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PPuuzzzzllee  PPooeemm——AAnnsswweerr::  TTiimmee
Kate F.

I am a wily king,
An unyielding tyrant.

I am a cruel torturer of lost souls,
And a faithful friend.
I pass you in the street

With either comfort or hate.
A wailing new baby,

A withered old crone,
A flower in full bloom,

A dead leaf, driing miserably
To its last resting place—

I have many faces.
I crush the strong,

And dance ahead of the loving couple,
But for the brokenhearted,

I am nothing but a limping racehorse,

Kate enjoys outdoor activities such as hiking, sailing, and kayaking. 
In her ee time, she plays violin and reads novels.
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GGllaassss  RRoossee
Julianna M.

Julianna enjoys long walks on the beach and the musical stylings of Patrick Gunkel.
She aspires to a career in Congressionally-sanctioned gra.
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SShhii
Maddie E.

Time warps love
Twisting its original passion

Until space becomes the only cure
For hearts now ashen.  

Maddie is an intensive division ballet dancer who also loves art and music.

EEiilliisshh
Mara K.

Mara is a senior and will be attending the University of Limerick 
this fall for electronic engineering.
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ee  NNeeww  NNeeiigghhbboorr
Gabriela R.

I peered at the new neighbor over the hedges. is other child: she was the
enemy now. e street was mine to race my bike up and down. ese were my
houses to exhibit my tawdry costumes and to trick-or-treat. e pond was mine
to catch turtles, and the marsh was my place to make homes for the fairies that
came to visit once in awhile. She became the intruder, yet our friendship grew
quickly; aer all, she was right next-door. As we spent more and more time to-
gether, I realized that she was different from anyone I had ever met.

Her skin was tan and her hair was flaxen. A few freckles speckled her nose,
and she smelled slightly of pancakes.  Her name was the strangest one I had
heard yet. Solvig. Sole-vey was how I trained myself to finally pronounce it cor-
rectly. She windsurfed almost every weekend on the pond. She ate pickled her-
ring and liked to listen to ABBA. She became fascinating to me.

We would spend hours outside making potions of water mixed with petals
from the unlucky flowers in my mother’s garden. Our bicycles took us on adven-
tures to magical forests and enchanted meadows every day, and her trampoline
was now the gymnast mat for us to choreograph Olympic winning routines. We
would attempt to bake cookies, but she would end up eating all of the batter be-
fore they made it to the oven. Nights were spent eating cinnamon graham crack-
ers until the entire box was gone, and playing go-fish until even the cards were
wilted from overuse. Every week it was imperative to venture to our watery al-
cove deemed “e Cove,” where a single rope swing could twist away our entire
evening. Nights of movie marathons of e Pink Panther were frequent, and on
rainy days to the bus stop one could hear our voices sailing over the treetops
singing Gene Kelly’s Singin’ in the Rain.

Every morning I arrived at her house fieen minutes early to make sure that
we would get to the bus stop in time, and aer school, I enforced that it was
vital for us to finish our homework before we went outside to play. I taught her
punctuality while she toughened my feelings. It was made very apparent that ac-
cording to her, my nose was too large, my fingers were too thin, and that my
singing should be confined to the shower. She teased me relentlessly until I



TThhee  SShhooaall

55

learned, aer many times of storming out of the room in tears, not to take it too
personally.

Seven miles of water is now between our friendship. Peering over the hedges
I no longer see the girl who taught me how to make my Halloween candy last
until March, but a family who only lives there two months out of the year. A
forty-five minute boat trip to Martha’s Vineyard is what I need to play cards or
to share double chocolate brownies with her. With hectic and diverse schedules,
it is a phone call every month—maybe.

Yet nothing has really changed. When we do get to speak on the phone there
are no awkward silences and we pick up right where we last ended. Seeing her in
person is a true gi; it makes me appreciate having her in my life even more. Her
friendship has given me the ability to value different experiences, and she made
me realize just how much you can learn from someone completely different
from yourself.

I still feel as close to her as when she was only a few feet away.    

Gabriela is a senior who enjoys reading and cooking in her spare time. Her favorite
author is John Steinbeck. She cannot wait to go to college next year, and she hopes to
continue writing throughout her life.
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DDuunneess
Andrew F.

Andrew is a junior and enjoys photography.
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WWaalllleedd--IInn
Alycia C.

She built walls 
Of granite around her. 

Recoiling from confrontation, 
She fortified her castle, 

Making the facades stronger. 
Each caustic word she endured constructed 

Another layer. 

Beyond the wall, 
Her transparent front appeared petrified. 

A warm smile or greeting failed to 
aw the frozen sea within her. 

Her stony expression 
Was devoid of feeling—

She could not give love 
Nor could she receive love. 

e tumultuous waves crashed 
Against the walls, but their efforts were in vain. 
Unwavering, she peered down from the turret. 

e white water jumped higher, 
But she was always a tread ahead. 

Only relentless determination 
And unrequited love could 

Unlock the iron gate and gain entrance. 

Stony-hearted, she unintentionally 
Reeled Romeos in and 

Cast them back over the precipice 
Into the dark, frigid sea. 

Drowning, 
e lovers were dragged away 

By the undertow, 
Far away from her feelings. 

Alycia is involved in choir and teaches in the preschool program at FHS. 
She wants to become an early education teacher.
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SSqquuiidd
Kayla P.

Kayla is a senior who loves clay class. When she works with clay, 
she makes her ideas come alive.
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CCaappttaaiinn  QQuueeeenn
Emily M.

Take it to the limit that the lines set down
And don’t you even try to take away my crown
I spell out danger , put the “c” in crime
And don’t you fall back ‘cause you’ll fall behind

is is my clipper and I run this ship
And they call me Captain Queen ‘cause of my pistol grip
Were a hard core group and a motley crew
And you better watch out ‘cause were sailing for you

I have unstoppable power and an everlasting prime
And this crew has seen me win a thousand times
ey’ve seen what I can do and they know I’m a fierce cat
I’m commanding from the wheel and they like it like that

Ten seconds in this ship and you’ll see how I can be
I’ve never lost a fight so lay your money on me
I know my eyes flash with the devils grin
A mile out to see and you know how deep your in

You better watch out ‘cause you’re in range of my gun
Ace on the lips , nothing short of a hole in one
Silver on the deck, your hand in mine
In the middle of the ocean bathing in star  shine

You want to now me and the crew, step up to the wheel
God knows the secrets a captain could reveal
Just be aware I spell out danger, put the “c” in crime
And if you fall back you will fall behind

is is my clipper and I run this ship
And I can make it icy so you better not slip
But I love your big hand in mine
So if you fall over I’ll throw you a love line

Emily is a eshman who enjoys writing, reading, cooking, traveling and music. She hopes
to publish at least one book. She is also an anatomy geek and hopes to be a doctor.
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DDaarrkk  SSiiddee  ooff  tthhee  MMoooonn
Jordan E

Jordan is a senior who enjoys football and iends.
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ee  PPooiinntt
Annie M.

I’m writing in a dim lamp it room across from my mom and dad. It’s dark but
really, very cozy in what is a furnished barn (huge haylo and all). is is West
Point, a remote corner of Mount Desert Island, Maine. I spend the end of my
summer here every year away from the end of tourist season in the Cape towns,
where everything seems to wind down and wind up at the same time. Here we
simply relax. e Point’s rustic feel, its wide-open spaces, our sailboat, all of the
special characteristics of this place, create a list that could stretch from one side
of our panoramic view to the other. e majority of our family traditions occur
here.

e table I am using now, was, a week ago, covered by a 1000 piece puzzle.
Puzzles are not rare in this family; in fact they are quite common here at the
Point. My dad’s family has a puzzle going almost every year and if one is not on
the table, we have to buy one. Even though there are puzzles stacked to infinity
in old wooden crates, a new one is absolutely necessary. Sometimes my cousins,
aunts, and uncles have started a puzzle, while other times we fend for ourselves.
is year we arrived to a picture of all the flowers you could imagine, all growing
next to each other, almost impossible to tell one from the next. e Meyer fam-
ily does not do simple. at is one thing you can always count on.

e first night here was rainy this year, so immediately my Meyer family
genes kicked in, and I found myself glued to the puzzle. I tore myself away to
sleep but found myself in front of it with a bowl of cereal the next morning. My
mom, dad and I were stuck at this table. With nothing to hold us back and since
it was a rainy day, we stayed there for hours. We didn’t even feel so cooped up
standing over the puzzle because a panoramic view of our property and the
ocean shone through the windows. I can remember being so small someone had
to put me standing on a chair to see the puzzle. It sounds funny, but helping
with the puzzle is a big deal. In my family everyone works together and we cheer
each other on while hunting down pieces. Seriously, my mom was chanting, “Go
Annie!” for at least a minute aer I found one sought aer piece.

When we get to the end of the puzzle, sadly on that same rainy day this year,
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there is always one piece missing. Only one. Even when we know it is physically
impossible, this mystery is blamed on my Uncle Jack. He used to put the last
piece in his pocket so that he could complete the puzzle himself every time.
Where these pieces are all lost to, I have no idea, but maybe they have all accu-
mulated in one spot where the Meyer family will never look.

is week is always about tradition, and, since we have been coming for so
long, the traditions have accumulated. ey fill my whole heart, so any holes le
from fights or relationships gone wrong, bad grades, or hard work, are filled in-
stantly. I’m always ready to face another year but not without the Point. How
ironic that its name shows its true purpose. West Point steers me in the right di-
rection even when I think I have lost my way. 

Annie is a senior who enjoys swimming, her iends and family.

UUnnttiittlleedd
Matt L.

In one ear and out the other,
Such is the path of the words of a mother.  (2008) 

Matt is a junior and he has never thrown his mashed potatoes up against the wall.
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ee  DDaanncceerr
Lian F.

I felt the beat of the music,
and the dancer behind my eyes began to sway.  
Soly at first, but as the singer bared her soul in voice,
the dancer leapt into the air, suspended for a moment,
until she fell,
and her soul fell with her in millions of pieces for the audience to behold.
But when the violins crescendoed,
so did she
rising from her fallen stance to extend her leg up high to her head,
and then she grew up onto full pointe.
For a moment she was taller than accustomed,
and the piano held a tingling chord. 
When the keys burst into a final pandemonium of harmonies,
the dancer executed an intricate series of jumps and turns,
each connected to the next.
With the ending chords came one pirouette aer another;
then the lights went out,
and I opened my eyes. 

Lian is a senior who performs cartwheels, goes on adventures, and dances every-
where.
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UUnnttiittlleedd
Lily H.

Lily is a junior. When she is not busy with school or sports, she enjoys 
creating art and spending time with iends.
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HHuusshhiinngg  SSiilleennccee
Katelyn C.

I stir in my bed
No longer feeling the warmth, grab my blanket

And fumble out of bed
Into the light, screams and cries heard

rough our cozy abode,
None I

Seemed to recognize, at least I
Didn’t want to. He

Walks by, jacket
In hand and overflowed suitcase

As he  s  l o  w  l  y  walks to the door,
at is when I

Snapped.  Completely composed I
Run to his

Feet and grasp with all of my strength despite the fact I was six.
I turn and call for help to have no answer,

Only the same ear
Piercing weeps from my mom

Behind her locked door,
Wedding photo
In pieces at her

Feet. Assistance arrives from my brothers,
One eight, the other merely ten. Ten
Guards the door while Eight and I

Clench to the legs.
No use, for he

Is easily triple the size of us
Combined and we

Are fatigued from the hour and tears.
Weak from exhaustion I
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Lay on the kitchen floor still grasping my blanket,
e only comfort I

Had yet received, until the arrival of my mom’s
Angels, my beloved elders

Who hush and love us and keep us
All huddled in a lovely ball

On the couch
Until we fall asleep. Before my tender head

Falls on my Meme’s
Lap, I looked out to the moon

And to the stars
Seeking mere comfort only to receive

e cold blankness, causing me to think my last thought,
He is gone. 

Katelyn is a sophomore who enjoys writing poetry 
and riding horses every day aer school.
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RReeccttaannggllee  wwiitthh  BBooxxeess
Tyler R.

Tyler is a eshman who enjoys skateboarding.
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RReeflfleeccttiioonnss  oonn  LLiiffee
Cara M.

Unfortunately, I have never fully appreciated the true relevance of other peo-
ple in my life. By nature all creatures are selfish, existing only to survive as one of
the fittest (to put it in Darwinian terms). Certainly humans, as simply a specific
type of creature, fall under this selfish category as well. However, what separates
humans from most other creatures is the challenge presented to us to be selfless
instead of selfish. I have learned this lesson many times over, yet I’m still striving
to apply it to certain parts of my life.

Last summer, I had the privilege of taking ballet and contemporary dance
classes from one of the wisest people I have ever met. I won’t say her name, but I
will refer to her as Ms. D. She had an amazing career as a professional ballerina
before she began teaching; she was dancing and living out her dream. However,
perfect as her life may have seemed, there was one terrible tragedy in it that
marred the longevity of her dream. Ms. D had a daughter, a lovely dancer just as
she had been. is daughter was 10 years old when her mother went to New
York for a few days, leaving her back home in Florida. Sadly, she became seri-
ously ill, and passed away before her mother could make it back home to be
with her. To have your ten-year-old daughter taken away from you permanently,
specifically when you are not even there to say goodbye, is one of the most tragic
stories I have ever heard. Yet despite this horrific tragedy, and perhaps because of
it, Ms. D was able to instill in me certain lessons that I will carry with me for-
ever.

e most significant of these lessons was that our purpose here on Earth is to
accept the challenge of touching the lives of others in a selfless way. In other
words, to discard our selfish nature and to instead strive for selflessness. She en-
lightened me to this during ballet class one day. We were all very tired and as a
result not working as hard as we could, so Ms. D stopped class to teach us this
lesson. She explained that as a professional dancer, you dance not for yourself,
but for others. You are sacrificing comfort in both your body and your job to
impact someone else’s life. You work many hours a day for very little money, bat-
tering and bruising yourself simply to create something so beautiful and emo-
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tional that someone who had an otherwise “bad” day can come in to a show and
feel their life attain a little more meaning and joy as they watch you. us, we
should work as hard as possible even if we are maybe a little tired or sore, be-
cause that is the only way we will be able to reach the point where we can impact
other people’s lives with our dancing.

In essence, Ms. D was explaining that self-sacrifices are necessary to lose that
selfish mindset and complete the challenge of making other people’s lives a little
bit better. I am still trying to incorporate this idea into my life, both through art
forms such as dancing or drawing and through simple acts of kindness or for-
giveness. It is easy to get caught up in the natural and satisfying cycle of selfish-
ness, but it is from this instinct that a conclusive lesson can be drawn: while the
human nature incurs that the purpose of life is to satisfy yourself, the true chal-
lenge of life is to satisfy others.     

Cara is a junior and enjoys dancing, thinking, reading, and traveling.
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PPaarrkk  BBeenncchh
Anna L.

Anna is a eshman who enjoys reading outdoors, biking, and writing poetry.
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AA  SSeeaassoonnaall  CCoommppaanniioonn
Lindsey M.

It was summer, and it was a mane
Like a lion, it stuck out in all directions,
Down to my bellybutton, and full of life.
Knots and dreads couldn’t change my mind,
For it was summer, and it was free.
Free to expand, grow, and live,
Prickly dead ends couldn’t stop me.
I wished for length--
Freedom and nonchalant attitude.
e warmth of summer was turned to cold,
My locks stayed intact,
Complete with curls, twists, and turns.
e length was my comfort:
It cuddled into nooks and crannies
Of my neck,
Acting as a friend that never le--
Always at my side and always ready:
To be touched, wrestled, mangled.   
One day my comfort was gone,
Cut loose from the threads that embedded it in me.
Sharp blades tore my friend away from me,
Swi bristles brushed her away.
I felt lost, empty, indifferent,
Lonely, somehow freshly made,
Weightless, still missing something.   
Cold passed to warm, and once again to hot,
My friend, my comfort,
She finally returned with summer.
We stay together through frizz and heat.
Cold returns:
We lose each other again,
A vicious cycle,
Always with plans to reunite. 

Lindsey is a sophomore. She loves hanging out with iends and going to the beach.
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PPaallmm  TTrreeeess
Kristin H.

Kristin is a junior who enjoys ice cream and the beach.
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AA  SSiisstteerr’’ss  AAddvvooccaattee
Emily B.

e red flames,
As bright as the sun,
Danced in front of us,
Like a fast paced waltz
Swaying side to side.
Under a heavy blanket
My brother and I had sat,
Both sipping our hot cocoa
Deep into the night
Within a house of silence:
No people stirring
Or moving about,
Nothing but the boy
Who sat next to me.
Our young hearts beating in sync
Like an old grandfather clock-
Chimes ringing midnight.
I looked up,
All I saw was an equal of me,
Not seeing how age
Was what made us different.
ese moments of peace,
So filled with tranquility,
Le us there
In a state of nirvana
Until so quickly
Everything erupted,
Like a volcano:
So silently its lava,
Lurking with its deadly power,

Destroying all in its path.
Within a minute
e feeling of the room changed:
No longer in sight,
My brother had vanished,
Like the powdered mix
Which had dissolved in the milk
Of our hot cocoa
at now lay spilt on the floor,
Knocked over
From his departure.
Off in the distance
I heard the yelling,
Crashing, fumbling,
As I sat so still,
Smoke surrounding me,
Unable to think
And escape
From the burning light
Which sauntered towards me,
Like a cheetah and its prey,
Pouncing for the kill.
Just as my eyes dropped
And the clouds pushed me
Further to the floor,
Eternally imprinting
My soul to the ground,
I was lied into his arms,
So like a rag doll,
Helplessly swept up
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To the tight grasp of my guardian.
My lungs gained their strength
As I was placed down
At the entrance of the exit,
Away from our doom.
His hand pulled at mine
And I glanced into the worried stare
Of my eclipsed hero,
Finally shying away
From the moon that had covered
His purpose of protection, in my life.

We rushed through the door
Never breaking hold,
As we stole away
From the bloodthirsty blaze
at nearly took our unfinished lives.
Well out of its reach,
Sitting under a sheet of safeguard,
Titan and protective shield,
We sat once again,
Beholding the swirling inferno
at blistered before us. 

Emily is a sophomore who loves to play lacrosse and ice hockey. Her favorite sport is
running. She loves to spend time with iends and family.

LLiigghhtt  BBuullbb
Morgan D.

Morgan is a junior who en-
joys clay class, painting,

dancing and going to the
beach with her family and

iends.
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JJeettttyy
Caroline S.

Caroline is a sophomore in Mrs. Donnelly's class, and takes 
digital photography with Mrs. Repeta. She really enjoys taking pictures 

because it gives her a way to express herself.
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LLoorrdd  ooff  SShhaaddeess
Stephen P.

His life was once thought as perfect and invulnerable to the curse of dark-
ness, but that all changed when his loved one passed away, leaving her empty
vessel behind as her spirit was whisked to the heavens. Distraught and alone, the
pitiful mortal made futile attempts at her resurrection, using his knowledge of
science and magic to assist his cause, all the while losing his humanity little by
little with each day that passed.  Hope seemed lost until a strange yet ever so ra-
diant light brought the widowed man to the realm of the gods. Desperate, he
pleaded with the ancient ones to lend him their power so that he may be with
his special one. Tried as the mortal might, the elder god refused the poor soul
his wish. Filled with anger and frustration, his heart became consumed by his
rage and he became one of the undead. His dark fury was uncontrollable and
the once-human creature found himself locked in the deepest pits of the under-
world. Plotting the destruction of all life, the dark being would forever wait
until world’s end, when the Lord of Shades arises once more. 

Stephen is 15 years old and loves to play video games and draw. He is currently
writing a story based on “Killer 7.”
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LLyyddiiaa  iinn  SSeeaawweeeedd  FFllaatttteenneedd
Hannah B.

Hannah enjoys taking photographs and capturing one moment in time 
that tells a story. She hopes to continue shooting throughout her life. 

Hannah loves dark chocolate and faraway places. 
She is overjoyed at the thought of attending college next year.
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SSttrreeeettss  ooff  SShhaanngghhaaii
Chet K.

e tawdry glamour mesmerizes me.
e morning sun
against a flashing neon glow
from structures that scrape the sky.
Entering one of many mall complexes
I pass gaudy billboards
hawking expensive sports cars.
Starbucks coffee in hand
I explore miles of storefronts
tempted only by a pair
of Nike cleats: 1200 yuan.
I am the only American in sight
but the crowd seems
straight out of New York City.
I head to the exotic city gardens
excited to see more. 
e barely restrained squalor stuns
me.
e small street is lit only
by the smothered sunlight
barely penetrating
the narrow spaces between rooops.
Doorless basements
open into the narrow alley.

Inside whole families
crowded in a single room.
Market stalls jut out from a few door-
ways.
At one I see those cleats
for 100 yuan.
Women in drab clothing
cook over open flames
the aroma overcoming
the unwashed bodies.
I return to my hotel
having seen enough. 
e striking juxtaposition grips me.
Two streets only a short walk apart,
yet so far from each other.
Each so isolated,
yet so entwined.
Such different people,
yet they are the same.
Cultures so divided,
yet rooted in the same past.
All this I quietly contemplate
on my 22 hour flight home. 

Chet was born and raised in Falmouth. He is a sophomore at FHS, 
an honors student, musician and avid soccer player. 
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SShheellll
Olivia M.

Olivia is a senior.
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TTiimmeedd  EEssssaayy
Kristen M.

Staring at the blank piece of paper in front of me I can’t help but wonder
what I’ve gotten myself into. I try to imagine the end of the period when I know
I’ll have a full two or three pages written. But I don’t know how I’m going to
write them. As every second passes I become aware of the people around me.
eir pens have already touched the paper and words seem to flow from the tips
like the ink itself.

Have I missed the point? I reread the prompt and wonder if it’s just me. At
this time, I’ve become uncomfortable. I feel like everyone else in the class has
had practice in a language I’ve never even known existed, because what I’m read-
ing is foreign to me.

ere are ideas floating in the air around me, but I can’t focus on one long
enough to catch it. I wait to see if two of them will collide. I may not be able to
catch one idea, but odds are that I can catch them when combined. Still nothing
slows down for me and I’m le to chase aer the ideas.

e process is lengthy. I reword each idea in my head, but end up losing it on
paper. e ideas don’t want to be seen by the world. ey are so much more
comfortable living in privacy. Eventually I manage to force one into staying.

I turn back to my ideas and search for the best examples to support what is
becoming my thesis. I’m looking for relevance and details in addition to what
the prompt asks. My mind has become an office where I hold interviews with
each potential example.

Are you relevant?
Are you detailed enough?
Can I work with you?
By this point in time I know that I will only have enough time to use two ex-

amples, but I need three. is time it’s not my fault. It’s METAL beating me
over the head with its structure. It says, “You need me. What else can you use in
time?”

Unfortunately METAL is right for Time is my nemesis, jeering at me from
his home in the classroom clock. Safe inside his home he can watch over the
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class, while I am exposed. He looks down at me and with every movement of his
minute hand he smiles at my distress.

I copy my thesis onto the lined paper and pause. Topic sentences have joined
with Time. While I’m tempted to leave them out, I know they can help my
grade. So I struggle on, putting my first example into a sentence. Aer looking it
over I add a lead in to my example and then finally the example itself.  

From that point on I have no recollections of what I’ve written. For all I
know I may have just stated the same thing in a variety of ways. My only goal is
to write. I know what I’m trying to say and I feel good about it. I just need to
know that what I’m thinking in my mind can be translated onto the paper.

In my haste my words combine and form an awkward combination of print-
ing, cursive, and just plain awful handwriting. I try to remind myself that if the
teacher can’t read my writing it’s all for nothing, but starting over is not an op-
tion. Neither is slowing down. I have to finish. I have to get to the end and wrap
up my point. I need to reach for significance. I’ve gone too far to end mid-sen-
tence.

e last word has been written and I rejoice in a bittersweet victory. I fin-
ished the essay. Yet I know that what I just wrote is nothing impressive. I find
that I’m afraid to reread the work and find all the mistakes within. ere’s no
room to correct them for words in pen are the most permanent.

I’ve read the entire essay.
I hate it.
e bell rings.
ere will be a next time.  

Kristen is a junior at FHS who enjoys writing, singing, and spending time 
with her iends.
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GGoo  SStteeaaddyy  wwiitthh  MMee
Sammie S.

Sitting in an unfamiliar apartment, aged 25 years, I reach for the keyboard
and push my fingers methodically into the keys. A glass of wine rests beside me.
Brown eyes rush through my thoughts. I hear a key fiddling in the lock and as
the door opens I find myself staring into the brown eyes that only moments ago
were in my imagination. In her usual graceful fashion she puts down her pack-
age of groceries only to sweep me off my feet in a kiss that for eight years contin-
ues to make my heart race and my palms sweat. e two of us go about our usual
night of spice-filled food and conversation. We watch the city skyline late into
the night and she moves closer to my ear.

"Remember that night..."
All of a sudden I'm snapped back into reality. I am just a seventeen-year-old

high school student sitting in pre-calculus class. e vibration from my cell
phone that awoke me from my fantastic day dream reveals a message from my
brown eyed girl:

It’s so dim down here and the acoustic music in the stone walled basement
makes me miss you more.

As I drive to Boston, I see my horizon start to change from the flat sandy sur-
face of Cape Cod to the rigid Boston skyline. On nights like this, the subway
can’t go fast enough toward my meeting place. Waiting, I sit there, on the frozen
ground under the evening winter sky of Boston. I look up to see her walking
quickly through the crowd, eyes fixed on me. She is holding a simple white
flower which she slips into my cold hand as her lips press familiarly on to mine.
is time there is no bell to snap me back into reality. She is holding me, the
love in her brown eyes melting the ice which surrounds us.

I know that eight years from now in a moment just like the one I’ve dreamt
of, we will be holding one another filled with the same love and excitement.
Her brown eyes will melt the icy Boston winter and I’ll say to her,

"Yes, my love, I'll always remember the night you found me alone, broken
hearted sitting in the center of Fanuel Hall." 

Sammie is happiest outside in the sun. She doesn't have a Facebook page.
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SSttaaffff
SSeenniioorr  EEddiittoorr

Lian F.

GGiiffffoorrdd  SSttrreeeett  WWrriitteerrss

AAddvviissoorr
Barbara Stephens, MFA, English Department

SSppeecciiaall  tthhaannkkss  ttoo
The FHS English Department; the FHS Art Department; 

Robert and Sueanne Bouchie, VIPS volunteer Jayne M. Iafrate; 
and New Wave Printing.

CCoovveerr  aarrtt  bbyy  CChhaarrlloottttee  SS..
Charlotte is a senior and loves photography. She hopes to purchase a new camera

within the next few years. She is traveling to Israel 
this summer and can't wait to capture Israel's beauty in her photographs, 

and share with her family and friends when she returns home.

Zack B.      
Sarah B.
Laura D.   
Lian F.

Anna L.  
Matt L.   

Sarah M.

Emily M.  
Kristen M.  
Stephen P.
Esther R.
Sammie S.
Emily S.
Mary T.



A sshhooaall 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.

TThhee  GGiiffffoorrdd  SSttrreeeett  WWrriitteerrss
Falmouth High School

874 Gifford Street
Falmouth, MA 02540


