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Act I: The Prophecy


“You have to love dancing to stick to it. It gives you nothing back, no manuscripts to store away, no paintings to show on walls and maybe hang in museums, no poems to be printed and sold, nothing but that single fleeting moment when you feel alive. It is not for unsteady souls.”

Merce Cunningham

augury (au-gu-ry): the prophetic divining of the future by observation of natural phenomena—particularly the behavior of birds.

Please silence your cell phones. There will be two short intermissions.






Prologue


[Old, blind man (grey hair and beard) enters stage right, limping, guided by stagehand dressed in black. Center stage spotlight comes up. Address to audience.]

I only see what’s shown to me

I only tell what I have seen

Lives could be rich and long and free

If only they listen to me

The mind is closed, the truth betrayed

Howe’er neat the future arrayed

But fate, cruel fate, that human dread

Manipulated in its stead

I give the tools, the prophecy

Alas, the mind too closed to see

Not all can sense, the birds portend

Dance us to the bitter end.

I am but an actor set on the page

Let’s not forget the world’s a stage.

[Exit stage left.]







1
Victoria



THE ONLY TIME Victoria felt alive anymore was when she was watching her daughter dance. She sat in the auditorium, anxiously awaiting the moment her beautiful Delia would take the stage. She would then feel alive again for the duration of a song. If only she could grab onto that feeling, that short span of time, and keep it with her always.

Victoria watched, rapt, as Delia glided out from between the black velvet curtains on stage right and silently took her starting pose. The flowing light grey dress Delia wore—so light it was almost white—made her look more like a celestial mist than a teenage human. A chill ran through Victoria’s buzzing body as she anticipated her daughter’s first moves. Someone in the audience coughed, momentarily pulling Victoria out of her reverie. But she easily slid back in when she heard the two introductory piano chords—the beginning of each sounding strong but fading in time as vibrations in the ether, and humans, are wont to do—of Delia’s music.

She turned to the person sitting nearest and said, “That’s my daughter.”

Delia began to dance. When she did, what Victoria saw was the beautifully muscled specimen that she herself had lovingly sculpted out of human flesh, working over the years to strip away all the inessential parts, as Michelangelo stripped away the inessential parts of the marble he sculpted, leaving behind something that pretty damn near resembled perfection.

Victoria watched as Delia rolled effortlessly up on her pointe shoes, seeming to float upon the very air she breathed. She watched as Delia opened her long arms in a port de bras that painted every corner of the auditorium with the unseen colors of life, breath, and meaningful existence. She watched, fluttering along, as Delia’s feet moved gracefully out from under her in a delicate pas de couru. Just the mere act of watching flooded Victoria’s brain with the same feeling as actually dancing herself. It was addictive. And Victoria always wanted more.

The whole dance was a dream, choreographed on a cloud. Victoria had choreographed it, and her daughter was currently dancing it. Perfectly.

The music ended. Delia recovered her earthly embodiment, curtseyed to the judges, and made a light-footed exit toward the wings as the announcer spoke: “Thank you. That was number 31, Metamorphosis. Next up, we have number 32, Heavenly Pennies.”

Victoria stood up from her seat in the auditorium, breathing in the air of the theatre she loved so much, slid down the row of seats, trying not to step on anyone’s toes, and headed backstage.







2
Delia



DELIA SAT backstage, enveloped in a fine mist of hairspray from nearby dancers slicking and securing their hair into neat buns. She stared at her face in the warped mirror of the portable dressing table her mother had wheeled to every ballet competition for as long as she could remember. Her reflection rippled in the glass, making her black-outlined eyes undulate like waves.

Even though the energy around her effervesced with the excitement and nerves of other dancers stretching and marking out their choreography, she homed in on a small crack in the bottom corner of the mirror and ran her finger along it, tracing its path. As she did, she felt a sharp sting in her fingertip. She didn’t immediately pull her hand away—there was something about the sting in her finger coalescing with the vision of her warped reflection that felt calming in that moment.

“Oh, Delia, that was beautiful!”

Her mother’s voice startled her. She pulled her finger away from the glass and held it close to her body, cradling it with her other hand.

“Thanks,” she said, returning her consciousness to the world of the dressing room instead of the world of the glass. She looked down at her finger and saw the slightest plume of red blood begin to feather out along the lines of her fingerprint. For reasons beyond her understanding, this gave her a sense of satisfaction. “Did you see I messed up the grande ronde de jambe? I couldn’t get off the ground.”

“I didn’t notice,” said Victoria, lost in her own world. “That means no one else did either.” She took a breath. “Is your shin hurting again?”

Delia nodded.

“You’ve been having trouble with that part. Maybe we should change it.”

“No,” said Delia, giving the answer she was supposed to give. “I’m fine.”

She watched in the warped mirror as her mother dug through her dance bag.

“Where is that Tiger Balm? I told you to make sure you had it,” said Victoria.

Delia sat up a little taller, finding an area of the mirror that did not distort her face. She mentally rehearsed something she needed to say: Mom, I’ve made a decision. I want to take that class at the community college this summer.

When she tried to speak, though, her tongue tied itself in a knot and all she could utter was, “Do I have to do this?” She felt her body slouch into itself and assume the posture of a preschooler who didn’t want to eat her vegetables.

Victoria stopped.

“Do what? Dance? Yes, Delia. Yes, you do. It’s the last competition of the year. And I know, I just know, you can get a summer scholarship.”

“But Mom, I really don’t—”

“Delia, this is for your career.”

Delia really didn’t know why she was trying to bring it up again, but she took a deep breath and said, “I wanted to take that biology class over the summer. Remember I told you I could get college credit?”

“We’ve been over this. Ballet is your future, Didi-bird.”

Delia recoiled. She couldn’t stand being called Didi-bird. It made her feel like a little baby again. She wasn’t a baby. She was almost 18. Almost.

Even though Delia felt frustrated with her mother at times, she also felt her mother’s love, tenderness, and care. Sometimes it was just a little too much love, tenderness, and care. She often wondered why her mother was the way she was. Intently focused on just the one thing—her daughter’s ballet career, a goal she’d had for Delia ever since Delia could remember.

Victoria shook her head. “Just keep getting out there, honey,” she said. “Get out there on that stage and keep showing them what I taught you to do. You’ll see. You’ll be able to live your wildest dreams.”

“No,” Delia said quietly, “I’ll be able to live your wildest dreams.” She didn’t know if she had said that part out loud or not.

“What?” asked Victoria.

“Nothing.”

“Delia,” Victoria spoke calmly. “We’re not doing this here. This is the Certatio Celestis Internationale, the most prestigious ballet competition there is. And I know you’re going to win a summer scholarship this year. You’re not going to throw that away for some teenage whim.”

Delia turned back toward the mirror. She felt defeated. But more than that, she felt guilty. She didn’t want to hurt or even disappoint her mother. But she also didn’t want to disappear as a person with wants and needs and desires entirely.

“It’s not in here,” said Victoria. “The Tiger Balm. It must have, I don’t know, fallen out in the car or something. I’ll go look. Honey, it’s going to be great.” She gave Delia a kiss on the cheek and smoothed her hair before running out to the parking lot.
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Victoria



A GROUP OF pigeons, half running on their little stem legs and half flapping their wings with a slap, slap, slap, skittered in front of Victoria as she hurried back toward the theatre with the cold jar of Tiger Balm ointment in her hand. On the way, she passed a grizzled old man who sat on a bench doling out breadcrumbs to the birds.

She could swear she heard him say her name.

She turned to look at him and was taken aback by his disheveled appearance.

“Don’t do it, Victoria,” he mumbled, without looking up.

“What?” She looked around to see if he was talking to someone nearby. He wasn’t. “Are you talking to me?”

“Aye,” he said.

She shook off the moment and started to walk away, but something inside compelled her to turn back and ask, “How do you know my name?”

“No matter,” he answered. He reached into the bag of breadcrumbs on his lap and tossed some out to the birds.

She hesitated for moment, watching the pigeons gather and start pecking at the handful of crumbs on the ground.

He gave her an eerie feeling. She knew she should’ve just ignored him and gotten back to Delia, but curiosity got the best of her. “Don’t do what?” she asked.

“Don’t make her dance.” He spoke louder this time. His voice was gravelly and rattled with the sound of a lifetime of too much alcohol. “You’re not gonna like how it turns out.”

“Excuse me?” She was flustered. “What, what are you—?” 	She looked at the man. He didn’t look at her. “How do you know my name?”

“Don’t make her dance anymore,” he bellowed, as if overtaken by a spirit. He looked in her general direction with hazy blue-grey eyes.

“Can you?” Victoria waved her hand in front of his face. “Can you see?” Victoria asked.

“Nope,” he said, turning his eyes skyward. “I’m blind as a bat. But I don’t need to see to know your little birdie’s gonna fly the coop . . . Fly far . . . far, far away,” he sang. “Fly so high, she gonna fly with angels . . .”

Victoria shivered as a chill ran down her spine. She wanted to walk away but felt frozen in place.

After a short pause, he announced, “Augur has spoken.”

Whatever spell he had momentarily cast over her faded. Victoria gathered herself and said, “I—I have to get back to my daughter.”
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Delia



DELIA, SMELLING of menthol after rubbing the balm on her aching shin, felt almost limp as her mother pulled her by the wrist down a row of auditorium seats that were already occupied. The awards ceremony was about to begin and there were two seats in the middle her mom had her eye on.

“Excuse me. Sorry,” her mom repeated in a singsong voice to every person who pulled in their feet and turned their knees to the side to let them pass.

“Mom, do we have to sit exactly in the middle?” Honestly, it was so embarrassing.

“Yes, Delia,” her mother answered. “I want some good pictures for your Insta when you get your awards.”

“If it’s my Insta, why are you the only one who posts pictures on it?” retorted Delia.

“What has gotten into you?”

Delia had nothing to say. She really couldn’t explain what had gotten into her.

As soon as they got settled, Delia unwittingly became the victim of one of her mother’s excited-slash-nervous hugs. She tried to keep cool, but her mom’s enthusiasm was contagious, which forced Delia to begrudgingly admit to herself that it actually would feel nice to win something. She had worked really hard to get to this elite level of dance.

As the emcee took the stage, Delia felt the air thicken. No longer did it bubble with anticipation, endorphins, and distant dancing dreams. Things were about to get real. Everyone in the auditorium took it all very seriously.

For what felt like forever, the emcee spoke about how everyone who came here today was a winner. When he finally came to the awards, Delia’s heart began to pound despite her consciously willing it not to.

“In third place,” the emcee announced, “we have number 17.”

Delia turned in her seat and watched as a younger dancer approached the stage. She then looked at her mom sitting next to her. Something seemed a little off. At this point in a competition day, Delia would normally be observing her mother taking notes in her program, completely immersed in the situation. But today she wasn’t. Instead, she gnawed at the tips of her fingers. As Delia looked closer, she noticed her mom’s upper lip had little beads of sweat twinkling on it and her eyes were flickering as if she was deep in thought.

“And in second place,” the emcee continued, pulling Delia’s attention back toward the stage, “number 36, Joseph Hardin.”

Delia had competed against Joseph a few times over the years, but they didn’t really know each other. He ascended to the stage, nodded a quick thank you to the emcee, and accepted his second-place medal.

“And coming in at first place . . .” The emcee mimicked a drum roll. “Number 31, Delia Leary.”

She felt a squeeze on her knee. “Ow, Mom,” she whispered through tight lips. That knee was the knee that connected to her previously throbbing, but now mentholated, shin.

“Sorry, honey,” her mother said, distractedly. “I’m just excited.” Her mom smiled at her, but the eyes lacked connection.

Delia bit the inside of her mouth until she tasted blood. The taste of it kept her grounded as she stood to collect her award. Perfect little Didi-bird, she thought to herself snarkily as she deftly maneuvered her way out from the center seat her mom had chosen. She climbed the stairs to the stage, accepted her gold medal, and took her place beside Joseph Hardin.

“Congratulations,” he whispered to her.

“Thanks,” she said. “You too.”

“And now, this is what we’ve all been waiting for,” the emcee said with an anticipatory tone. “Scholarships and contracts.”

Every single person in the auditorium took a collective breath.

“This year, we have only two summer scholarships to give out. They’re both from New York Contemporary Ballet Academy.” Once again, the ridiculous drumroll. From where she stood, Delia could see the audience begin to shift in their seats. “Ok, ok,” the emcee laughed into the microphone. “I’ll stop stalling. The two scholarships I hold in my hand go to our first- and second-place winners, Delia Leary and Joseph Hardin!”

Delia’s forced smile tightened as she gritted her teeth. So much for her summer plan to take biology at the community college. On the other hand, the idea of going to New York without her mother did have some appeal. So many emotions surged within her all at once—disappointment and excitement, pride and doubt. She was proud of her achievements, proud of all her hard work, pleased with herself for pleasing her mom because all of this meant so much to her. But she didn’t exactly feel ready to commit to a life in ballet without knowing what else she might be capable of.

“Now,” the emcee spoke again, “we have one contract of employment to offer this year. As you all know, Certatio Celestis Internationale de Ballet has very strict rules about how old a dancer should be to be offered an employment contract.”

He paused to survey the dancers standing behind him on the stage, then looked back at the audience.

“Every once in a while, however,” he continued, “our judges see something in a dancer that leads them to bend those rules. This is one of those times. The judges have decided to award a contract to a seventeen-year-old.”

He paused once again.

Delia’s heart sank. She knew what was coming next.

“Delia Leary, please step forward to accept your employment contract for the fall season as a corps de ballet member with New York Contemporary Ballet Theatre!”

Delia stood stock still, one foot carefully placed in front of the other in a relaxed turned-out third position, the way she had been taught to stand on stage since about birth, and stared out at the audience. She wasn’t sure if she heard correctly. Who the hell was she kidding? She just heard all her mother’s dreams for her suddenly come true.

Joseph leaned to her and whispered, “Wow.”

“Yeah,” said Delia, not knowing exactly what she felt as she looked out toward the audience. She could see her mom, who was over-exaggeratedly gesturing that Delia needed to walk over to the awards table to receive her contract. The stage lights shining in her eyes turned everything into a blur.
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Victoria



AFTER THE awards ceremony, an ecstatic Victoria met up with Delia backstage. She looked on as Delia, surrounded by other dancers, gracefully accepted their congratulations. Victoria lifted her chin a little higher, the corners of her mouth angled slightly up.

That was her daughter. The product of her mothering. And she had succeeded. Delia had made it.

While Victoria watched, her gaze melted into soft focus, making the vision in front of her as beautiful and soft and muted and dreamy as a Degas painting. This is her little girl.

That little girl had grown, as children do, even though through the years Victoria had begged her to stop doing so. Victoria laughed to herself as she remembered little Didi responding so seriously, “But mommy, I can’t stop growing. Kids have to grow. That’s their job.” That was back when they would twirl together around the dance studio with Didi’s skinny little bird legs wrapped around her mother’s torso. Victoria had found so much joy in the movement together with her daughter—their bodies melding into one almost as if Victoria were again carrying baby Didi safe in her belly for a fleeting moment.

Victoria didn’t get those moments anymore. Delia had grown. And Victoria had to be satisfied with whatever affection she could get. She longed for those moments of connection. Those moments gave her the sustenance and the will to keep on existing. These days, Victoria felt that, instead of mother giving lifeblood to the daughter, maybe it was the other way around. Maybe it was the daughter who gave lifeblood to the mother. The truth was, when Victoria watched Delia on the stage, she could forget that she was forty years old and greying and aching and alone.

The crowd of dancers surrounding Delia dissipated and Victoria approached her daughter with arms outstretched. “How do you feel?”

Caught up in the energy that surrounded her, Delia was visibly shaking with excitement. “It’s kind of cool.”

“Kind of cool?” Victoria repeated. “Delia, this is amazing. You are amazing. I’m so proud of you, kid.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

Victoria, still caught up in her vision, watched as Delia started packing up her tutus. Would she actually let Delia go to New York, not just for the summer, but to actually live there? Delia was growing up, she knew that, but things seemed to be happening fast, like time was somehow speeding up. She wasn’t sure if she was ready to let go of her little girl, especially when there was so much still to be experienced together.

Delia turned to her mom. “Are you gonna help me with these tutus, or are you gonna just stand there and watch?”

“Delia,” Victoria answered, surprised at Delia’s tone. “Don’t talk to me like that, honey.”

“Sorry,” Delia answered, countering Victoria’s surprise with her own teenage sarcasm. “But I could use the help.”

“Why haven’t you even looked at those yet?” Victoria asked, pointing at the two manila envelopes that were on the floor, leaned up against Delia’s dance bag. “Aren’t you excited?”

“Yeah, but I have to get my stuff together.”

Victoria bent down to pick up the envelopes. “Well, I’m looking.”

With the feel of those envelopes in her hand, Victoria reflected on how excited she had been so long ago when she got her own professional dance contract with a little company in Chicago, not nearly as well known as New York Contemporary Ballet Theatre, when she was just a bit older than Delia. As a result of accepting that contract, she found out there was much more in the world than she would ever find in her little hometown of Grey’s Point, Indiana.

Your little birdie’s gonna fly the coop . . . Fly far . . . far, far away . . . 

Victoria quickly shook off the words of the crazy blind man she had met outside. She tore open the first envelope, the one that contained the paperwork for the summer scholarship in New York. She skimmed: daily class and rehearsal . . . eight weeks . . . residence hall with supervision. It would be difficult to let Delia go, even if it was only for a short time, but many other young dancers were going from all over the country. It would be a good opportunity for her. A great opportunity.

Delia looked over her mother’s shoulder. “Is that for the scholarship?”

“Yes,” Victoria said softly to her beautiful little girl.

“Would that be something I could do on my own?”

“I’ll think about it,” Victoria answered.

“Did you open the other one? The contract?”

“Not yet.”

“That one’s just ridiculous, right Mom?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I still have a year of high school left. And I’m not eighteen. Is it even legal?”

Victoria silently vacillated on what the right thing to do would be. She inhaled and then let out her breath. “It’s a great opportunity, hon. Sometimes you only get one in a whole lifetime.”

Victoria tore open the second envelope and pulled out the contract. First, she checked to see if the name on the contract was right. There it was—Delia Leary, written plainly in black and white. She continued reading, wincing when she saw the corps de ballet salary. She knew how pricey New York was and that salary wouldn’t go very far.

As she read on, though, she couldn’t help but smile. Stipulation number 5 on the Ballet Artist’s Official Contract of Employment stated: “If ARTIST is a minor, ARTIST must have a chaperone while living in NYC, and must be accompanied by a chaperone while on tour.”

Like an orange poppy from a Georgia O’Keeffe painting, an idea blossomed in Victoria’s mind, an idea that would change everything. She could go to New York. Not only as a chaperone, but as Delia’s manager. After all, there was much more to working your way up to being a star ballerina than just dancing in the corps. There would be photo ops, commercial work, live appearances, social media. And, as an added benefit, mother and daughter would forever be intertwined; forever be connected through dance, through life. Victoria could satisfy that ever-present motherly urge to never let go by becoming invaluable to her little girl.

And at the same time, she could be a part of that dance world she never got to fully inhabit.

It was perfect.
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Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



WHEN SHE was twenty-two years old, after she had the life-changing experience of touring Europe with a small dance company called Chicago Dance Experience, Victoria packed up everything she owned (it all fit in a large suitcase) and boarded a bus that would take her from Grey’s Point, Indiana, to New York City.

As she stepped out the front door of the Port Authority Bus Terminal on Forty-Second Street in Midtown Manhattan, dragging her every earthly possession behind her, she was struck almost blind by the energy of the city. It made her flush with excitement and possibility. Her senses were stunned. The April sun seemed unusually bright, making it difficult for her to orient herself. It took a second for her eyes, for her whole sensibility, to adjust. She squinted as she looked left and right to try and get her bearing. People walked past—fast—with purpose and determination. Each person looking like they knew exactly where they were going. And, well, so did she—metaphorically, of course. She didn’t know which way to start walking, but she knew what she came here to do. To dance.

The research she had done back in Grey’s Point, Indiana, told her there was a youth hostel on West Forty-Fifth Street that cost $25 a night and, following a false start walking south down Eighth Avenue, she went off to find it. A few city blocks later, a sign revealed itself to her over an odd purple door on a greystone building: HOSTEL, HOSTEL The Hostel So Nice They Named It Twice.

After checking in, she headed uptown to scope out a dance studio—NY Contempo Dance, Inc. Walking block after city block, from midtown to uptown, her mind wandered. She was filled with new life. The sights and sounds of the city were exhilarating. She couldn’t wait to find her place here.

The second-floor windows of NY Contempo Dance, Inc. revealed dancers doing a jazz combination. Entering the building, she was greeted by a long orange hallway, at the end of which was an archaic elevator. She pulled open the elevator door and slid open the gate. Both slammed behind her as she turned around to push the button with the number 2 beside it. Her heart raced as the elevator inched its way up to the second floor. Oooh, the anticipation, she laughed to herself, trying to keep calm in the rickety contraption.

The elevator stopped. She once again slid the gate open, then opened the door and stepped out into a classic wooden-floored, sweaty-smelling dance center. The music she heard seeping out of studio 3 drew her to look in on the class. She immediately felt a visceral connection to the music, the movement, and the man teaching the modern-infused jazz class. Looking closer, she thought she knew the man who was teaching. He looked very familiar to her. Then she remembered she had taken his class at the dance center in Italy that had hosted her old Chicago dance company’s performance during their two-week tour there two years before. She remembered enjoying his class. His choreography fit her body; she didn’t even have to think when doing his steps, just move. Well, that’s interesting, she thought. Maybe she had found where she was supposed to be. For now.

She made eye contact with the instructor. He didn’t register any recognition. Why would he? We met for like a minute two years ago. And maybe it wasn’t him. What was his name again? It had to be him. She recognized the movement.

Her brain immediately flashed back to the first stop on Chicago Dance Experience’s Italy Tour—Rome.

She was in a jazz class at Roma Accademia di Danza taught by a man named Nicolas Strozzi. His choreography was fresh, new, exciting. Victoria liked it very much. Something about it just felt right in her body. The instructor saw this and took an interest in her dancing.

“You,” he said, pointing at Victoria. “Parli italiano?”

She just stared at him, shaking her head a bit, not knowing what he said.

“Parlez vous Français?” he asked.

Victoria meekly replied, “English?”

He laughed. “Of course,” he said with an accent Victoria couldn’t place. “Please step forward so everyone can watch you. You’re beautiful.”

Victoria smiled inwardly as she stepped forward in front of the group of dancers.

“Alright,” Nicolas announced loudly. He walked over to the CD player, turned to face the group of multilingual dancers, and, with a large gesture, patted the top of his head three times before pressing play.

All the dancers in the room knew this was dancer sign language for “Once more, from the top.”

Victoria tore herself away from watching the class at NY Contempo Dance, Inc. to look over at the wall where all the instructors’ black-and-white headshots hung with their names posted underneath. There he was, looking over his bare shoulder at her from the wall. It was him. It was Nicolas Strozzi.

The next day Victoria returned to NY Contempo Dance, Inc., rode that frightening elevator up to the second floor, paid her $10.50, and joined Nicolas Strozzi’s advanced jazz class. She took her spot on the left side of the room, not too far back, but not too close to the front either. A perfect spot where she could see herself in the mirror and keep an eye on Strozzi, while still feeling safely concealed in case it showed all too well that this was her first class in the big city. She also used this positioning as a way of testing her own ability. She knew that if he once again picked her out of the group from her slightly concealed position and asked her to come forward so the other dancers could watch her as they danced, she was doing something right.

Victoria followed Nicolas Strozzi’s jazz warmup as well as she could. It was pre-choreographed, with a pre-stretch, a full center barre, and tons of ab work. She felt a little discouraged as she looked around at the class of dancers who knew every step by heart.

But the music, to her ears, was just incredible, an interesting mix—some R & B, some alternative rock, and some French tunes she had never heard before. And the center dance combination was just what Victoria had remembered.

There was something about the way Nicolas’s choreography felt to Victoria. The only way she could wrap her brain around it was that it felt like natural spirals that were already swirling within her own body, just waiting to come out. One step flowed perfectly into the next and it all made sense to her.

After giving the students a chance to practice the combination a few times, Nicolas broke the class down into smaller groups, so the dancers could fully move without fear of running into each other. During these small group run-throughs, Victoria felt his eyes on her.

“What’s your name?” Nicolas asked in front of the whole class, pointing to Victoria.

“Victoria,” she answered, knowing he would ask her to step forward.

“Would you mind?” Nicolas asked, motioning that she should move up to the front of the group of dancers.

Victoria smiled and nodded, self-satisfied that she had passed her own test of her abilities, and took her place in front to lead the others.

“Let’s do it again,” Nicolas called out as he pressed play on the CD player.

After the hour-and-a-half class was over, Victoria approached Nicolas Strozzi and thanked him, as is customary.

“Do I know you?” he asked with a light accent.

Victoria nodded. “Kind of,” she said. “We met about two years ago in Rome. I was there dancing with—”

“That’s right,” he said. “I remember.”

“Yeah,” said Victoria in response.

“You’re good,” Nicolas said.

“Thanks.”

“Are you coming back?”

Victoria nodded. “I’ll be back on Thursday.”

“Good.”

Victoria walked out of that class feeling great, replaying in her mind the way he said that she was good, with that accent. She was hopeful things might really work out for her in this big, bad city.
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Delia



THE EARLY spring sunlight shone through the windows obliquely, bouncing off the mirrors, illuminating specks of dust floating in the air, turning each one into a tiny angel that danced on a pinpoint of light. Delia sat on the grey Marley floor of the dance studio, retying the ribbons of her pointe shoes. She had just run through what had been choreographed so far of one of the pieces she would perform at the June recital before heading off to New York that summer.

She was reminded time and again that her mother had spent a lot of money to install that Marley dance floor, not to mention the floating subfloor underneath it, the mirrors on the walls, and the training equipment—foot stretchers and foam rollers among other various devices—that lay strewn about. If you’re going to own a dance studio, Victoria had explained to Delia, you can’t get by with subpar facilities, especially if you want to train exceptional dancers. But Delia knew it was really all for her.

“Can you try that part again?” Victoria asked her.

“What part?”

“The double pirouette en dedans into the arabesque,” said Victoria.

“Yeah.”

Delia stood up and walked heavily (as ballerinas tend to do when not mid-dance step), her weight in her heels, to center floor. Her body cut through the floating dust angels, making them swirl in her wake. She rolled over the pointe of one of her shoes to stretch her foot before standing in croisé fourth in preparation for the double turn. After completing her second rotation, with arms overhead, she opened up to first arabesque still en pointe . . . and still turning.

“Why can’t you stop turning on the arabesque?” asked Victoria. “I want you to just hover there for a moment before you faille through.”

“Mom, I’m turning on pointe, I can’t just stop turning.”

“Try it again. This time, open up a little sooner. Really push your pointe down into the floor as you rotate your standing heel forward. And really work the turnout in your working leg. And stretch long through that foot.” Victoria demonstrated, using her arms, the stretching and rotating action she wanted from Delia’s legs.

Delia sighed and tried the move again, rotating, reaching, stretching the way her mother had said.

“Better,” said Victoria. “Once again. Same thing in the legs, but watch your upper body. Reach the arms up and out before hitting your position. And stretch that front arm toward the front corner as you round the turn, still pulling up through the top of your head. And reeeeeeach,” she often elongated this word, “through the ends of your fingertips.”

Delia took her preparation, weight on the front foot, just as her mom had taught her.

As she was going for the turn, she gently pushed the dust angel-infested air away with the back of her front hand before bringing her second hand up to meet it in fifth en haut, just as her mom had taught her.

She used the floor with her back foot, pushing down into the ground and “striking a match” with her toes to give her just the right amount of torque and control to complete a double pirouette en dedans, just as her mom had taught her.

Delia made sure her hips and shoulders were in line so the top half of her body didn’t have to play catch-up to the bottom half mid-turn, just as her mom had taught her.

The toe of the leg that was in passé made contact just above the knee of her standing leg, turned out to the side, pulling further up underneath her seat as the pirouette progressed, just as her mom had taught her.

She whipped her head around and maintained her “spot” to keep focused and prevent getting dizzy each time she pirouetted, just as her mom had taught her.

And now, she opened up her leg and arms before finishing the second pirouette, digging and rotating her standing pointe into the floor, rotating the leg that was in arabesque in the opposite direction, reaching her arms out and up with the front one stretching to the front corner, just as her mom had taught her.

There she hovered, in first arabesque, for a fraction of a second, just long enough to inhale and feel like she was floating along with the angels, before crossing that leg down in front of the other one and sweeping her back arm through in a stretch that showed off her well-muscled back, just as her mom had taught her.

Victoria clapped her hands together, just once, nodded, and said, “Better.”

It was times like this, when Delia felt like she had complete control over every muscle in her body and she became one with time and with the air, that her mind became clear and she was able to figure out anything that she had been struggling with. As she reached through her faille, she knew what she had to do.

“Mom,” Delia said.

“Yeah, hon.” Victoria was working on choreographing the next step.

“Can I talk to you for a second?”

“Sure,” responded Victoria. “What’s up?”

Delia paused for a moment, not knowing how to say what she needed to say. Then she just said it: “I don’t want to sign the contract.”

“You don’t want to what?”

“Sign the contract,” said Delia. “I don’t want to accept the company position in New York.”

“Is your shin bothering you?” Victoria asked, head cocked to the side.

“No, Mom. My shin’s fine. I just don’t want to do it.”

“Then what is it?”

“I just don’t want to do it.”

“You already said that. There has to be more to it,” Victoria said.

“Nothing more,” answered Delia. She sighed. “I just want to stay here and finish high school like a normal kid.”

“But, Delia, you’re not a normal kid. You are—” Victoria stopped mid-sentence. She visibly struggled, thinking about how to put into words everything Delia was to her.

“I still want to dance and compete. I could still go to New York and study on scholarship this summer,” Delia pleaded her case.

“I . . . I don’t know what to say. Delia, we’ve been working toward this ever since, well, ever since you were born,” said Victoria.

“No, Mom. This is what you have been working toward,” said Delia, trying to be as calm as possible. “I’ve just been trying to live my life.”

“Well I’m not going to let you pass up this opportunity. It’s the opportunity of a lifetime,” Victoria answered, resolute.

Delia put her face in her hands. “I can’t talk about this with you,” she said without looking up.

“But Delia, we’ve already talked about it,” said Victoria. “The studio is already under contract to be sold. The STUDIO! Everything that we’ve,” she took a breath, “that I’ve worked so hard to build for the past 17 years. I’ve sold it, Delia. I’ve sold it for you. For your future.”

Delia looked up at her mom and wiped the tears out of the corners of her eyes. “I didn’t ask you to sell it.”

“How else were we going to get the money to move to New York? Your salary isn’t going to cut it out there!” answered Victoria. “AND,” she went on, “I paid a broker’s fee and put down a security deposit on a studio apartment in Brooklyn!”

Delia burst. “I don’t want to live in a studio apartment with you, Mom!”

“You should consider yourself lucky to have a mother who would give up her life for you! My mother never would have done that for me.”

Delia silently held back more tears that were aching to break free.

“You’re signing it. And that’s final.”

That was it. That was all that was said. Delia looked up just in time to watch her mom turn her back and walk out of the dance studio.
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Victoria



TEN YEARS EARLIER, Victoria had stood just inside the doorway of the studio with the linoleum-over-concrete dance floor watching her little seven-year-old Didi rehearse the dance she was to perform at the town’s Fourth of July celebration that year—a revival of a dance called “The Bubble Gum Boogie” that Victoria’s mother had choreographed and Victoria herself had performed as a kid. Victoria thought Didi was just the cutest thing ever performing this dance that started with a little hip bounce facing the back, followed by a half turn to face the front, and a repeat of the hip bounce.

Precocious Didi, however, seemed to be getting bored with the simple choreography. So, as Victoria looked on, she threw in a double turn with an attempted axel jump to finish it up. Unfortunately, the axel was a little too complex for her tiny seven-year-old legs and she ended up on the floor. Not surprisingly, it didn’t faze her one bit. She got right back up again to continue the dance. Victoria laughed so hard at this she cried trying to hold it in.

At the end of the dance, Victoria held her arms out. Didi ran to her mother, smiling like she had just accomplished the greatest imaginable feat, gave her a giant hug, and asked, “Did you like it?”

Victoria looked down at her daughter. “I loved it, my little Didi-bird.” She stroked Didi’s hair. “How have you gotten so big?”

“I growed, Mommy. That











OEBPS/images/title.jpg
f/d LaS‘f’
PikWe/f_/_e

A NOVEL IN THREE ACTS

Janette DeFelice

SHE WRITES PRESS





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Act I: The Prophecy



		Prologue



		1. Victoria



		2. Delia



		3. Victoria



		4. Delia



		5. Victoria



		6. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



		7. Delia



		8. Victoria



		9. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



		10. Delia



		11. Victoria (twenty-two years old, NYC)



		12. Delia



		13. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



		14. Delia



		15. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



		16. Delia



		17. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)



		18. Delia



		19. Victoria (twenty-two years old, New York City)









		Act II: The Metamorphosis



		1. Delia



		2. Victoria



		3. Delia



		4. Victoria



		5. Delia



		6. Victoria



		7. Delia



		8. Victoria



		9. Delia



		10. Victoria



		11. Delia



		12. Victoria



		13. Delia



		14. Victoria



		15. Delia



		16. Victoria



		17. Delia



		18. Victoria



		19. Delia









		Act III: The Moment



		1. Victoria



		2. Victoria



		3. Delia



		4. Victoria



		5. Delia



		6. Victoria



		7. Delia



		8. Victoria



		9. Delia



		10. Victoria









		Epilogue



		About the Author











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Act I: The Prophecy



		Prologue



		Epilogue











Pagebreaks of the print version





		Cover Page



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320












OEBPS/images/9798896363453.jpg
ACNONEEI NS RETR A E A GRS








