young, sweet
enough to be overjoyed when he held my hand, and I couldn’t believe it when he put his
arm around me when I sat on the couch.

So there I sat, perfectly content with him at my side after a day of fun and laughter.
e day’s colors were illuminated to an almost blinding degree, and this level of bright in-
tensity brought the beauty of the world to those deep in the depths of despair. I remember
being especially amused by the light caught in his hair, for the natural light blondness of
it was highlighted even more, giving his face an aura of surrealism, which only served to
heighten my notion that the day was too good to be true, and that it had to be a dream.

I shuddered. I remember how peaceful I felt before his hand moved at my waist. His
arm began sliding from there, groping, feeling parts that weren’t his. I squirmed in his
grasp and casually wiggled away from his arms, not knowing how I was supposed to react,
but knowing I didn’t like it.
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He looked at me, disappointment on his face. I avoided his eyes, avoiding the disap-
proving look I knew was waiting for me there. I was a failure of a girlfriend.

His words spun through my mind as my feet pad quietly on the battered pave-
ment, lost in the rush of the angry wind. How inadequate he made me feel. e
confusion made me pass through a doorway into a world in which I had no desire to
live. I noticed for the first time leering glances that came with a new sweater with a
lower neckline, and when I looked in the mirror, instead of seeing myself, I saw an
unknown face full of imperfections.

It wasn't his touch that unwound me, but his ability to make me feel so insignifi-
cant, weak and flawed. My previously fragile confidence was shattered like a beauti-
ful crystal duck dropped to the icy tile floor in despairing surprise, the shards
forgotten and abandoned in the midst of devastation.

I felt a sigh tumble out from behind my lips. As it did, the wind ripped it away
from me, the ball of warmth tumbling through the chaos until it became indistin-
guishable from the surrounding storm.

I take a deep breath and turn away to go down into my driveway, focusing on
nothing but the sloppy crunching sensation of wet gravel under my sneakers. I walk
faster, desperate for the warmth and quiet I know my house will provide for me by
sheltering me from nature. My stiff fingers fumble with my key, but finally I step
into my kitchen, and the door shuts behind me.

I gasp as the silence hits me. Everything is still and quiet, and I no longer have to
fight to move. I press my backpack into the door, letting it support me precariously
as I collect myself.

I remain in my tedious position, shutting my eyes tight to block out my confu-
sion. 

"What on earth is wrong with me today?" I muttered to myself under my breath.
“ey’re only simple words.” 

I drop my backpack from my shoulders and examined my reflection in the mirror
conveniently situated at the door. It was the same face I’d seen every day for years.
e same pale skin dotted with too many freckles, the same flat dark hair in com-
plete disarray, along with the same discoloration under my eyes that result from my
inability to fall asleep night after night. All is shown in my reflection, drawing my at-
tention. is was the same face he saw, as he acknowledged the fact that he was the
reason I changed so drastically. He knew he changed me from light-hearted and
happy to insecure and distrusting.

I wrap myself tighter in my jacket, for the chill in my home was not better than
the chill of the trees’ war I just escaped.



The Shoal

27

e eastern wall of my living room is a wall of windows. ey are big bright win-
dows that usually welcome in the most glorious rays of sun that bounce off the wrin-
kles on the surface of the pond in which I grew up swimming. Today however, the
windows only serve to let in the ominous image of gray trees being assaulted by wind
and water in an unsettlingly dark sky. e furniture and walls glow softly with the
feeble gray light of the storm.

Unable to relax, I slowly step about the room, concentrating on the padded
rhythm of my sock-clad feet as I thump, thump, thump on the dull hardwood floor.
I gravitate towards my piano, wincing as the soft sound of wood-to-wood friction
penetrates my ears when I lift the cover. I caress the keys softly, still standing, not
wishing to play, just wanting to stand and admire the beauty of the ebony contrast-
ing with the ivory.

My finger rests on one particular black key, smooth and dark. Slowly and deliber-
ately, as if it had a calculating mind of its own, it presses down. e note rings out
and hangs in the air, lonely and beautiful, slowly fading into the silence that accom-
panied its existence. 

As if that note broke down a stone wall inside my mind, I find myself with tears
flowing down my cheeks and sobs shaking my whole body, and suddenly I’m unable
to stand on my own. I press both my palms into the cold, hard wood of my piano
bench. Unable to do anything but tremble and convulse, I watch as my tears collect
on the pale wood.

In time, I push myself away from the bench and turn to face the window. e
trees are losing their fight with the wind, their limbs bowing under the force of the
assault coming at them in all directions. And so I bow, doubling over with nothing
to support me in my tearful state, unable to cope with all the things passing through
my head at once and giving in to the pressures life threw at me.

Becky Hopkins loves bubbles, snowmen, and everything orange except carrots. Her parents
and younger brother don't understand her whimsical mannerisms and, in fifteen years,
no one really has. 
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Invisible Camera
Drew Kutcher

Drew Krutcher is a senior and lives in Sandwich which is slightly odd, but that's
just because she loves FHS so much! For this piece she used plexiglass and printed
it on a sheet of printmaking paper. In order to get the image, she had to carve out

the glass with a needle and print the reverse on the paper.
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College Essay
Anonymous

ere were countless other things I would have rather been doing on that
humid Saturday morning, yet there I was, groggily standing in the front yard
clad in a hot pink bandana, oversized button up shirt, and goggles that until
recently had been covered in a thin layer of dust in the garage. My mother
was in a similarly ridiculous getup of work clothes with a determined look
that guaranteed we would conquer the task at hand; heavy winds and in-
clement weather were expected over the next week and the looming tree
branch in our front yard decidedly had to go. Being the only occupants of the
house, we had no choice but to do the job ourselves.

e two of us set out with a handsaw, gloves, a ladder that barely reached
its destination, and a rope to keep the ladder (and ourselves) in place. My
mom took the first shift and I held the ladder steady. With her first few as-
cending steps it was obvious that the setup would not work.

e ladder wobbled horribly and the grassy ground was anything but
level. I found some nearby rock slabs and used them to wedge under the
floating ladder leg, and we continued our effort.

We took turns tiring our arms with the repetitive motion, making slow
but steady progress. We deemed ourselves valiant heroines, but we wouldn’t
have fooled anyone; our neighbor passed by poking fun at our makeshift at-
tire and shrieks from falling spiders were periodical. We kept sawing away at
different angles when the burdened branch pinched the blade and took
breaks when needed. After two laborious hours, the limb was nearly severed.
We were both in position, she ten feet higher than I, and she forced through
the last leg of the job. Finally, with a crack and groan, the limb completed its
path to the ground. My mother and I felt ecstatic, celebrating our two
straight hours of perseverance until remembering that the job was only half
done. e tree limb still had to be dragged and disassembled in the backyard.

I worked on and off for the following day forcing my aching arm back and
forth like waves over the limb while my mother moved on to tackle smaller
branches around the yard. By the late afternoon, no amount of iced tea could
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assuage our exhaustion. But we had done it, for the most part. It took us
many more hours than it would have to hire some macho guy with a chain-
saw, but we enjoyed the experience of problem solving and the opportunity
to prove that a couple of girls can do anything they set their minds to. We
had a stripped, twisting portion of wood of about ten feet that remained to
be diced. My mother and I stared at the seemingly mammoth log and silently
agreed that it would make a nice yard decoration.
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Abbies Lane
Emily Turner

Summer sands; freckled hands;
Vicious cat; denim hat; 
Wobbly wall; Nanna tall;
Grimy wooden blocks; chickadee clocks; 
Purple boat; sunscreen coat;
Simple rhymes; back in time.

rilling bike race; clumsy boy chase;
Salty burned skin; standard metal grin; 
First bikini top; daily ice cream stop;
Midnight skinny dip; adolescent friendship;
Chatter fake; cold coffee milkshake;
Dizzy hill; red charcoal grill;
Forgotten tomb; beach rose bloom; 
Easy ways; younger days.

Lamp left on; photos gone;
Garden dead; vacant shed;
Frozen home; wide-toothed comb;
Icy gravel drive; mice survive; 
Moldy books; nostalgic looks; 
Dumpster now; vengeful vow;
Sofa crinkles, and my face wrinkles,
My eyes cry; this is goodbye. 

Summer sands, freckled hands.
Dizzy hill, red charcoal grill. 
Eyes cry, this is goodbye. 
White caps crash; memories to ash;
Echoing refrain;
Abbies Lane. 

Emily Turner is a junior who enjoys soccer, lacrosse, playing the flute.
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Lily Break Your Heart
Anna Lee

At first, I couldn’t quite grasp it when I heard what had happened to Lily.  It’s
awful now, to say so, but when the phone call came all I could think was that it was
too much like a soap or a weepy beach novel—too perfect and pitiful in that way.
She was the pretty sister; I am perfectly at ease with saying that.  She was seventeen
and she was a dancer.

It was a while before I could get away from work and fly down to the Cape to see
her, and my son wasn’t even a year old at that time.  Michael, my husband, assured
me it would be all right.  I hadn’t been home in years, not since we finally settled in
Seattle, and to go back under those circumstances made me uneasy.  In a sick antici-
patory way, like in horror movies when the person covering his face turns around—
and the jump scare gets you even when you know it’s coming.  e face is not what
it should be.  It’s maimed, or it’s the face of the killer.  Or maybe he doesn’t have one
at all.

e house was washed a pale yellow by the afternoon light, and the tide was fill-
ing up the patchwork of the marsh beyond.  As I came up the front walk, still woozy
from jet lag, a shadow slid against the curtain.  Aunt Ruthie opened the door before
I could get there.

“Rebecca, so nice to see you.”   Her hand, closing around mine, was thick-nailed
and ribboned with black veins.  “It’s terrible, what’s happened to your sister,” she an-
nounced.  “We’re all in shock.  A girl like that, well, it just makes you want to cry.”  

I couldn’t think what to say to that.  Aunt Ruthie had been a dancer too, and she
became Lily’s dance instructor as soon as Lily looked to have even the slightest inter-
est in that world.

Taking my upper arm, she moved me over the threshold like she had always done
when we were girls.  She would catch you, hard by your shoulder, and steer you
where she wanted you to go.

e phone call had come in the early morning.  Lily’s been in an accident.  ey
were coming down from Provincetown, they had been drinking…she can’t walk.
She can’t feel her legs.

My mother still looked like she had sounded over the phone, thin and pale and
just kind of floating.  She hugged me as though she was somewhere else, and I felt
myself abruptly deeply grateful for Michael, for not being a single mother.  
Lily looked more like her than I ever did.  She was light-eyed and slim and faded as
if from overexposure, and something about that proved irresistible.  People flocked
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to her, maybe wondering what they’d see if they tried to stare right through.  ey
would have polished her and put her in a sunlit spot to stay, if that were at all possi-
ble.  Pretty things, delicate things, are nice to have and popular to keep. 

“Lily’s out of the hospital, right?  I’d like to see her.”
Aunt Ruthie patted my hand, kept holding it as we went inside.  “She’s resting

right now.  You should wait a little while; give yourself a chance to take it all in.  You
know what she was like…for this to happen to a girl like her, it’s unthinkable.  It re-
ally is.”

I nodded and smiled and sank quietly into the old sofa that we had lounged on as
girls.  We drank coffee and spoke haltingly, and I stared around at the photographs
that had cropped up like mushrooms on every available surface.   

“e accident was, it was gruesome, dear, such a tragedy…”
Lily, age ten, in butterfly makeup.  She’s not smiling for fear of messing up the

paint.  Aunt Ruthie’s pleased, possessive arm is tight about her shoulders.
“…the newspaper came to us for a comment, but I turned them away.  I couldn’t
possibly…it was too soon…”

Lily is fifteen or so, with me at her shoulder.  I look suspicious of the camera—
next to her I never liked my own face.  It doesn’t bother me anymore, maybe because
of college and Michael and everything that’s happened to separate that time from
now.

“..at poor, poor girl, it’s heartbreaking.  It just about kills you.  I tell you, it’s
hard to look at her sometimes.”  Aunt Ruthie’s voice was slow, repetitive; it caressed
over and over again the words, “…A girl like that, so young, such a tragedy…”

Lily and Aunt Ruthie again, in a picture taken after I left for college.  Lily’s head
is up and her eyes are bright and resentful.  Aunt Ruthie’s arm is around her, but
there’s an awkward turn to the line of Lily’s back, as if she wants to twist free and run
towards the camera.

“…she must be done with her nap by now.  I’ll bring her out, Rebecca, how
about that?”

I said, noncommittally I think, that I wouldn’t want to bother Lily if she was still
tired.  Aunt Ruthie got up anyway.  She disappeared into the back bedroom and
came out pushing Lily in a wheelchair, strolling gravely, wheels sinking and pulling
in the deep washed-out pile of the carpet.

Lily’s hands were in her lap.  When she lifted them, silver charm bracelets slipped
and jingled on her wrists.  She put her head back and looked dispassionately around
the room.  I had to squash that rubbernecker’s impulse to ask about the accident,
but I think we both realized that if we couldn’t talk about that—and how could
we?—then there was nothing for us to talk about.  
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Aunt Ruthie hovered, once or twice adjusting the blanket around Lily’s shoul-
ders—prettying up the scene, I thought, and the nastiness of it surprised me.  Lily
was playing with her bracelets.  Her soft hair swung in a sheer curtain around her
face.  

I bought into it for a second; she looked so helpless sitting there—the barest hint
of the shape of her legs under a thick fleece.  I pitied her.  She was the pretty one, the
dancer, and she would not walk again.  en she looked at me and her mouth
twisted in a keen, ironic little smile.  

I don’t know how long we sat there.  I told her about the baby, and some sweet
romantic thing Michael had done for our anniversary, and eventually the words pe-
tered out.  Our mother slipped away pleading a headache.  

Aunt Ruthie came up behind the wheelchair and stood there as if on ceremony.
“I’m sure Lily’s tired.  I’ll be taking you back to your room now, dear.”

As the wheelchair turned, Lily tipped her head back at me.  “You come too,
Becks.  It’s been me and her for so long.  I like having a new face around.”

Aunt Ruthie’s hands tightened on the handles of the chair, but she kept silent.
Lily made a small satisfied noise and beckoned me along, and I followed.  

It was an embarrassing production to get Lily into bed again.  I could barely
look at her as we hauled her legs up and over into the deep nest of blankets.  She
didn’t seem bothered, though, just watched the slack lower half of her body being
moved into a comfortable position.  We tucked the covers up to her hips, and she
leaned over a little to put her hand against Aunt Ruthie’s arm.  

Aunt Ruthie smiled at her, a terrible, fearful smile.  e last thing she wanted was
for Lily to touch her, I realized.  She pulled back, and Lily looked slyly and know-
ingly at her from under long lashes.  Aunt Ruthie made a soft choking noise and left
the room, still half-turned to stare into Lily’s face as she went.

Lily shook the hair from her eyes, and a peculiar smile played over her face like a
sun-dapple.  I sat down on the edge of the bed and began to fuss with the covers.
After a while I forced my hands still.  I looked back at her.

Lily sat straight up in bed with her legs piled under mounded comforters, soft
down.  e sharpness of her struggling to get out.  “Isn’t it just a tragedy?” she said
viciously.  “Such a pretty young girl, it makes you want to cry.  Doesn’t—doesn’t it—
” she faltered and her face fell in on itself.  rough her tears she went on, “Doesn’t
it just break your heart?”

Anna Lee is a senior, professional time waster, and alleged serial daydreamer.
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e Rose
Jessie Edgar

You, a flower poised, so appealing
Limitless petals of the deepest red

ough a dark side you are concealing
Your thorns are a surprise that go unsaid.

Everlasting color, figure of elegance
Wondrous head standing tall in the sun

Yet too much beauty can lead to arrogance
So lesser beings you always will shun.
Your charm at first is overpowering

But beauty is deceiving
Over them all you stand towering

Yet inside you are grieving
Standing alone your beauty and might

Leave you isolated and alone, far from the sunlight.

Jessie Edgar is a sophomore who loves poetry, singing, art and playing the piano. 
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