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PC Laredo School of Contemporary Dance 

Let us float through Spring ~ dancing! As pictured 

beautifully here, we will  celebrate our creative  

awakening throughout this season and beyond!  

Contents  

Poem ~ Painting ~ Short Story 

Viewpoint ~ News                                Note: All group photos were taken prior to the COVID-19   
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òHomeó 

By: Katherine Wu  

Advisor/Sponsor: Tiffany Van Cleaf 

Adlai E. Stevenson High School 
All PC Katherine Wu 

 

Dressed in a glowing retro òopenó sign, 

Red as the Flaminõ Hot Cheetos devoured, 

Blue as the Glacier Freeze Gatorade guzzled 

It alights as the school day ends.  

 

The French door sways, 

It delightfully dings,  

A barrier and a bridge. 

Connecting yet isolating the dance dimension 

From the rest of humanity. 

 

Feet shuffle,  

Flip flops smack, 

Gym shoes get discarded. 

 

Her soft footsteps fade, 

Outrageous laughter overtakes her, 

More deeply into the building. 

 

The dressing room door creaks open, 

Some girls are chuckling,  

Spitting their chips,  

A few even snort 

Fondly labeled pigs. 

 

She welcomes the smell of Aussie hairspray, 

Of Tasty Spinõs caloric fries.  

Of unavoidable salty sweat,  

Because this is what she can recognize.  

 

Older girls are pulling on their  

Well-worn satin shoes. 

Like slipping on soft cotton PJs,  

Dancers feel at home. 
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Five minutes till,   

Their covered feet clack, 

Against the linoleum hallway,  

Hours later the frigid ground 

Revives their throbbing, sweaty toes.  

 

As the group gathers in the hall, 

Their chatter dwindles to a whisper,  

Studio Cõs wooden door swings open its arms 

As a mother does to her children. 

She ushers the girls away from the cold, 

Welcoming them into 

The warmth of the love-filled home.  
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