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Dancing Into His Heart


 


Synopsis: Dancing Into His Heart - A prima
ballerina in London finds that her lover and costar is cheating on
her and decides to throw it all in and apply to be a mail order
bride in America. She meets a lower class woman in the mail order
bride office and they form a fast and permanent bond as they both
start a new life in the west.

 


 


Giselle tied the delicate looking ribbon rope
of her ballet shoes and flexed her foot to test for comfort. In
ballet, foot comfort was the secret ingredient of a flawless
performance, as most of hers were.

And this was the last performance of Romeo
and Juliet by the Royal Ballet troupe in the Royal Opera House, and
then it would travel elsewhere for two weeks. In between, though,
Giselle had four days off to rest and prepare for the next leg of
shows.

The only thing she hated about the four days
of leisure was that she wouldn’t have much of it for true rest.
Practice happened twice a day every day, she had costume fittings
scheduled for one of the days and another would be spent with her
family who were coming to town especially to spend the time with
her. That left one day, or a portion of it, to spend with Arron,
her fiancé of one year and her current Romeo in the production.

Arron, or Airy as people called him, was the
love of her life, her hero and her steady dance partner. No girl
could ask for more than he was, tall, handsome and strong. His
muscles across his shoulders and arms flexed with great power as
his lifted her small frame above his head or hugged her close as he
danced across the stage.

They were perfect is every way, for each
other, the parts assigned to them and for the audience who fell in
love with the pair as often as they did the plot of the story their
feet and movements told. Giselle and Airy on a playbill guaranteed
sold out theatres and high profits for the ballet company. It was a
coupling made in heaven, people said, but what is seen on the
surface is often different than the core of a relationship. So it
was with them.

In short, she worshipped him. Giselle was the
ultimate girlfriend in the beginning, hanging on his every word,
overachieving in her dance to make him look even better as a
performer than she was at times, which she knew wasn’t true.
Giselle was the Prima Ballerina in the troupe - the dancers said
it, the managers said it, the choreographers knew it, and so did
she. Airy came into the troupe by transferring from Italy where he
didn’t think his talents were being best used. It had only taken
two months of dancing together before the two formed a friendship
and then a love affair, and finally, an engagement. They were the
talk of the ballet world - natural in their dance pairing and
romantic in the love affair that showed in their dance
interpretations. The audience loved them.

Giselle had been with the troupe since she
was twelve, dancing her first performance as a chamber girl in a
side street production for the lower class patrons, something that
catapulted her into the major productions when the managers saw her
natural talent for ballet emerge. The dance was accompanied by a
natural stage presence and everything else that made a girl a Prima
Ballerina.

Now, she was twenty-four, and her popularity
had only grown - especially after she and Airy had hooked up. They
were the dream couple, the popular couple and the couple that had
fire in their blood. The problem was that Airy had lust in his
heart.

But Giselle relied on her faith in God to
handle his mess-ups, forgiving him the little flirts and hugs of
other dancers when he thought she didn’t see. Giselle knew that God
was her mainstay and would see her through all those times. She
also knew that God didn’t make mistakes; if He wanted them to be
husband and wife, He would make it happen. So, true to her
Christian beliefs and faith, Giselle forgave Airy repeatedly.

 


 


Fully dressed and ready for the performance,
Giselle walked from her dressing room to the little makeshift
chapel she had convinced the managers to set up for dancers who
believed that prayer made them dance better. She sat in a chair at
the very back and bowed her head.

Lord, she began; I thank you for the gift of
dance you have blessed me with. I thank you for Airy, and pray that
you will be in the strength of his arms tonight and keep both of us
safe. I also pray that you will be in his heart, helping him to
reconcile his thoughts about me. Help both of us to perform to the
best of our abilities, and I pray that you will guide my heart and
mind. If he isn’t the right man for me according to you plan for my
life, show me so that I will live accordingly in all ways. Thank
you, Lord for my life and all that it entails.

 


Giselle sat for a few minutes longer until
she heard the call for her to get into position. The curtain was
about to be opened; she could hear the anticipation and
restlessness of the packed house.

“Go do it,” the manager said as she passed
by. “Last one here for awhile.”

“Yes,” Giselle answered, as her graceful body
seemed to just float by. She was beautiful anyway, but as Juliet,
she was spectacular in all ways.

Everyone loved her.

The story of Romeo and Juliet in ballet is
wordless which makes the movements of the dancers even more
important. The desires of two young lovers, the acceptance of their
differences represent a natural human longing for the pursuit of
happiness and complete fulfillment of dreams, of love. It is the
story of how that young love is innocent, and how tragedy ends that
love through death.

Often Giselle had thought about whether her
love for Airy would end in death, not of them, but of the love
itself. Again, God would protect her from a life of mourning that
lost love. That she firmly believed, as she doubted the longevity
of being with Airy. The engagement was only a sign of the times
that leant itself to the romance the public saw.

The performance was flawless, as usual,
bringing the audience to its feet as Airy hugged her close, then
leaned her over his knee backwards so far that her head practically
touched the floor. His mouth kissed her neck and brushed across her
flat chest with such sensationalism that she could hear the women
gasp in the front row, their own minds wishing for such a touch.
She and Airy played the parts perfectly on the stage, but in real
life, that wasn’t the case.

She quickly changed from her costume and into
her regular dress, a mauve colored gown just made for her. The
final performance party would already be underway at the local
banquet hall, attended by the performers, the managers and all the
wealthy donors and supporters of the Royal Ballet.

Giselle would be taken there by her assigned
manager, and Airy by his own. They wouldn’t have much private time
during the evening, but as partners and stars of the show, they
would be paraded around to great compliments from the attendees. It
would be late in the evening before they would be alone, and only
then on the walk to her apartment.

She stopped at the door of her dressing room
and sent up a prayer.

 


Lord, thank you for your mercy and grace that
guided us through our last performance here. I pray that you will
continue to guide us and bless us with this talent. Now, Lord, I
ask you to guide me, guide my heart and my eyes that I shall see
the truth in Airy and me, unshielded by the truth. While I love
him, I love you more and will follow your guidance.

 


Giselle turned the doorknob and stepped into
the hallway where the manager was waiting for her.

“Ready?” the young man asked. “I’m sure
everyone is there; we’re a little late.”

“Sorry,” Giselle answered. “Guess you could
say it’s a girl’s choice to be late.” She laughed at her own
attempt at lightening the mood she felt from the manager. He was an
impatient lot, but she was the star and he was lucky to be
accompanying her. That she knew, so he would be content even if she
hadn’t emerged for another hour.

“It is going to be crowed there,” he said as
they rushed from the opera house and into the carriage that waited
for them. “All the big money and such. And you know Airy will be
impatient waiting for us.”

“Airy will be fine,” she said calmly. “He
always seems to find ways of amusing himself.”

The manager chuckled at her response. “That
is the truth if you ever spoke it, Giselle. He does amuse
himself.”

The response brought a pang to her gut. She
sensed a hidden meaning in them, but she didn’t dare ask anything
further for fear the answer would ruin her night. And her life.
Giselle knew Airy was a flirt, but she trusted God to show the
truth of his actions, knowing that things were done in God’s time,
not man’s.

 


 


She rode in silence the rest of the way to
the banquet hall…her mood of the evening now clouded in doubt and
it seemed to be growing. Giselle didn’t understand why or on what
basis, but she knew her gut never lied to her. She exited the
carriage with a growing sense of sadness, but her face shone in a
bright smile as she entered the banquet hall.

The doorman halted her entrance until he had
announced her arrival. She twisted the rope handle of her lace
wristlet, determined not to let the evening be spoiled by the
gnawing feeling that was creeping through her.

“Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you,
Giselle or Juliet as we have come to know her.”

Giselle stepped forward to a loud sound of
applause and gasps of women’s breath as they got a glimpse of the
beautiful dress she was wearing, an original and new style the
likes of which none of them had seen. The color was perfect for her
ivory skin and blue, mesmerizing eyes with lashes so long and black
they had no equal. On her head, the blonde hair was piled high in
ringlets, far more fashionable than most of the women in
attendance. She bowed gracefully, her tiny feet folding perfectly
one to the other beneath the dress.

As expected, Airy emerged from the crowd and
came to her side. The applause sounded again as the attendees
looked on the most popular star couple in the country. No doubt,
even those with the highest social standing felt inadequate among
the company of this pair. He kissed her upturned cheek, exactly as
they had been coached to do. The kiss felt fake, different than the
many times before he had done the same thing.

Guide me, Lord, Giselle said to herself as
she crossed the hall with her hand in the crook of his arm,
speaking to people as they made their way. He would drop her off at
the tea table; from there they would cross meeting each other
throughout the evening. But when it was over, they would find each
other and he would walk her home.

 


 


She enjoyed the conversations with women,
many of whom hung onto their husbands like flies on sugar, proving
their dependence more than a natural love of the man. The whole
banquet hall had the aroma of perfume and people and fakeness.
Giselle found a moment of escape and wandered out to the verandah
that bordered one whole side of it, seeking some fresh air and
alone time to gather her thoughts, seeking to still diminish the
gnawing inside herself. She found a quiet corner at the end of it
and stood in the darkness drinking her tea.

People mulled onto the verandah and back into
the hall, seeking the same as she, Giselle thought. She said
nothing and kept to herself. About a half hour later, a man came
out and stood at the end opposite to her; she watched carefully.
Within a few minutes, one of the ballet performers came out alone,
a girl who had long been Giselle’s friend, her closest one of all
the performers.

Giselle watched as the girl joined Airy at
the other end of the veranda. Her gut jumped and her heart fell as
she realized what God’s message to her was. Airy was having an
affair with her friend. Giselle was frozen in place, her feet stuck
to the inlaid brick that formed the floor of the porch; her eyes
glued on the pair in the far corner who were now embracing each
other…what she saw sent her heart into tumbles moving rapidly over
and over until she felt tears well up in her eyes and the cup
dropped from her hands.

She stared at them as they both suddenly
turned and looked in her direction, which gave her feet instant
flight. Giselle gathered up the sides of her dress and flew back
inside. She didn’t stop rushing along until she reached the iron
gate of her boarding house, her heart beating wildly and the tears
flowing down her rouged cheeks. God had shown her what she needed
to see.

 


 


It was less than a half hour before a knock
sounded on her door. She didn’t answer, distraught as she was and
knowing who the caller would be; Airy. There was nothing he could
say that would change the image she had seen or the cruelty of his
betrayal. That was the gnawing she had felt, the urgency that kept
coming back to her all evening. Even as he had brushed her face
during the performance, something had been different in his touch,
his looks into her eyes and in her heart.

After several knocks, he went away. And,
Giselle cried herself to sleep.

 


 


By morning, she had made up her mind to rid
herself of the anxiety that overwhelmed her about Airy. She prayed
her morning prayer in earnestness like she had never felt before,
asking God to put his hand on her and to help her form the
decisions she needed to make. Over the course of the day, He did
just that, answers coming and peace falling over her. By day’s end,
she knew what she had and would do with Him as her guiding
light.

First of all, Giselle knew that continuing to
play Juliet opposite Airy in Romeo and Juliet would be almost
impossible. Their rift would show in the performance and bleed into
the audience’s perception of the perfect love story and tragedy
that Shakespeare felt to be among his best works. She couldn’t do
that to the master’s memory, the ballet or to herself. Less than a
perfect performance would ruin her reputation and make it hard for
the troupe to cover her mess ups.

Resigning from the Royal Ballet would be a
number one thing to do.

Secondly, she had to make some decisions
about her life, not only in general, but also about where she would
be the happiest. Here, where gossip and rumors would govern her
every appearance in public and in the press, how would she
emotionally survive? What would her family and friends think? How
do female jilted lovers and fiancés survive? Where did they hide or
did they just buck up and take the loss as part of life while the
public stared at them?

Over and over, Giselle considered her
choices: Stay and take it or leave in search of happiness, even if
it meant taking chances, steps and changes that were never anything
she might consider except when backed into the corner as she now
found herself. She prayed again for the answer and received it
within the day. She would leave for greener pastures of some sort,
and she doubted they could be found in England. The answer lay
beyond that grayish landscape and bad memories.

 


 


Two days later, after spending much of it
alone in her room, Giselle went to the local bakery to treat
herself to a croissant with jam. If you’re drowning in sorrow, jam
helps, she thought, walking into the best smell in England. She
gathered her order and sat by the window in the small shop,
watching passersby as she ate. Her mood had changed from a gray one
to a bright and sunny one that reeked with a sense of
adventure.

Slowly, her eyes focused on a small flyer
taped to the window of the bakery, which she hadn’t noticed before.
It was affixed as to be read from the outside, but even backwards,
she could read it:

 


Wanted: Christian Mail Order Brides for Men
in America

Inquire at 304 Nottingham for information

 


Her mind processed the words at a slow pace.
At first, she was slightly surprised that men actually advertised
for a bride, especially to travel to America, a new country where
Giselle had heard that life was difficult at best. But, she had
also heard there was a dire need for women who were willing to make
the long journey and become the wives of men who wanted to start
families and have companionship.

Overall, she thought, it is the same type of
loneliness to which I’m going to be exposed. Who wants a left over
ballet dancer when her betrothed has dumped her? And would she ever
trust another man? Could she live in a newly developing country
where her modern day conveniences and luxuries weren’t available?
Would she be happy with a rugged, rancher type man who farmed?
Could she give up ballet for the chance of being happy in America?
And, surely, the man at the other end of the trip would be a
farmer, a rancher or a small businessman. Do opposites attract?

Giselle committed the address to memory and
made her way back to her room and the solitude it brought her. At
her desk, in neat and meticulous handwriting, Giselle wrote her
letter of resignation to the Royal Ballet, tears streaming down her
cheeks as she did so, her dream melting onto the one page notice.
She had to let them know so that her understudy would be prepared
for the performance that started in a couple of days.

It was only fair and it was the right thing
to do, after all, the girl had already practiced the love scenes
with Airy in real time; she was the girl with him on the porch.

While she wrote out her words to them, her
mind turned over and over the flyer about America and mail order
brides. Could she do that? Would she? Would a man show interest in
her, given her standing in England and her history of ballet?
Giselle wasn’t domestic at all; she couldn’t even boil water. What
man would want such a novice? Probably none.

 


 


Nonetheless, the next day, Giselle walked on
robotic feet to the address on the flyer and opened the door to an
agency where she found only men working at the busy counter. When
she walked in, heads turned among the women who sat a small tables
filling out paperwork, and the whispers ruffled through the room.
If was a confirmation of what Giselle knew would be the case, and
that confirmation steeled her resolve as her turn at the counter
came.

“I’m interested in going to America as a mail
order bride,” she said firmly to the male at the counter.

“Okay, Miss Giselle,” he said, not even
having to ask her name. He readied a set of forms and handed them
to her. “Please fill these out and bring them back to me. I’ll go
through the men we have listed and see if there are any prospects
for a Prima Ballerina.”

For a second, the sarcasm stung her, but only
for a second because God brought calm to her and she was
relieved.

A verse from Peter crossed her mind:
Do not repay evil for evil or reviling for
reviling, but on the contrary, bless, for to this you were called,
that you may obtain a blessing.

“Thank you,” Giselle said in a sweet voice
and took the forms, found herself a place at a table with a rather
homely girl and set about answering the questions.

“Do you want to go to America?” the girl
whispered.

“I think so,” Giselle answered, sensing the
girl’s timidity. “Do you?”

“Yes!” the excitement seeped out of the
girl’s eyes and mouth. “Are you looking for work or for a husband?
They are taking applications for both, you know.”

“No, I didn’t know that,” Giselle whispered
back, realizing that she had sat down at the table with probably
the only woman in the room who would speak to her. Obviously, the
girl didn’t know Giselle’s story or her popularity. That was a
breath of fresh air to Giselle.

“I’m applying for work. But who knows? I
might just find a husband in the process. But a poor hearth girl
like me don’t have no prospects in a husband through this place,
it’s for rich people.”

“How do you know that?” Giselle asked,
interested in why someone would say that.

“Because that man up there at the desk told
me when I asked for an application. He said, “We don’t make matches
for commoners, ‘mam.’ That’s what he said, so I told him I wanted a
job in America, and he gave me these to fill out.”

She held the stack of papers up for Giselle
to see. The header on the top sheet read, “Domestic Help
Application.” A quick shot of anger traveled through Giselle at the
way upper society separated people into such categories. Secretly,
she hoped the girl would find love in America, over and above a
good job.

“How rude of him,” Giselle said. “I hope you
find a good job and a good husband!”

She shook her head and went back to filling
in her personal information, thinking through every answer that
required more than just data. She had one chance to convince a man
that a ballerina could do more than dance, although she wasn’t one
of them, but he didn’t need to know that. Not yet. She just needed
a connection and a possibility - just a foot in the door, a
chance.

“I’m Audrey,” the girl said, offering Giselle
her hand to shake. “I’m though with these, so I’ll be going. Good
luck to you.”

Giselle took the girl’s hand and found it to
be warm and inviting, an instant comradery formed between them and
Giselle knew it wouldn’t be the last time she saw her.

“Nice to meet you, and good luck to you, too.
I hope you find everything you want and need in America. A fresh
start never hurt anyone, did it?”

“That’s exactly what my mother said before
she died. ‘Get yourself a fresh start on life.’ It is why I’m here
now.”

“Well, then I hope it works,” Giselle said,
and Audrey left the table. Giselle’s eyes followed her to the
counter where she dropped off her paper and left, waving to Giselle
as the girl passed through the door.

Giselle finished her forms and returned to
the counter with them, intentionally going to the same man with the
sarcastic comments. ‘Subject yourself to those who rebuke you,’ a
minister had once said. Today, she felt the meaning of those
words.

“Okay,” the man said after looking over her
forms. “I’ll take this and match it up to someone if we have such a
person for you. The way it works is that we will send your
application to him, and if he’s interested, you hear directly from
him. We think its best that the matter is handled between the
potential couple from that point on.

“We bow out of it.”

“That’s fine. I appreciate your effort,”
Giselle returned. “I hope something works out for me.”

“Oh, you aren’t performing here anymore?” the
man asked, obviously uninformed about her resignation that had made
the front page of the paper.

“No,” she said.

“I didn’t know that. How regretful. We’ll
miss your talent on the stage.”

Giselle smiled
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