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College Essay #6
K. Lin
Double-stuﬀed Oreos and Ti-84 graphing calculators make up the perfect marriage, an ideal harmony between entertainment and intellect, relaxation
and occupation, that can only be experienced at one time, in one room nestled
in the back corner of Falmouth High School. Each Tuesday aernoon, as the
rest of the school leaves to catch the bus or get ready for practice, forty-ﬁve students ﬁle into Room 176. Every time, I drop my bag in the third desk of the last
row, tucked snugly against the right wall of the room, and make my way to the
waist-high trapezoidal table at the back of the room that has stood in the same
spot for four years.
Every week when I walk into Room 176, this table overﬂows with
snacks and drinks to satisfy the virtually insatiable hunger of the Falmouth
High School Math Team. Bottles of Coke and Pepsi stand together as hands
grapple for the wax-coated, disposable cups that will soon overﬂow the trash bin
and color the grey linoleum tiles with specks of carbonated drink. Week aer
week, stacked at the center of the rubble, are countless packages of classic
Nabisco Double-Stuﬀed Oreos.
Once the team has helped itself to food and drink, I return to my seat
with four Oreos (no more, no less) and a cup of Coke (always regular, never
diet) ﬁlled three-quarters full since the sloped desks and slippery bottoms of the
cups make them prone to spills. e coach, fondly known as Commander
Steve, starts the practice as soon as we’re settled. For the next ninety minutes,
forty-ﬁve exhausted high school students sit at their desks, bent over packets of
math problems still hot oﬀ the copiers, with pencils tapping against desks and
ﬁngers frantically pushing the buttons of Ti-84s.
Now in my fourth season, I continue to come back week aer week
since math team has oﬀered me so much more than extra math problems to do
aer school. It has become nothing less than a ritual over the years, an integral
part of a high school experience that means more to me than I care to admit.
Although I may have attended practices for the math when I initially joined the
team, I stayed for the other facets of this organization: the diverse social scene,
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the precise combination of academics and amusement, and the snacks, of course.
Along with these, the stability of practicing in Room 176 week aer week, like
the extra few millimeters of creamy frosting in a double-stuﬀed Oreo, makes all
the diﬀerence.
I cannot help but wish that I could take this experience with me— this
desk, this room, these people who have watched and helped me grow over the
past few years. Following today’s practice, aer I replace the cover on my Ti-84
and tuck it into the front pocket of my backpack, I’ll make sure to stop at the
table in the back of the room to pick up one more double-stuﬀed Oreo before
heading out.
K. Lin is a senior tri-captain of the Math Team and a recovering Oreo addict.
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Milky Way Home
K. Foote
I was only six,
so taken by the sight;
a trillion stars all sparkling from above,
in the cold, icy night.
e Bergen moon beaming impressively,
making the wet, tarred road sparkle.
When my neck hurt from staring up,
I would gaze down at the street, black as charcoal;
a gleaming brilliance in the dark.
e long trudge home from the concert,
with the songs still buzzing in my head,
the strings bowing out Schubert:
like a bell’s toll, echoing long
aer the ropes are heaved with render.
My sister holding my hand,
as I strayed, so awed by the splendor;
my eyes so captured
by the vast beauty of the sky.
She would pull me back home,
and to the night I would sadly say goodbye.
K. Foote loves reading poetry and writing when she is inspired.
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Mad Man
D. Ellis
D. Ellis is senior in AP art.
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Incomplete
T. Singer-Clark
“I leave behind my dear young wife,
And thee, to whom I gave life,
For thee I have but one lesson,
From I to thee it is my blessing,
To lay this gi upon thy soul,
Before it is time for my bells to toll,
Regret, Regret, dear boy, Regret!
I beg of thee please do not let,
is cold assassin thrust its knife,
Into the heart of thy fragile life.
is demon caught me unaware,
And plunged me into deep despair,
What I dreamed of never happened,
My existence, ever blackened,
So all ends here, both joy and strife,
Now all is complete, except my life.”

T. Singer-Clark was raised in Falmouth. He enjoys night games of Manhunt, plays
jazz piano, drums, ultimate isbee, and soccer, and enjoys Rubik’s cubing.
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e Vision
By C. McManus
Hallie gasped in awe, gazing out over a luscious, green-ﬁlled valley, so
fertile it almost glowed. She longed to race down there, feeling the wind ﬂow
right through her, relishing the taste of sunlight on her skin. But a little dark
spot lurked in the corner of her mind, pointing out that an escapade such
as this would be impossible. She sighed inwardly, and her gaze switched to the
craggy, jagged jumble of rocks that led down from the mountain to the valley.
She involuntarily shuddered, imagining a body draped, lifeless, over that
wicked expanse of gray, so diﬀerent from the fresh green directly below it.
"Hallie! Come here!" someone shouted, jolting her out of her languor.
She twisted, and saw her twin brother, Jared, waving his arms. Sighing, as the
last, wispy fragment of the vision ﬂoated from her mind, she slowly made her
way over to him.
"Hey, take a look at this!" he said excitedly, gesturing at a small chipmunk
down the mountain. It would skitter oﬀ to the right a few feet, then abruptly
turn and scamper back to its starting point, all the while darting its head from
side to side like something possessed. Over and over again it did this. Hallie
forced a smile.
"Very cute," she said. Jared smiled proudly, pleased with his ﬁnd. Hallie
grudgingly made herself look enthralled on the outside, but inside fumed with
frustration as her eyes followed the little rodent back and forth. e tiny creature reminded her of herself; always restless, eager to do something, anything;
yet unable. She had long ago decided with conviction that she was a particularly
unfortunate person, despite having a loving family and all that. Instantly she regretted this thought. ere were people starving out there! With diﬃculty, she
turned her mind back to the present and forced herself to speak.
"Well, I'm going into the gi shop now. It's almost two o'clock, and
that's when we said we'd meet mom there."
"Okay," agreed Jared, stealing a last look at the crazy chipmunk.
"Want me to push?"
"Oh, why not," sighed Hallie. "My arms are getting pretty tired
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anyways." ey made their way to the gi shop slowly, ﬁnding routes easy to
maneuver the wheelchair through. Hallie scowled disgustedly down at her foot,
which bent at an awkward angle, and had refused to move since she was born.
Her thoughts slid back to the vision she had just had of running down the
slope. How ridiculous that had been. She had never run before, and would never
run hereaer. Her dream was destined to stay just that, a dream, and nothing
more, forever.
C. McManus is 14, and enjoys soccer, ballet, and reading. She has been to
India and would like to go to England.
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Near-sighted
J. Burton
Art is about trying new things, exploring, and expanding the imagination for
J. Burton. She loves taking pictures and capturing a moment that lasts forever.
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Sturgeon Morg ue
C. Weinberg
e snow slopes in balanced dris
cobwebbed depths
of the junkyard ﬁlled with whispers
Guarded by corpse barbles
as the sighs swirl down from the clouds
ghostly pale
eternal precipitation.
accumulations caressed by the ancient carapace
remnant hollows of the spoon plunging into the pudding
glutton to slit and disembowel
the prize so the despair
can sink to the down amongst patrollers.

9

The Shoal

Mundane Enjoyment
E. Olmsted
When the phone rings, I always turn eagerly toward it. If a second ring follows, I drop my homework and rush toward the phone. Upon seeing the caller
ID, I do a couple of leaps in the air.
“Is it Michele?” my mother asks, seeing my delight.
“No!” I hurriedly pick up the phone, and answer with all the enthusiasm I
can muster. “Hello?”
I hold my breath, as there is a pause.
“Can I speak with,” and with a rustle of paper, “Mr. Home-stead?”
e man has a foreign accent whose origin I cannot place; my enjoyment
only rises. “What business do you have with him?”
“is is a courtesy call.”
Oh, my favorite! “My father has actually just le for a safari in Africa. He’s
going to catch a lion and bring it back to me. Have you ever seen a lion?”
ere is but another pause, then a click as the telemarketer hangs up. My
heart sinks only a little; I know that there will be others who call. I take the time
to think up the next story I’ll use.
I’ll occasionally change my accent so that I sound like a middle-aged French
woman who is minding Mr. Olmsted’s children while he and his wife attend a
cotillion ball. Other times I’ll warn them, truthfully, that my father does not respond well to telemarketers. I plead with them not to call back, as I don’t like to
hear his harsh tones as he yells at some innocent person just looking to make
some money.
My favorite times to talk to them are when I carry on a real conversation with
them. I ask them if they have ever seen the Red Sox, I tell them about taking
care of my mother’s horse and my latest ride, or I’ll discuss Shakespeare with
them. It’s not oen that I get much response from them, but I’d like to think I
make for a more pleasant minute of a failed sale than a cranky man with a football game to watch.
I jump at the chance to call companies and tell them how I feel about their
products. When the box of crackers I sampled was stale, I was only too eager to
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talk to someone and describe in detail how content I normally am to eat their
snacks but would like to suggest that perhaps they not taste as soggy. e person
at the other end of the line is pleased to hear from someone who is not distressed by the disappointment in the snack.
One particularly memorable phone call I made for my grandmother’s sake, as
her new television wasn’t working properly. I waited ﬁeen minutes before a
young woman answered the phone. She sounded rushed and almost nervous, so
I tried to convey to her as much gentleness in my voice as I could so that she
would know that I wasn’t going to scream at her for personally building the television wrong. She gradually relinquished her exasperated tones, and I could
sense the relief in her voice. Aer she spent nearly half an hour trying to ﬁnd a
solution, she got mailing information and assured me that my grandmother
would receive a new television. She apologized several times for any dissatisfaction, and before we hung up, I was sure to wish her a good day.
It’s almost disappointing when the conversation ends; however, I know that
there will always be telemarketers, and they can’t stop me from answering the
phone.
E. Olmstead is a senior ans has been a member of e Giﬀord Street Writers for
four years.
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At the Tree’s Roots
J. Fox
J. Fox enjoys taking pictures everywhere. is picture was taken in Beebe Woods
when she was wandering the trail with some iends.
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A Love Like Ours
B. Sullivan
What would you call a love like ours
Would you say it’s like a fairy tale
A hundred pages of your compiled lies
A book that’s a hundred pages too long
Where at the end our hero dies
And there’s a darkness but no dawn
Or would you say it’s like a song
Cause I know you love to sing
About how you le me high and dry
And brought that love of ours to a screeching halt
Because I couldn’t take one more lie
And am I to believe it’s all my fault
Well listen, Hun, it just so turns out
A love like ours isn’t love at all
It’s a sugar-coated tragedy.
And while your notes said “always love”
I guess I missed the ﬁne print
Because it wasn’t til our last goodbyes
at I picked up on your hint
A love like ours isn’t real
B. Sullivan describes himself as a very laid-back person who usually has something
to say. As for his writing, he pours all of his emotions into each piece he writes.
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is is America’s Nig htmare
T. Anderson
Once again America is in a jam. With Bush in oﬃce most people think it’s a
scam. We went to Iraq looking for weapons of mass destruction. We didn’t ﬁnd
anything but an un-Democratic nation. America’s worst nightmare begins again
just living in a lost destiny, politicians are sick, we’re just hoping one of these republicans or democrats have a remedy or recipe cause how I feel is deﬁnitely a
reason to drop bombs. We took out half a country including their kamikaze
leader Saddam. is world has been doomed since the Kennedys were in oﬃce.
I’m telling you this hoping you get the logic, we vehemently get the picture but
it’s not that easy because we didn’t paint it. It’s a big issue because all of our overseas countries are tainted, stabbing each other in the back. It’s going to be world
war 3, propaganda once again is back. Oil is another economical enemy evil to
the eye and to our pockets. It’s going to take more than Bush to stop this.
T. Anderson is a junior.
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Tire-d
K. Payne
K. Payne has been interested in art since paste and crayons were
ﬁrst introduced to her in pre-school. Art lets her get away and pull
herself back om the crazy life of a teen.
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Identity
L. Ladner
I have not one identity,
not two, not three, not four,
I change with every ear that hears
e meaning of my score.
I am the serenity
e peaceful pulse of thought;
e steady beat for all who need
e comfort I have brought.
I am the adrenaline
e pumping pound of action;
e agitated, never abated
thrill that makes you feel the passion.
Now I am the happiness,
e bounding beat of joy;
e bubbly smile that takes a while
To ﬁll your heart with joy.
I am the aﬄiction,
e sobbing sound of heartbreak;
e tearful tone, the mournful moane feeling you cannot shake.
I have not one identity,
I change with every day.
I am the sound, the pulse, the pound—
I am the music, hear me play.
L. Ladner is a sophomore.
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My Name Is Nikki
B. Engles
Simon Meyers was inspecting his face in the bathroom mirror. Moving
his ﬁngers along his forehead, he searched for tiny imperfections. It was a narcissistic habit he had developed at a young age and had never grown out of.
Sitting in the bedroom of his ﬂat was Nikki, a woman he had met three
weeks ago in a nearby café. Her jet-black hair was identical to the dark dress she
wore. Looking out the window, Nikki saw the rain falling down on the streets of
London. e gray skies above were a familiar sight that had always comforted
her.
“What do you keep this thing for?” Nikki asked.
She was looking at a silver pistol on Simon’s dresser that was kept in a
small, glass case.
“What, the gun?” he asked.
“Yes,” said Nikki.
“It was my Dad’s. He gave it to me years ago when I moved into the city.
For protection,” he shouted to her from the bathroom.
He had lied. e pistol was purchased four months ago. He used the
weapon only once, shortly before he was promoted by his employer, Mr.
Câpretz.
“Do you ever think that you look in the mirror too much?” Nikki
asked.
She pressed her wrists against one another, a form of self contact she
found herself performing when Simon was present.
“Simon, did you hear me?” she asked him, “Are you even listening to
me?”
“Yes, I am, you know I can’t multi-task. You know that babe,” he said.
“But what were you saying to me, love?” he asked Nikki without leaving the
bathroom.
“at you’re self-absorbed,” she stated it simply and without any intent
of provocation and began to put her shoes on.
“I’m what!?”
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Simon stepped out of the bathroom and approached Nikki.
“You don’t ever notice it?”
Nikki’s face turned up to meet Simon’s as she asked.
“Notice what?”
“Of course not, you’re too busy looking at yourself all the time to notice
anything.”
“So you think I’m vain?”
“I think you have an obsession.”
Nikki ﬁnished tying the strap of one of her high-heeled shoes and stood
up oﬀ the bed. Simon was a short man and, with her heels on, Nikki seemed to
tower above him. She made sure to look at him directly in the eyes.
“Some people,” she said, “they look into the mirror when they get ready
to go out, or when they try on new clothes. It’s diﬀerent with you though.
Whenever you see your reﬂection, you use the opportunity to pick apart at your
ﬂaws.”
“You think I hate myself ?” asked Simon.
Nikki broke eye contact with Simon and walked over to his dresser. She
grabbed her handbag and turned around to face him.
“No, I don’t know what to think of you,” she said.
Nikki turned around and observed Simon blankly staring at the ﬂoor.
He sat down on the bed. In the past she would have foolishly waited for a man
to say something meaningful, but Nikki had discovered signiﬁcance was never
achieved in these kinds of moments.
“I’m still going to the funeral, are you?” she questioned him.
“Nikki, what are you doing with me? Who are you?” he asked.
Simon spoke dramatically. Nikki’s remarks had wounded what was le
of the man.
“is isn’t about me. Mr. Câpretz is expecting us to go to this,” she said.
“You’re right.”
Simon rubbed his forehead with his ﬁngers. His associate Dexter Saunders had been murdered three and a half months ago. His body was only found
recently.
“Give me a minute, would you?” Simon asked Nikki.
He got oﬀ the bed and stepped into the bathroom while Nikki le.
18
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Aer he placed both his arms through the sleeves of the jacket, Simon realized
the ﬁrst thing he wanted to do was to turn around and stare at his reﬂection in
the mirror.
“I won’t,” he said to himself.
Simon quickly exited the ﬂat, failing to notice that his silver pistol had
been removed from its glass case.
Nikki was holding the elevator for him in the hallway. He walked inside
and she let the doors close.
“Simon, have you ever asked yourself what my last name is?”
Simon searched his memory of the last three weeks and discovered he
had never asked the woman what her full name was. He had met her three times
at diﬀerent restaurants and she had come over that day to accompany him to the
service. Although Simon had made attempts to sleep with Nikki, he couldn’t
even kiss her without detecting a slight sense of repulsion in her body.
“I’m sorry, I don’t know why I never asked,” he said apologetically.
Simon then placed his le hand on her cheek. She quickly smacked his
hand away.
“Don’t touch me!” Nikki yelled. Simon was shocked at her reaction.
“What the hell is wrong with you!?” he asked her.
“I hope you’re satisﬁed with your appearance Simon,” said Nikki.
She took the pistol out of her bag and aimed it at Simon’s head. With
the aid of Mr. Câpretz, she had spent the last three weeks determining who had
killed her brother. Nikki found it poetic to take Simon’s life on the day of Dexter’s funeral; and only aer making Simon see the narcissist that he truly was.
“Who are you!?” Simon asked.
He saw her clearly for the ﬁrst time and wanted to know the name of
the woman who had so cleverly deceived him.
She tightened her grip on the trigger and stated her next words with an
unmistakable tone of hatred.
“My name is Nikki Saunders.”
B. Engles enjoys music, ﬁlm, and writing. He hopes to attend Emerson College in
Boston.
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Backwards
esavrewolf
K. Farland
K. Farland says, “I am
what I dream, ﬂawed
and ambitious.”
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is I Believe
J. Rose
I believe in a lot of stuﬀ. I believe that life is only as good as you make it. I believe that money doesn’t buy you happiness, and I believe that sometimes you
have to pull your shorts oﬀ and slide on the ice. e only thing is that these are
all a little too cliché for my style. So when my teacher sat us down and asked us
to make up an essay about what we believed in I really sat and thought about it.
Recently I have gone through a lot of stuﬀ and realized one thing that I deﬁnitely do believe. And even though it might be considered bad to others, I’m
proud that I can ﬁnally realize something and try my best to recover.
So basically the one thing that I believe is that my name is James Rose and I
am an addict. I believe that I am enslaved to a habit that is psychologically and
physically harming. I believe that I cannot help but to be transﬁxed on substances that make me feel as though I am equal to everyone else. I came to this
conclusion aer I attended my ﬁrst Narcotics Anonymous meeting three weeks
ago. I sat there and listened to people’s testimonies of what they had done in the
past. ey talked about unity and a higher power and how as a group we could
overcome our dependency. ey also talked about relapses and drug use, and in
a meeting in Wareham one guy even stole money out of his kid’s piggy bank to
get high. It made me soon realize the reality of what my life was becoming.
My whole life I guess you could say I’ve been addicted to something. When I
was younger I found happiness in food, then as I got older I started drowning
my stress in booze, cigarettes, and pot, and soon enough the gateway drug had
brought me to pills. Some days I would sniﬀ like 30-40 mgs of Oxycontin just to
feel good. Other days I would ﬁnd myself passing out for two days only waking
up to puke because all of the pills I had in my system. I’ve found myself tripping
on mushrooms, smoking blunts, and puﬃng cigarettes more than I ever wanted.
And I have nothing but an addiction to show for it. Drugs have ruined my life
and it took me until now to realize this. I guess you could say it’s not all my
fault. It runs in my family pretty bad. Some of my relatives are alcoholics and
crack smokers.
Part of this belief also is that I believe that I can recover. I believe that I have
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the will to stop using, and I’m just thankful that now I can work on steps to help
me become clean. Take it a day at a time and look inside myself to ﬁnd out what
makes me act the way I do. So far I’ve been working hard looking for a higher
power to help me struggle and survive my dependency. Looking for the will to
try and stay clean. It’s hard too because the temptation is hard to resist. I’m only
18 and I’m basically surrounded by everything I don’t want to do. It’s hard when
thoughts go through my brain every day to lie, cheat, and steal to get what I
need. But I tell myself one thing when I wake up. Just for today I can stay clean.
Just for today I’ll be a better person and do what I need to do to become somebody. My name is J. Rose and I believe I’m an addict. ank You.
J. Rose is a senior.
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India Ink
P. Christman
P. Christman is a junior and will be in AP art next year.
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e Swing Set
L Folger
many burdens carried
by
the swaying
swings
with rusting seats
empty
against the azure
sky.

L Folger is a sophomore who loves to be outdoors where nothing can hold her back.
“e Swing Set” is a reﬂection on William Carlos Williams' poem, "e Red
Wheelbarrow."
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To Grow in Ashes
D. Drummey
She collapsed, crying. Her father was dead, crushed underneath a burning
roof beam as he tried to save her. Her mother had died in childbirth many years
ago. e only thing le from the farm she had lived on for fourteen years was
her small, grey cat. e men who had destroyed her home had taken everything
of value, from the sacks of seed waiting for next spring to her father’s horse,
under. Anything they could not take they ruined, burning them along with
the house. Everything was gone. Everything but the girl and her cat.
e girl stumbled to where her garden had once been, only now, the ground
and the plants were scorched and blackened. She walked to the corner that had
once held her mother’s ﬂowers. ere had been only one plant there. It had been
the oldest plant in the garden, a single blood-red rose bush. Now, all that remained was a single ﬁre-damaged stem with a half-open bud. She reached out to
touch the blackened petals, but they crumpled under her ﬁngers and blew away
in the wind.
Rose, she thought. My namesake. Slowly, a single tear dripped down her
cheek. Rose. A delicate ﬂower oen too weak to stand on its own. In the old
language, the closest word is rawse, meaning shadow. at is all I have ever been.
A silent shadow too weak to help my father when danger came.
Rose’s face hardened as she gently stroked the back of the cat that had followed her. I won’t be Rose, a shadow, anymore. I will become orn, the protector of the rose. I will become orn, a guardian in the shadows.
orn stood and picked up her cat. “We have a long journey ahead of us,” she
whispered. “One day, we will be able to avenge Father. But for now, we need to
become stronger. We will return when we are ready.” orn gave one last look at
the smoldering ruins around her. en, she turned and walked away from the
only home she had ever known.
D. Drummey is a sophomore.
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e West Highland White Terrier
R. Hightower
R. Hightower is a senior who loves art, music, and fashion.
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Sorority
J. Haskell
Outside my house into our jungle
In the green deep woods
Look at all these trees
I climb a pine and look down to see
I help you up with strength with ease
Sap across our palms our jeans
We don’t mind
She is there above or below me
Excitement foaming like ocean waves
Turning over with head over heels.
We search for minnows:
e sheen under clear water
Our light golden heads bobbing
In the shallow pebbled ocean
Funny faces through goggles
Puﬀed wet cheeks
Submerge hold our noses:
I see one!
Where?
ere!
Quick! Grab it!
A hermit aquarium now made
Sunscreen rid
Our beautiful youth
Tan saplings
Mediterranean-blue skin
Within us
All smile, all adventure
27
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In love this time, this bond
When transﬁxed simultaneously
Quarrels like those hermits
Us in our own little world
e two cats ﬁghting for the warm spot
Fierce like a bear but cute as a mouse
Peace and sleepy chatter going home
Beautiful youthful angels: sand, snow
Together bundled and bathed
Maybe in the snow maybe water.
Scientists, botanists
Geographers or witches
Forever and always together:
I would like to go! Me too!
e three beautiful sweet words
Present always never said ma cherie
Most cherished
You are so sweet spun sugar
I hope I lead you
Please follow me, my gold minnow
I need you with me, my snow angel.
So please support me
As we get older
As you mature too
We need you
You will soon need me
ough at my best I’m not good enough
I care too much for you to be less,
an anything and everything I can help you to be
Live life like a bird and be free!
J. Haskell is a 16-year-old sophomore. She enjoys sports, school, and being active.
She loves spending time with iends and family, laughing, and smiling.
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Boots
R. Scavotto
Art is one of R. Scavotto’s favorite pasttimes. It's a way she can relax
and calm down while being productive and having fun.
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Universe
B. Handy
I’m afraid to fall
so take me with you
take me over, make me something
I’m nothing at all.
From my bedroom window I can see the street
the rain keeps falling
little puddles form around my feet.
And when I dream
it’s that great golden october in the trees.
Your face and blades of grass and
everything you’ve ever said to me.
For me it’s all a game but
for you it’s a way to be.
I’ll stop pretending if you tell me it’ll be ok
on the other side.
but it won’t.
And I’ll stop playing just for one day
if someone can tell me where I’m going
because I just don’t know.
And to you I’m probably just some boy
but to me you’re everything.
From my bedroom window I can see the street
and that light keeps ﬂickering on and oﬀ again
I’m so sick of playing god.
B. Handy has been writing poetry for six years. He also enjoys photography, as well
as both playing and listening to music.
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e Roaring Twenties
S. Austin
S. Austin is a senior in AP art.
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Untitled
A. Trowbridge
Generally I try to stay away from love poems,
But your sadness has
forced my hand tonight.
You made me weep empty tears,
Love—
Delicate spun gold cages,
Hollow crystal balls,
Dying stars—
And the air held its breath waiting
For them to shatter,
Waiting until the
Unborn words in each of them
Lay among glass fragments on cold slate
Like helpless just-breached infants.
ey couldn’t speak either, and
We all held our breath together.
Abandoned ﬂedgling birds lay between us like
Tiny corpses, and we only stared.
If only my tears were not so transparent, I might be able to
Conceal my intentions better.
If only they were made out of granite,
Instead of nostalgia and eraser dust,
and I might have been able
To pretend that I didn’t notice
the marbles rolling on the ﬂoor at my feet,
didn’t hear the tiny tinkling of the fetus-words
as they turned over and over in their dark prisons.
A. Trowbridge is a senior and has been a member of e Giﬀord
Street Writers for four years.
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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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