









































































































































"I'm not sure how you did it, but, like, thanks for
rescuing me anyway,” said the sexy blonde to Misunderstood
Man. "I'd love to stay and chat, but I've got, like, a really
important job interview for a major motion picture company,
and I'd really rather secure a role as a brave heroine than
reminisce about your less-than-impressive rescue attempt.”

"You sure you don't want to have dinner tonight?" said
Misunderstood Man. “I did just rescue you, and you are kind
of sexy after all.”

The blonde stared blankly at Misunderstood Man, obvi-
ously not understanding. “No, but thanks anyway," she said,
then turned and left.

After staring at the blonde's retreating back for a
while, Misunderstood Man sighed and started walking away.
"I guess it was worth a shot," he muttered to himself. He
didn't really know why he bothered defeating super villains
when it was obvious that no one got the point. He didn't even
get to use his arsenal of gigantic guns and amazing gadgets
that he held in reserve just in case something went bad. But
still, the people of America needed someone to save them,
even if they couldn't comprehend why, and he was the only
one he knew who really understood the job.

Ian Beck
3rd Place, 9-10th Grade, Sumner High School
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STORY

11th & 12th
Grade



The little boy' eyes are like lacquered Asian ceramics. I
see in their bowls of dark reflection my own elongated limbs
twisting, the white plums of my costume rippling in the
spotlight as I dance. How did I miss his eyes during the
first act? He's only two rows back. Perhaps I didn't notice
him because the house is full; New York loves Tchaikovsky
this year.

This is the fifth performance of Swan Lake. Already
the rehearsals and their number have faded from memory.
The steps long ago became as elementary as the marking
down of one's name with a fat crayon. Only the perfor-
mances retain a distinct color and label in the album of my
mind; the difficulties with the choreographer and the visit
to the doctor are blurred slightly, graying and yellowing as
snapshots of the past tend to do. The smell of the first
night's roses is mingling in my recollections with the odors of
greasepaint and sweat.

The flashbacks must assail me later. I am dancing now.
When I am dancing, there can be nothing else.

Nothing but the boy's eyes again. There are swans in
them, glinting like pieces of the moon undulating in a shad-
owed lake. T am a swan swimming in those eyes, bobbing up
and down on the surface of the water and aching for a way
to escape the alien body thrust upon me by a malevolent
enchanter. I do not want these contours: the ovoid body and
rounded belly, the stumps of legs useful only for waddling,
the wings. What good are wings to me? I do not want to fly
from the raised guns of hunters in the Russian winter. I only
want to dance in the lights of the royal baliroom and to be
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admired for my footwork.

Are the boy's eyes reproachful? He is making it difficult
to concentrate on the characterization of Odette. His eyes
trigger a memory of someone in my mind..Myself. I see
myself in them, in this boy. He has my defiant eyes, my
famous liquid obsidian eyes that have never required eyeliner
or mascara. His eyes are convex mirrors in a dimly lit room,
firing back at me my own distorted image. I see myself
projected on the great wide screen behind my eyes, having
difficulties with the choreographer and visiting the doctor
and then dancing and dancing and dancing.

I am an artist. I must ignore this distraction. The
contemplation of a child in one's audience is a luxury the
dancer cannot afford. Didn't New York fill the aisles and
rows, after all? New York is here for me. One child does
not matter.

The curtain lifts once again. It is the fourth act, the
final act. Movement number 28: I hear the swell of the
violins and cellos, allegro agitato. Adrenaline flows in my
body as freely and wildly as the bows leap across the strings.
This is the time of the storm, Odette's death scene. It is
grief that kills Odette - her lover's betrayal. Everyone
knows the pain of of being rejected in favor of someone-or
something-else. That's why it's so easy for New York to
empathize, to appreciate more than Tchaikovsky's music and
the choreographer's passion. This is the power of dance.
With it, I can communicate tragedy and beauty and make
the offering of catharsis to New York. The entire theater
is holding its breath when I shudder my last on the stage
and sink into my co-star's arms. The mechanical lake swal-
lows us and we are lowered into the depths behind the
orchestra pit. Another performance concludes as planned;
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another triumph.

Nonetheless, the applause is profoundly thunderous
tonight. Standing ovations and cries of “Encorel” Roses
again, long stemmed scarlets with the muted scent of the
hothouse. The heat of the house lights strikes me; their
brilliance is temporarily blinding.

New York is on its feet. But one seat in the second row
is already empty. The boy has vanished. Someday I'll forget
the details of tonight, the grease mark on the sole of my
left shoe and the splitting of my right middle fingernail. T'll
forget the difficulties with the choreographer and, after-
wards, the visit to the doctor. But those black eyes so like
mine will not fade from my mind until my teeth go soft.

I didn't want the boy to go. I wish he could have stayed
to share the glorious reception of our masterpiece. I don't
think he understands the personal sacrifices I have made
for my art. Art requires total focus; I couldn't watch a child
while while dancing. I had to choose not to see myself in
those eyes to be the best dancer I could be, to devote
myself wholly to the creation of something beautiful.

His eyes were haunting. They were lovely, those Asian

ceramic eyes. I will not forget them. But my choice has
already been made.

Lara Rogers
Ist Place, 11-12th Grade, Charles Wright
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"So, buddy, are you going to buy anything, or are you
keeping me on the clock for fun?" Cheri did not mean to be
rude, the question just slipped out of her mouth. In her
defense, her shift has started twelve hours ago, and she had
been walking between the fryer and the front counter all
day. She wanted nothing more than to clock out, take the
bus home and slip her feet into her nice, comfortable
slippers. The last thing she wanted was to get into a war of
words with the Armani suit sitting at the counter. Thank-
fully, he did not even raise his eyes from the menu as he
ordered. Cheri passed the order on to Joe and then clocked
out. On her way out the door, she passed by the Armani
again. He seemed pretty down, and she considered taking a
moment to talk to him. But she saw the bus pulling up to the
corner, and weighed the prospect of her warm slippers
against standing in the rain until the next public transporta-
tion came by. So, she walked out of the small diner, ran to
the corner, and climbed on the bus, heading towards home
and slippers.

"So, buddy, are you going to buy anything, or are you
keeping me on the clock for fun?” Chad could tell that the
tired-looking waitress behind the counter would not wait
forever, so he quickly ordered. He did not look up from his
menu while trying to hold back the tears he felt welling up
inside him. He knew that he should have gone straight home,
but the smells from the diner had just seemed so appetizing.
However, now he felt like he was suffocating. He wanted to
scream, "My father's been diagnosed with Alzheimer's!" but
couldn't. He choked down the food and paid the cashier, He
put his coat on, and opened the door. He shivered in the cold
wind, wincing as the rain slid down his collar. He stood there
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for a minute, looking out. A middle-aged woman pushed past
him as he stood in the doorway. He watched as she melted
into the crowd of pedestrians, and then set out to become
one of the masses himself, hoping to forget his pain by
fading into the background.

“So, buddy, are you going to buy anything, or are you
keeping me on the clock for fun?" Jacob looked up from his
work in irritation. The last thing he needed was to be
distracted by an altercation between the waitress and her
customer. He looked down at the article he was writing. He
needed to finish this article so badly, but was experiencing
writer's block. He glanced at his watch, noting that the
deadline was in five hours. He needed the paycheck this
article would bring. Without the money, he would not make
his child support payment, and Sheila could keep him from
taking the kids over their spring break. He put his head in
his hands and groaned. If only he had some inspiration, but
there was nothing to write about. Then, he looked at the
counter, and noticed the man sitting there, with a stricken
look on his face. He picked up his pencil, and began his
article. With luck, he could write enough to earn that
paycheck he needed. He glanced up briefly as the man
exited, then returned to his fevered writing.

"So, buddy, are you going to buy anything, or are you
keeping me on the clock for fun?” Angelica looked up and
signed. Everybody these days was too tired, too stressed,
and too broke. She knew the feeling. It had been months
since she worked. She sighed to herself. Where does a
dancer go when she's too old to be on stage? Angelica
wanted to go home and wash her cares away with a bubble
bath. She stood up to leave and winced as her muscles
protested. She laughed at the irony of her situation. She,
who had once dance for twelve hours straight to raise money
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for a children's hospital, couldn't even walk a few blocks
without getting sore and short of breath. She hobbled over
to the cash register, fished around in her pocket for the
money to buy her drink, and then set on out on the long trip
towards the door. A sad looking man stood there, looking out
onto the rainy streets. Angelica waited a moment, then
walked past him to the outside, and set out for the long walk
home.

"So, buddy, are you going to buy anything, or are you
keeping me on the clock for fun?” Joe looked up from the
fryer, and sighed. He hated making Cheri stay so long, but
he was understaffed and needed the help. It was just so
horrible when she started to antagonize the customers.
Especially this man. He looked so sad, sitting there alone
with his face buried in the menu. Joe wished he knew why
the man was so upset. He wished he could help all the people
who walked in and out of his diner, but he just kept to his
kitchen, and tried not to bother them. Like the woman
sitting in the corner, who looked defeated, shrunken and
just plain old. Or the man sitting in the booth, writing
something. Joe wished he could help them. But he kept to
his kitchen, and tried not to bother them. They probably
had their own lives to lead, and would not want his interfer-
ence anyway. When closing time came, he locked up, and
then set out on his long walk home. He could not be late,
since his cat, Mrs. Whiskersen, would be waiting for him to
serve her up some dinner.

As Joe walked home, pondering the events of the day,
Cheri was just fixing herself a cup of cocoa. She sat down,
as always, in front of her television. She looked over at the
empty spot where her ex-husband used to sit, and sighed.
Chad walked for hours in the rain, watching the people walk
by, wanting to scream his pain out to them, but keeping
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himself quiet. He ended up at St. Mary's of the Sacred
Heart, and decided to go to the priest to seek counsel. The
parish secretary told him that office hours were just end-
ing, but that the office would be open at nine o'clock Monday
morning. Chad sighed, and walked back out into the rain.
Jacob rushed the article over to the main office, just in
time to submit it. He took the paycheck to the bank, and
made the usual arrangements to transfer it to his wife's
account. Then, he went home to make plans for his next
visitation with his children. Angelica went home to take a
bubble bath, only to discover that she was out of bubble
bath crystals. She started running the water to fill the
bathtub anyway, figuring that any bath was better than no
bath. She sat in the tub, listening to the sounds of silence
in the world around her.

Stephen Rousseau
2nd Place, 11-12th Grade, Bellarmine Preparatory
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From the moment he appeared over the hill, they knew
he was not one of them.

He walked with a distinct limp, dragging his twisted foot
behind him, and as he walked, that same foot dragged on the
cobblestone road. The sound was like a deafening clamor as
he plodded into the town.

Click. Scrape. Click. Scrape. Click. Scrape.

The first person to see him was the blacksmith, coming
out of his shop to greet the sun preparing to blossom over
the horizon and warm the chill spring air. As he laid eyes on
the stranger, the blacksmith noted his shabby coat, his torn
leggings, his gnarled walking stick, and the dirty hat pulled
low over his eyes. But all of this paled when the blacksmith
saw the band of bright red leather around the stranger's
wrist, which contrasted blindingly with the earthen coloring
of his person.

In a self-conscious moment, the blacksmith stole a hand
to the back of his neck before recovering his composure and
marching straight back into his shop with a huff, slamming
the door. There would no lovely sunrise today.

The stranger didn't look up. His eyes remained downcast
as he entered the heart of the town. Early-rising villagers
were already congregating in the square when he was seen
coming down the main street.

With each person who saw him, the air grew thicker with
electric tension. They stared shamelessly, taking in every
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watched the outsider disappear down the road. Only when
he had vanished behind the trees of the bordering forest
did the chandler step from safety from his porch onto the
cobbles. Others followed, but there was a silence between
them that continued through the day. The disturbance had
been quiet and subtle, but some would never forget the
Unreal one.

The stranger himself barely breathed until he was well
away from the town.

When the frees began to close in, their sheltering arms
making a canopy over the rundown road, the outsider col-
lapsed onto the side of the path, burying his face in his
hands to stifle his sobs.

He was a warrior, but his was a silent war, a struggle of
buried feelings. In moments of opportunity he would leave
the sanctuary of his comrades to venture into the raging
river of hatred, seeking to block the endless flow. He would
welcome the anger into his heart, bringing down all barriers
to let it claw mercilessly at him as he sought to tire it into
ceasing its ravages.

Only for a moment did he allow himself to weep. Now
was the time to be strong, and soon he stood again, continu-
ing on, preparing to leave his mark on the next town. That
mark would remain in the hearts of some for all time. Slowly
it would accumulate into real thought. That was forbidden,
but no one would stop him. The Gods didn't even know he
existed. No one would hinder his mission.

He was, after all, just passing through.
Emily Burt
3rd Place, 11-12th Grade, Curtis Senior High
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