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Foreward
Every year it is a challenge for our editorial staff to make decisions
about the art and writing submissions to The Shoal. But they read
and re-read. They examine and re-examine the art. They discuss
strengths and weaknesses, argue politely over the submissions, and
settle into a routine every spring.
But just as we were beginning our yearly process, COVID-19 forced
us out of the high school. We all stepped back, figured out our new
remote learning schedules and responsibilities, and we resumed
our process in late April. We Zoomed. And although we couldn’t
discuss our work face-to-face, the usual banter, laughter, and insightful criticisms remained in our virtual meetings.
I am grateful to Isabel Kroeger, this year’s senior editor, who was
on board for remote meetings from the start. A member of The
Gifford Street Writers for four years, she spent more hours perusing
final selections than any prior senior editor. Her leadership is full of
contemplation and insight that I value and will miss.
I am so proud of this editorial staff, so honored that they participated in the Zooms at all. For about an hour every week, we were The
Gifford Street Writers still. Within this chaotic world, we still loved
art and writing.
The Shoal, a literary and art journal, survived the challenges that
COVID-19 presented because this editorial staff cared. It gives me
hope for our future.
Ms. Barbara Stephens, MFA
Advisor
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Oranges

Andrew Beilinski ’21
WE have had our meals of
Great big oranges from the neighbour’s yard.
They are so sweet and with You
i peel them of their rough skin, as You taught me.
Like a hinge Your Wrist
In one swift twist the orange is bare and vulnerable yet
i pry.
desperate
WE can sit and eat and eat
And eat and
i worry that this has turned into a sort of activity
a favor
But under this sky
With the sweetness on OUR hands and stuck between OUR teeth,
You will peel and eat
And i will eat and peel
And WE will segment them in proportions to match.
And the oranges are so sweet
And the oranges are so sweet
So sweet.
so sweet.
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Untitled

Cassidy Gummow ’20
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Seed Pod

Abe Lineaweaver ’20
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For My Mother
Tierney Roggiolani ’21
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Junior Year of High School
From the Perspective of My Cat
Molly Gedney ’20

She left for school again today. I heard the squeal of her small gray
car as she rattled down the driveway. Now it is silent. She left in a rush,
carrying her usual plate of cinnamon toast with her as she went. She wore
the same green sweatshirt that she was wearing when she patted my
head goodnight. She looked tired and she took a pill from the small blue
bottle labeled Claritin. I wonder if it tastes good. I hope it makes her less
tired.
She will not be home for a while now, so I will pace around the house
and fall asleep in various locations. I lounge in the morning sun and wait
for my food bowl to be filled. When it is not, I meow repeatedly until I
hear the crinkle of the food bag being opened and emptied into the bowl.
Her mother says goodbye to me too, followed by her father. Now it is just
me and the dog. We will see who gets to nap on the dog bed today.
Tonight she’s sitting at the kitchen counter, typing away on the small
blue computer that she carries with her. I decide to go sit on top of the
keyboard. She does not seem to like that very much, and I am picked up
and moved over. I attempt instead to sit on the stack of folders and papers she has been shuffling through. I am moved again. I give up.
I meow incessantly at my food bowl until she gets out of her chair
and feeds me. A few moments later, I throw up everything I’ve eaten.
She sighs, gets up again, and cleans it. She is always doing that, cleaning
up after me. I am let outside for a while, so I chase a rabbit around until
I grow tired. I did not used to get so tired doing this. When it begins to
rain, I paw at the glass door until she glances in my direction. She gets up
again, lets me in, and with a towel, dries my fur. She is always doing that.
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Today she came home upset. She lost her tennis match and believes
that she is terrible at everything. This is untrue because she is very good
at scratching under my chin and around my ears. She has very long nails.
I often wonder if she keeps them long for me. I rub against her legs and
she picks me up. I did not want to be picked up but she is holding me
firmly so I will sit on her lap for a while as she talks to her dad about
being aggressive in sports. I have seen her run, and she can move quickly.
Apparently her tennis coach said she is one of the fastest on the team. I
wonder if she knows that.
Her friends have come over again tonight. They are eating chips and
salsa and laughing loudly in the kitchen. I hop up on the counter to grab
a bite to eat, but I am shoved off. She gets up and gives me my own food.
Her mother recently purchased a different kind of food for me, one that I
hopefully won’t throw up. I am always doing that.
There is very loud music playing, and she dances around the kitchen in her pajamas. Her friends talk about the party going on, and try to
figure out where it is. They want to go, but it is late now and they never
end up leaving anyways. She doesn’t say much. She does mention that
she doesn’t want to go to parties because it “isn’t her crowd.” I believe
that she likes how she spends her Friday nights. She picks me up and we
sway to the music.
She is a senior now. She says that she sits outside for lunch with the
rest of her grade as part of their senior privileges. Her friends bask in the
idea of being the oldest in the school and how very “cool” they will now
be. She seems more hesitant. She used to talk about her future constantly,
listing colleges and organizing her resume.
Things seem different now that she’s only got one year left. There’s less
of a hurry to grow up and leave. She spends more time with her friends
and less time analyzing her GPA. She stops to pet me more often than
she used to. She’s realizing that one day she will have to say goodbye to
everything she’s ever known, and though change is inevitable, it is scary.
I understand this about change, after her mother started buying a different brand of food for me. It ended up working out for me. Life is always
doing that. She will adjust, and she will be even happier in the future
than she is now. She just doesn’t know it yet.
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Lionel the Lion
Gabriela Polakovic ’22
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Phoenix

Helen Sievert ’20
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The Two Swans
Katherine Litton ’23

The butterflies clawed at my stomach threatening to make me throw
up the lunch I had eaten a few hours prior. My breathing was harsh and
terrified even though I hadn’t even stepped onto the stage yet. I closed
my eyes and shook out my hands and feet once more.
32, 16, 8, 4, 2, 1, 1, 1, 1. I opened my eyes again and let out another
breath.
My Bloch pointe shoes tapped the ground nervously as the music
came to my ears. The white tights, the perfectly white tutu and the white
swan crown that was placed upon my head were all I had ever dreamed
of. My hair was slicked back so much that it pulled at the skin on my face.
My makeup was perfect and free of sweat. At least for now.
I had dreamed of this moment for all of my life. Since I was four and
every morning put in front of the TV to watch the same ballet, with the
same music, with the same dancers. Every. Single. Day. I was never tired
of the routine. Of Odette’s perfect control and Odile’s sharp turns, I wanted it with every muscle in my body. To be on the stage performing those
two roles was my dream. And I was living the dream.
I had trained for this moment throughout my dancing career. Forced
my hips to open, forced my shoulder to stay down when my arms were
up and back, forced my splits, forced my right foot to not wobble under
the pressure of just going up and down 32 times. I was ready to be graceful and seductive in one evening, in one performance that had me playing two different roles that I longed for.
“You’re going to do great. Especially with Odette.” A voice at my side
said. I looked over and saw Eric who was playing Prince Sigfried’s friend
for this evening.
“I know, if I don’t, I might die,” I responded. He laughed lightly and
walked off to the dressing room. I turned my attention back to the stage.
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Luke, who was dancing the role of Prince Sigfried, had just entered the
back of the stage. I practiced swan arms one more time before I entered. It
seemed that not even a second passed when I heard my cue in the music.
Luke ran off the stage as I floated out with my delicate arms and leaped
as if I were flying. I came down and posed as the audience clapped for
me. I smiled under the mask of despair.
Tonight was my night to show everyone how I was meant to play these
roles. I wasn’t going to fail their expectations. Not now, not ever.

Colorful Cupcakes
Sydney Shaw ’21
10
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Untitled

Dabney Peters ’22
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Emerald Forest
Maria Krag ’21
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College Essay
Catie Brodie ’20

My room is a disaster. It always has been and I assume it always will
be. In the early years of my life, my parents and I constantly butted heads
over my disastrous room because when I was sent upstairs to clean it, my
attention was diverted to other pursuits. After twelve years of trying, my
mother gave up hope for my tidiness and vowed not to go into my room
anymore. I think this was beneficial for both of us. I could be a mess and
my mother would have fewer grey hairs.
How was I supposed to clean my room when more fulfilling activities
awaited? Was I expected to organize my bookshelf instead of constructing
and floating paper boats in the pond with my brother? Was I supposed to
put down my beloved The Wizard of Oz by L. Frank Baum to tidy up my
exploding crafting closet? My childhood was full of wonderful experiences, but cleaning my room was not one of them.
When I was six, my creative story assignment stole my attention from
picking up my dolls. I had just started first grade and was ecstatic on
Friday of the first week of school when we got to write our own creative
story. I wrote a tale about little monkeys who were stranded on an island
and trying to find their way home. To my dismay, we never returned to
the assignment after that first Friday. I was disappointed because I loved
writing and the one hour of time we spent on this assignment was insufficient to complete even my rough draft.
After two months of anticipation, I could wait no longer and I took the
story home, even though it was in the “stay at school” folder. Upon arriving at home I bulldozed the surface of my desk--beads, paper, markers,
crayons, and miscellaneous items flew everywhere. I created the perfect
space, an empty rectangle of my cypress desk, whose flat top was at a
gentle incline-perfect for writing, illuminated by an overhead lamp so I
could write even when it was dark. There, I rewrote my story until it was
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perfect in my six-year-old eyes. Other than clearing my desk, I did not get
much cleaning done.
When I was ten, with Christmas on the horizon, I had to finish knitting
my scarves! After finishing my homework, I would locate a plot on my
floor, plop myself down and with care, cross the right needle under the
left and through the loop, travel around the tail string and then pull it
off onto the right needle. By December 25th, my room was littered with
yarn, wrapping paper, and ribbon, but the smile on my elderly neighbor Helen’s face when she unwrapped a huge, cozy, light blue scarf was
precious. Not that I ever do, but at that moment, I did not care one bit that
my room looked like it was ravaged by raccoons.
Now, my time is much more limited than it was in the age of the Tin
Man and paper boats, and I am even less inspired to spend time cleaning my room. I frequently opt to visit my grandparents’ house instead of
putting away my heap of clothes. My grandmother and I ascend the attic
stairs and pull out an ancient-looking box filled with sepia-toned photographs that each have their own story. My grandmother shares each story
and soon enough my grandfather will join us and offer his perspective as
well. I cherish these moments more than anything in the world–especially
a clean room.
With so much life to experience and so many people to enjoy, why
would I spend my time cleaning my room?
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Garden Flower
Annabelle Abbott ’20
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Burl

Brianna Waggett ’20
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Excerpt from Empire of Smoke
and Glass
Maryanne McCarthy ’21

“It’s good to know that you haven’t gone against what we’ve stood for
here,” Jay said, with a twisted smirk. He was twirling the knife in his hand
mindlessly, staring into Kai’s eyes and silently daring him to just say something about feeling more than he should. Kai only nodded, masking his facial
expression with ease, but the tenseness of his jaw still remained.
“Of course,” Kai nodded curtly, opening the door for Jay on his way out.
There was a gleam in his eye that created a pit of unease in Kai’s stomach. Jay
was too intelligent for his own good, which only meant one thing: he knew.
The bastard always found things out one way or another. Kai needed to tell the
group. They all had to get out of here; it wasn’t safe.
“Will you be out guarding District Z later?” Jay asked, standing in the center
of the doorway and allowing the chilling autumn air into Kai’s apartment. Oh
please, Kai thought. I’m never guarding again. Once again, Kai managed to
nod, keeping his fists clenched by his sides.
“If I’ve been ordered to, then yes. You of all people should know that I’m
not one for going against the rules.” A bit of malice slipped through the cracks
of his composure, but Jay made no note of it. The raise of his eyebrows was
enough to say it all--he knew he’d won. Jay’s smile grew, revealing his yellow
teeth tight against his lips like the action was strained.
“Goodbye, Kai.” He walked down the steps waving his hand dismissively.
“Don’t forget tonight’s curfew is at 1800 instead of 1900.”
He stopped in the center of the street with the knife in his hand outstretched
for the world to see. “Oh, and don’t--” he made a slash in the air “--be late.”
He let out a chuckle and sent one last wave towards Kai before he disappeared
into the sparks flying from maintenance on the copper wall that kept District Z
contained from the rest of the world.
Slowly, Kai allowed the door to close. He carded fingers through his hair,
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heart pounding and adrenaline coursing through his veins. His mind screamed
never get away, you’ll never get away from this place.
“Dammit!” he shouted, embedding his fist into the cheap wallpaper and
leaving behind a dent. How did all of this happen? When had they dragged
themselves into a hole that’s now being torn apart from the inside? He
shouldn’t have agreed to a taste of the emotions in the first place. They were
taken for a reason. He should’ve stayed on the doses being fed to them like Jay
did. He could’ve been a better guard, and should’ve just turned Ari in when he
found her and the briefcase.
But could you? A voice that wasn’t his own rang in his head at a higher
pitch. It belonged to Ethan. Could you have turned all of us in? Would you
have been okay with that?
Kai let out a sigh, crumbling to the ground. He knew the answer, but saying
it out loud would make it real. After what seemed like an eternity the word
tumbled out of his mouth.
“No.” He would never have been able to. He hated being a guard. Hated the
feeling of anger mixed with the sour taste of happiness. He didn’t enjoy hurting the people who stepped out of line. Hell, he even hated turning them in.
No matter how much he had told himself to just do his job and go with it, he
didn’t enjoy causing pain like they did. He didn’t even understand the thrill of
chasing a kid who was desperately clinging to life. Still, he had never expected
to become so attached to his newfound friends.
Sure, at first they were just a rag tag group that ran Kai up a wall, but they
had become a family of sorts. Him, Ethan, Ethel, Ari, and even the brat--though
he’d never tell him that. He’d rather take it to his grave than to see Arlo’s
triumphant smirk and give him another ego boost that was even taller than the
kid himself.
They all needed each other, and somehow that thought didn’t scare him like
all the other times it had plagued his mind. In fact, a smile graced his features.
He felt giddy. He chuckled, unable to remember a time when he’d felt like this:
bubbly and ready to take anything on. They had all stopped using the drugs
containing emotions after the suspicion of Jay finding out.
Using the wall to support himself, he stood back up and sprinted towards
his room where the briefcase lay underneath the floorboard. If he wanted to
protect his family he would need to create a plan. They couldn’t stay here, that
was for sure, and they couldn’t leave the drugs either. Emotions were wonderful but dangerous in the wrong hands. Power Corp supplied enough dosage
of anger mixed with pleasure that they had made the guards lethal. With the
case? They’d be unstoppable.
Kai quickly laid the case onto his bed and began packing a bag.
They would have to leave and they’d have to do it tonight.
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Satisfy

Ayanna Goffigan ’20
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Flutters

Kaylee Kuehne ’20
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OCD and Me
Abigail Okon ’23

Red tile, right foot. Black tile, left foot. Repeat.
The bell was about to ring and I couldn’t be late for class again. A quick
glance down the hallway told me I was almost there. A few people shuffle
past and throw a few weird looks. I ignore it. If I stopped caring about where
I stepped maybe they would stop. Just as the impulsive part of me is shifting
the stack of plastic and paper under my right arm and putting my left foot
forward to defy the seemingly fixed program a voice, The Voice, stops me.
“That’s wrong.” It hissed. “You know how it always goes. Stick to your
designated tiles or else.”
I comply, as irrational as it is. I’m scared and I listen. This is the way
things go. This is the route I take to first period science every day, and that’s
not allowed to change. In retrospect the “or else” will seem nonexistent and
silly, but at the moment it’s terrifyingly real.
By some miracle I make it into the classroom where the familiar scent of
baking soda and chemicals pulls me to my seat. It’s the third row back in the
middle of the table where at least one girl accompanies me. We have the freedom to choose our own seats, but The Voice chose mine for me on day one.
I carefully put my stuff onto the large black table and walk off to find my
chair. The bell rings and I freeze. One, two, three, four, five, silence. I seem to
regain the ability to move, and I grab the same chair that The Voice selected
as always before walking the eleven steps back to my table. There’s nothing
special about the chair; it’s just a faded blue plastic slab with a hole in the
back that seemed to serve no purpose. The other available chairs were nothing special either. They were all almost the exact same design, the only real
difference being the vibrance of the blue and the shape of the holes on the
back. I put the chair, which may as well have been a cathedra at this point,
down and used my right index finger to touch the upper right corner of the
cathedra five times before I was allowed to sit down.
Today, one of the similar structures to my left sports a girl named Paige,
a petite person with always colorful braces and flawless skin. To the right
a slightly older female known as Alyssa greets me, coffee in one hand and
homework in the other. I respond with the only phrase I’m allowed--a simple
“I’m good. You?” and a slight nod of the head to the right.
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Class begins and ends indifferently, a joke here and there, a few boys
cracking wise remarks, and a brief overview on evolution. The usual last five
minutes of free time begins and my peers take to chatting and starting homework. I stack my belongings in order, green binder on the bottom, followed
by a blue folder and then a teal one, my school-assigned agenda, and a worn
out pencil case on top.
I get up and take the usual ten steps to double check the homework, printed neatly everyday on the small whiteboard. Repeating the assignment twice
I return to my seat to find that Paige is occupying it as she talks to Alyssa.
“Tell her to move. You can’t sit anywhere else.” The void in my head hisses and after a moment I comply.
“No!” She laughs as though it’s all a joke. I know she does not understand.
“What’s the big deal anyways? It’s just a chair.”
My palms begin to sweat and I’m at a loss of words. My brain goes into
overdrive, and I feel as though someone has punched me in the chest. I can
feel myself shaking, and The Voice seemed to give a deafening scream as it
too freaked out. How can something as simple as a seat be so panic inducing?
I resign myself to stand for the last few minutes, and I begin to use other
compulsions to cover the lost one. My right hand tucks my hair behind my
ear, once, twice. The left heel of my white shoe is lifted up and meets the
ground once, twice. I repeat the routine over and over, four times to be exact
until the bell finally rings.
I freeze. One, two, three, four, five, silence.
Oxygen returns to my lungs, and it seems as though everything is right
again. I hastily grab my belongings and take the tiles to my next class, English. I hate second period, almost everyone pointed out my compulsions.
A few snickers would always accompany the endless questions as my peers
tried to pry into my life like I was a rusted door just waiting to be opened.
“You need to touch your binder twice. It’s exactly on the hour.” The familiar presence of The Voice returns. I, of course, listen.
I feel empty, as though I’m not human, just a puppet, bending to the will
of the puppeteer whenever it calls upon me. I’m like a body that cannot think
for itself, and I feel trapped because the compulsions are calming, intoxicating even.
Everyone likes to say how they are “So OCD,” but they have not spent
hours of their life touching and checking and worrying. Why do I feel so
alone when this mental disorder is so common? Tests online read “How OCD
are you? Click here to find out!” and people make jokes about it. Autism is
also a mental disorder, but if anyone was to make jokes and online quizzes
about it they would be shunned. Why is this any different? People want to
claim to have OCD when all I want to do is escape it because it’s like invisible chains tying me down. I wish more than anything to be in control of my
own brain, my own body, my own life.
I hate OCD.
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Strombilus
Jenna Arruda ’20
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Italy

Anna Cenzalli ’20
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Mystic

Olivia DePunte ’20
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Mornings in Vietnam
Sage Getchell ’20

Baby robins holler from the top of Old Bert’s hut,
Out-of-pitch tune alerting the exhausted hustlers that another day has begun.
Feeling the ground under her, hitting the gravel-mosquitos and pebbles ingrained in her soles
like the well-loved, extra ripe yam that was never chosen.
An aroma of rotten salt filled shallow alleyway,
Catching a whiff of the fishermen
bartering their night’s blood, sweat and tears for the price of “Tuesday’s
Fresh Catch.”
Finally, her hands meet the rusted fence,
concluding her journey of the morn.
Solitude accompanies her soul with a chapped grin.
She removes her straw-woven saucer,
hanging it along the line of plastic bags, filled with the secrets of yesterday.
Despite the excess layer, her head remained heavy,
overflowing with internal disappointments.
hands trembling as they made their way to her headscarf
with crevices as deep as the Erie Canal, paths engrained by many loves in the
past.
She does as her father taught her many years ago,
weaving around her hair three times, loop due North of her nose,
Securing it with a gentle knot in the back.
Balanced.
The humble exchange of chili peppers
magically migrates to her taste buds,
the spicy shock causing waves in her ocean eyes as deep as the Pacific.
As the sun furthers from the Market,
the dreaded flow of Vietnam slowly trickles in.
She sees the open barbed wire
closing in with the high stake demands of pineapple and scallions.
Entrapped in a cage of never being enough.
Streets fill with desperate customers, in need.
She is in need. Crowded. Alone.
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Changing Continents
Carly Bardelis ’21
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Flower Lantern
Charlotte Sylvia ’20
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Above the Clouds
Parker Moulton ’20
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Two Years Since Then
Eva Reif ’22

“Captain? Captain! Makoto, get Doctor Hisashi and tell him that he’s
awake!”
My eyes flew open. Horrid vivid memories of men, women, and children being eaten alive, my comrades being torn into bloody shreds and
the endless waves of the corrupted flashed across my retinas. The ghost
of gunshots reverberated throughout my aching skull. The world slowly
came into focus. I attempted to blink the grogginess out of my system,
but to no avail.
I found myself staring at a pristine white room laying on a hospital
bed. My gaze traveled down my emaciated body stopping at the tube
protruding from my abdomen. Connected to this tube was a longer tube
attached to a plastic bag that was hanging from a pole next to my bed.
“Captain! Thank god, You’re finally awake!”
The same voice that had brought me to reality gave me enough
strength to turn my head to its source. It was Sergeant Ishimoto--my
right-hand man in Squad 15 of the Corrupted Eradication Unit (CEU).
I tried desperately to speak and give voice to certain questions. Sergeant! You survived! What happened to the others? No matter how hard
I tried, I could not muster a single sound.
“Don’t fret, Captain Asato, your voice will eventually return to you.”
A man in doctor’s attire appeared beside the sergeant. “I’m Doctor
Hisashi. I’ve been the one in charge of looking after you. Everything is
going to be okay. You’re in the hospital ward of the CEU. The corrupted
have been defeated. Ever since you were bitten, you’ve been in a twoyear coma. Thankfully, Sergeant Ishimoto managed to inject you with the
serum before the corruption got to your head.”
My head was spinning. Two years? How is that even possible?
The doctor scanned his clipboard. “You will need extensive physical
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therapy. You’ve also suffered some nerve damage but we won’t know
the extent of it until we do further testing. Also, um,” he hesitated. “Well,
you’re going to find out sooner or later. I’m sorry sir, this may be difficult
for you to process on top of everything else.”
He pulled out a collapsible mirror from his coat pocket. He held it up
to my eye level. It took me a while to comprehend what I was seeing. My
black hair had turned a shockingly chalk white. The same thing had happened to my irises. Unrecognizable, vacant milky orbs stared back at me,
with subtle streaks of brown laced within. My complexion had become
deathly pale, almost translucent. Large patches of corrupted skin had
appeared in ugly blotches across my face and neck. Spidery pathways of
inky veins and darkened skin radiated from my shoulder where I was
bitten by the corrupted. My facial features had become gaunt and sunken
which made it look like I hadn’t eaten in months.
There was no way that “thing” in the mirror was me--Captain Asato,
renowned in the whole CEU and Japan--the man who ensured that families across the country could sleep peacefully without the looming prospect of the corrupted--and who was now a useless husk.
I couldn’t protect anyone anymore.
Hot salty tears rolled down my hideous face. Doctor Hisashi folded up
the mirror and placed it on the bedside table.
“Sir,” Sergeant Ishimoto said quietly placing a reassuring hand on my
shoulder. “It’ll be all right. Just one step at a time.”
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Angel

Hilary Packard ’20
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Hermit Crab
Miranda Van Mooy ’20
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The Vase

Giovanni Borgese ’20
If only there were ways
That I could be the vase
Whose color shone, not merely bone
Stuck in a ghastly gaze
My body’s incomplete
For I cannot compete
With whom that may come by my way
I will be surely beat
Stuck in awe I am forever
Two eyes, a mouth of mine were severed
A look of fear that I must wear
A face of shock, an endless stare
I sit with patience, I lay abused
For I am weak and I am bruised
My body will remain unused
My confidence has been diffused
I am unwanted, I am ignored
In solitude I shall be stored
They can’t envision my success
I know I never will impress
How I long to hold a flower
To nurture it, not let it cower
Until that day, I’ll wait alone
An empty carcass, a barren cone
A lonely vase lost in a daze
Oh, if only there were ways...
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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,
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writers at Falmouth High School.
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