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 The young woman applied the stage makeup with a practiced hand, applying the white powder, 

soft red lipstick, and dark eyeliner with years of practice. Her long blonde hair hung in soft waves when 

she shook it loose from the ponytail, and her blue eyes sparkled with joy. She would be taking pictures 

with her fiancé in the park and on the docks down by the pier, and was looking forward to it. She changed 

into a soft, flowing gray-purple dress, grabbed her pointe shoes as requested by the photographer, and 

slipped on a pair of sandals as she reached for her car keys. 

 Within fifteen minutes, she had arrived at the pier. It was bright and happy and loud, with 

hundreds of carnival games and thousands of children dragging their mothers and fathers along. Fingers 

were sticky with sweets and cotton candy, and children clutched at newly-won prizes. Couples walked 

hand-in-hand, and small children rode atop their fathers’ shoulders and squealed with laughter. 

The young woman smiled and hurried along to meet her fiancé. She greeted the photographer and 

gave her fiancé a kiss, then changed out her sandals for her pointe shoes. She rose up easily onto her toes, 

smiling for the camera. She posed pose after pose, going through the actions with a soft and regal smile. 

The photographer praised her, applauding the simple moves as though they were the most difficult things 

she had ever seen. Ignorant to ballet much? The young woman wondered to herself as she performed a 

simple pirouette. She shook it off and smiled softly as her fiancé held her in a move of their pas de deux, 

the one from Swan Lake that they were both starring in, beginning the next weekend. 

 They eventually moved out onto the docks as the sky began to streak with soft hues of blue, 

purple, and pink. The young woman felt her fiancé slide his arms around her waist, and she turned to kiss 

his cheek. The photographer snapped a picture and let out a soft “aww”, turning away for a moment to 

readjust the tripod. 

 She soon suggested that they go into the water, to take an underwater dance picture. “They’re all 

the rage these days!” she exclaimed. And so they waded into the water, after the young woman had taken 
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off her pointe shoes so as to not damage them. The photographer slid a waterproof cover over the camera, 

then began shooting again. 

 The young woman and her fiancé slid easily under the water, posing in a beautiful move. The 

water was calm and peaceful, soft golden light filtering through the turquoise water. They posed a few 

more times, and then the young woman began to swim up for air as her lungs began to burn. 

 She hit something that obstructed her from reaching the top and, most importantly, air. Her fiancé 

hit the same thing, and shot her a confused and slightly panicked look. They both began to hit it, but it 

bent and reverberated like Plexiglas. It didn’t budge any further. 

 They both looked around for the photographer, and saw her wave with a sarcastic smile as she 

swam away. The young woman screamed, and realized her stupidity as she watched the bubbles float up 

slowly. Air! She lashed out a kick at the absurd and confusing obstruction, but the water slowed her 

down.  

 Her lungs burned and screamed for air.  

 She reached out for her fiancé, but he was already slowly sinking. He must have breathed in the 

water, she realized as she began to cry. At least she thought it was crying; she couldn’t be sure because 

there was water everywhere. I love you, she thought one last time. I love you. 

 And so she allowed the water to collect into her lungs. They slowly bloated, and the burning pain 

was replaced with a sense of eerie calmness. Her eyelids dropped as she sank through the water, her head 

thudding gently against the sand. She didn’t even register the countless other decimated bodies and 

skeletons around her. She didn’t realize that she landed gently against her fiancé, in a perfectly beautiful 

pose. 

 They were both dead, becoming a part of the ocean.  
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 Seaweed floated softly through the water, fish swimming through it. The young woman’s hair 

floated in the same way the seaweed did, and so the fish swam through and nibbled at it.  

 In but a few years, she was almost completely integrated into the sand. 

 And life went by on the pier for one perfect, beautiful moment that hung in the golden air in a 

sunset that never ended. 


