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HIGH SCHOOL AWARD

Bravura is delighted to feature work submitted by local San Diego high school
writers. After reading many submissions, this year’s editor chose one winner —
the short story "Everything is Blue" by Kristen De Pue, a freshman at Vista High
School. Congratulations to all who submitted work, and keep writing!

EVERYTHING IS BLUE
KRISTEN DE PUE

Sophie had never put much faith in soulmates.

Everyone around her seemed to rely on them, as if having a soulmate
was the foolproof, direct way to a happy life. Of course, there were benefits
to having a soulmate. They were supposed to be the one person who is
guaranteed to love you. They are made for you, after all. But the main
benefit, at least for Sophie, was finally getting your colors.

People could only see in monochrome, in variations of one specific
color: the color of your soulmates eyes. Most people saw shades of brown,
others in bright blues and greens. You could only see the full spectrum
once you met your soulmate. It seems so simple: you meet your soulmate,
and everything is sunshine and rainbows (literally). Unfortunately, there are
still plenty of complications. One, many people never find their soulmate.
Many soulmates live in separate countries, and even those who have spent
years traveling don’t always find their soulmate. Two, if your soulmate
dies, you can only see the color gray. Which means on top of the grief that
you would surely feel, you also have a constant reminder of what you lost.
Three, just because people are soulmates, doesn’t mean they don’t have
issues. The reason Sophie doesn’t care about them? Some soulmates don’t
even stay together. Like her parents.

Sophie watched her mother’s heart break when her father left them;
it sent Sophie’s world spinning and shifting in and out of focus. She felt so
much pain that after a while, she just felt numb. Sophie hated soulmates.
What was the point of them if they could just leave, anyway?

Sophie picked up her messenger bag and slung it over her shoulder
before leaving for school. She preferred to walk to school when the weather
was nice, as it was now. Autumn was rolling in, the leaves on trees turning

darker (for Sophie, a darker shade of blue), and the air smelling of damp
earth. Sophie looked around appreciatively, her black hair (though she

saw it as indigo) swishing behind her as she turned. The rich fall air cooled
her skin as she made her way down the winding streets, until she finally
reached her destination. Springfield High School.

The building was old and needed a fresh coat of paint. But it was
sturdy, and the school had good teachers, so that was enough for Sophie.
Sophie wandered over to the secluded oak tree that had become the
meeting place of Sophie and her best friend, Jean. Jean had her long hair
tied up in a messy bun, and her aqua eyes glowed bright. She wore a thin
sweater and held a cup of coffee in her left hand.

Sophie approached Jean and grabbed the cup of coffee without
asking, a true sign of their friendship. Sophie took a sip and sighed.

“Long night?” Jean asked, her voice far too peppy for 7:00 A.M.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

They sat on the dew covered grass and talked about everything and
nothing, all at once. Jean was

the one person who understood the stupid thoughts Sophie had and
didn’t judge her for them; in fact, she usually said them first. With Jean,
every moment was comfortable: silence, chatter, even their arguments
were familiar. Jean was currently on a rant about how one of her teachers
didn’t give her the grade she deserved on an assignment (they gave her a
96 when Jean said it should have been a 98). The bell rang in the middle of
her sentence, and Sophie stood up.

“l'am not looking forward to today. I have a presentation today!” Jean
exclaimed.

“You'll be fine. You're always fine.”

Sophie and Jean walked reluctantly into the faded school building.
Hundreds of kids pushed at each other on their way to class. The hallway
buzzed with conversation, slamming lockers, and the pounding of feet on
the linoleum. Vivid shades of cobalt, teal, and navy flooded Sophie’s vision
as she made her way to AP U.S. History. Suddenly, someone rammed into
Sophie from the left.

“Hey, excuse me -” Sophie scolded, turning towards the boy who ran
into her.

That’s when the world exploded.

Or, at least, that’s what it felt like. Dozens of new colors and shades
engulfed Sophie’s senses enough to give her a bout of vertigo. Sophie
edged her way to the lockers to lean against them for support. Everything
seemed too flashy and intense. Pinks, yellows, and greens screamed at her
from all directions. Sophie vaguely heard a voice asking her if she was all
right-it must have been Jean. But Sophie couldn’t look at Jean. Sophie was

staring straight at the boy, who was gazing back at her. He had blue eyes.

“Um. Hi.” The boy’s dark, curly hair was pulled back into a bun. He wore
a black jacket over a button up shirt, and jeans. He also looked a bit scared.
Sophie stopped leaning against the lockers, and stood tall.

“Jean. Let’s go.”

“But, Sophie,” Sophie started towards their shared class, “Sophie,
shouldn’t you go to the nurse? You don’t look good. You almost fainted-”

“I'm fine.”

“Sophie-”

“Jean. I'm all right. I promise.” Jean squinted at her like she didn’t
believe her. Sophie didn’t

blame her. Finally, Jean shrugged.

“Whatever. If you pass out in history don’t say I didn’t try.” Oh,
right. Class. How could Sophie possibly focus now? She’d just ditched
her soulmate (oh, no, no no, why a soulmate?) and her new vision was
beginning to give her a headache. She glanced sideways at Jean. Her hair
was blonde, Sophie noticed, and her sweater a pastel lavender. In fact,
everything she was wearing was a pastel color. Jean noticed her gaze and
looked at her. Her eyes were hazel, and there was a glint in them when she
smiled. Somehow, Sophie smiled back.

“What are you thinking about?” Jean asked softly. “Just...'m lucky to be
your friend.”

Jean grinned. “Damn right you are.”

Somehow, Sophie made it through three classes before the sweet
one-hour refuge of lunch. Jean was waiting for her in the line, where they
spent ten minutes sighing and yelling at kids who tried to cut them. Finally,
they got their food and walked out to sit at their oak tree. Sophie was
just getting used to the oranges and reds of leaves that glimmered in the
sunlight, when Jean left to talk to someone about a project. That’s when he
walked over.

“Hi...again. Uh. We didn’t really get a chance to talk earlier so-”

“That was the point.” Sophie replied snarkily.

“Well. 'm Jason. And you are?” Jason held out his hand for Sophie to
shake.

“Not interested.” Sophie turned to leave.

“Wait! That's-uh-that’s not really how soulmates work.” Sophie was fed
up with this guy. She couldn’t take it anymore.

“Listen to me, Jason. I don’t need nor want a soulmate. We got our
colors, and now we can go our separate ways. So get lost. Have a good life
or whatever.” Jason looked miserable, and Sophie’s heart twinged. But she
didn’t take it back.

“Can you at least tell me your name?” Jason asked in a voice barely
above a whisper. Sophie thought about it for a moment.

“Sophie.”

“Hey.” Jean had found Sophie sitting at a bench near the cafeteria. “I
saw you talking to that guy again, the one from this morning. Do you have a
thing for him?”

“No!”

“Damn. Well I took the liberty of gathering intell about him anyway.
His name is Jason Carpenter. He’s a junior-so I'm surprised we don’t have
at least one class with him-and he just moved here from another state.

He’s a kind of stay-in-the-background kid, but of course people know him
because he’s new. There was a rumor a while back about him being Maya’s
soulmate, which I'm sure she spread herself. He does a ton of volunteer
work and takes a lot a AP classes-so he’s your type.”

“Hey!”

“Im just saying! Anyway, he loves Drama-he’s going to be in the next
play-and he loves reading. His best friend is Jerry Perez, who'’s in band.
Jason lives downtown, has a dog named Shadow, and one older brother,
Thomas. He goes to the river a lot, like you do. He-"

“How did you even get this much information?”

“I have my sources. But if you don’t like him I guess it’s all a waste
of time. He’s really nice. He doesn’t have problems with anyone, and
that’s surprising for Springfield. You should try to be his friend. A kid who
manages not to get into fights with anyone at our school? He must be
wonderful.

“Ha.”

“Sophie, are you okay? You seem off today.”

“I'm fine. Can we, just, not talk about Jason? Please?” Jean appeared
confused for a second. Then her face cleared.

“Oh...Sophie! How could you not tell me?”

“What?”

“He’s your soulmate! Jason Carpenter is your soulmate !”

“Shhh! Keep it down, Jean. What makes you think that, anyway?”

“Oh come on. I know you. You're a terrible liar. You need to talk to him!
Also, my information

will prove useful after all.”

“No, Jean. We're not going to talk. Were going to live our lives as
if nothing happened.” “Sophie. Hear me out. I know you...have your
reservations about soulmates. But, Soph...he’s not your father. He’s an
intelligent, sweet, funny guy. He’s a loyal guy. I talked to Jerry about him,
because I thought you might like him and I wanted to make sure he was a
good person, and he is just about one of the best boys you could have as a
soulmate. Maybe you could give him a chance. I know, you don’t want to be
hurt. But soulmates are really nothing more than over glorified best friends,
right? You took a chance with me, and I could have hurt you in the same
way your father hurt your mom. But I won’t. And neither will he. Sometimes
you have to risk getting hurt in order to be happy in life. You put your heart



in semecne’s hands and trust them = lnaep it safe. You put your heare in
my hands, Sophie. You put your heart in your mother's hands. And we gave
our heart’s to you in return. Ma}-l:-e you could learn e give Jason your heart,
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Jasen sat on the civerbank L:-n-k.ing at the water. He was glad he could
Ena]lym i the way it was SIJPP'DHd. to loak, with ics Bluish tine and mu r}q.r
dep ths. But the ane persen that he wanted to revel in the word s wonders
with didn’t want anything 1o do wich him. Honescly, he fele like he should
have expected thae. Why would she wane him anyehing o do with him? He
had l:a.r-el.}' caugl:l: the gi o’s name. SoPlnjc.

Jason stoad up, preparing o walk back to his car and go home. Instzad,
he fell into che Fase moving river.

Sopl:u'e was on her way o the river, ane of her FJ-'ICH 0 Escape oo,
when her heart “‘:‘PP"""L Sum.c-l:l:jn.g Was WIGng; some:hing bad was
I:.:ppening. Her vision Hashed Eray. Then again, for |.c-r|.g-e: this time. Jason.
Somcl:]'l.ing was wrong with Jason. Sopl:u'e Pu.“.-ed. TVET, P:.nicL:irLg. What was
I:.:ppeni ng Where would she goto find him? She couldn’ just da nc-l:l:ujn.g

He goes to the river a lot, like you do. Jean’ words echoed in Sophie®
mind. river. She was almost :l:-e:e,' irwas her cmly chance.

Sopl:je dashed out of her car and ran.

Hervision kepe .F;ldjn.g out more and more, making her feel sick. She ran
a]mg the riverbank, trying focus.

“Jason! Jasan!” Sophie called cur. You idiot. He can't hear you. Still
running, SoPl:uie SPDI:I:ECI some:hing moving a Fewr fort ahead. Anam.
Sopl:ujc put on more speed.. trying w l:-eep up with him. %hen she was close
emugl:. she .iumP-bcl in.

The water was fFreezi ng, even witch the sun scill up. The gray vision
lasted long\er than ever, the color almost complenely gone. Soph.ie I;:mgh:
against the current to reach Jason. She mamgcd ] g:.:.l:v his arm-

And he shpped out of reach once more. It's over, she :Jmug}u_ He's
going to die. I'm going to die. Whata tragic lovve SEOTY. Gﬂ-n-\:u:r:,ne-. mom.
Goodbye, Jean-

But no, Sophie struggled harder and suzceeded in holding Jason wich
a hrmer grip than before. Seemjng o Imove agonjzingl] slow, SDPI:le |Am
to the fiverbank. At last, she FuUed herself and Jason out of che river, where
she sp]u::ened and coughed while trying o catch her breath.

Jason.

Sophie looked cover ar Jason. His skin was pale, and his hair had come
our of its bun from the exertion. Sopl:ie moved towards him uickl}'.
Eold.ing Jasen up and at tempting to farce the water out of his ungs. It's oo
late. SGFJ'I.iE l:-eg:n o ory.

Jason coughed.

“Jason!™ He struggled for a few minutes to canch his breach.

*Sopl:u'e?" he breathed cut when he I;:u.“.}' r\ega.inen:l his voice. “I..what
happened:™

“You Fell. O mrne:l:jn.g. I don't knew. And I...m}' vision started to B
gray. Like you were

d:ring." Her voice caught on that last word. *T was on my way her=
anyway. So [ came. T ho you would be here-"

"How did you know that I came here?

“Um. My best friend, Jean. She alked to your friend. Anyway-"

“But thought you hated meZ™ Sophie stopped rambling.

1 don't haee you. Ll'm scared. | never wanted a soulmate. I never had
that fascination all the other kids seemed to have. I guess I never really saw
the point in soulmates, in l:n-ing a 'd.e:l:jn.}". H:w'n.ga. life Fou didn’t choose.
And, well, even if I did hat= you, 1 still wouldm'e just [ you die. * Jason
B W 1

“T'm scared too, Sephie. I abways was scared about having a soulmare.
About not Ecing good enough for somecne, about ket ting sameane [ cars
abour down. About hurting someone.” For a moment, neither of them said
an}':hing.

T was abways scared about being hure”™ Sophiz admiceed fnally Jasen
:Eou#ﬂ: for o minutee.

ﬁ]‘v{a.}'l:e we don't have to be. I dont believe all the stuff |:J1.e_y say
about soulmates, abour how Four liFe is instantl; J'u.ppier. Erighn\::. r.n.'l:rl:-e.
because of the colors. But it's F'WFJE who have :ie pewer to ma
happy. And that doesn’t mateer who you are. It doesn't have o be your
soulmate. My best friend makes me IJ.IPP}’. I'm sure yours does too. Se,
yeah, T puess we're ‘made for each other”, or whatever. Bur it's up 1o us
to make it real™ SDFJ'Lie smiled, and for the Arst time, she fle mml:l:ing
different ahour soulmates. Hope.

"So.friend & Sop]'l.ie asked DE'J'I.I:JI:J"'\.'!J':,I'. Jasen beamed. His smile made
his bBlue £Fes appear ]ighner. and in them S'-D_phie saw some of the same
hope reflected back at her.

“Friends.”



	Untitled.pdf
	u2.pdf

