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Leni and Oscar and the Secret of the Ballet Tree








For Readers

Sometimes learning looks like a jump.

A child runs, lifts off, and lands on both feet again.

Sometimes learning looks like a turn.

Everything moves. The room becomes blurry for a moment. And you hope you will not fall over at the end.

And sometimes learning looks like a tree.

A tree does not grow all at once.

It needs roots.

It needs a trunk.

It needs branches.

It needs leaves.

It needs light, water, time, and patience.

This book tells the story of Leni and Oscar.

Maybe you already know them.

Leni notices many things. She sees small signs that others overlook. She notices when someone feels ashamed, when someone is sad, or when a sentence sounds friendly but is not meant kindly.

Oscar is different. He wants to do something. Preferably right away. When something is difficult, he wants to begin, jump, help, try things out, and show that he can do it.

In this story, Leni and Oscar enter a ballet studio.

There is music.

There is a barre.

There is a mirror.

There are steps that look easy and do not feel easy at all on the first try.

And there is a tree.

Not outside the window.

Not in a garden.

But right in the middle of the ballet studio.

Maybe it is painted.

Maybe it is dreamed up.

Maybe it is simply there because the children need it.

Adults might say:

This is a Ballet Teaching Tree.

But Leni and Oscar call it something simpler:

the Ballet Tree.

The Ballet Tree shows the children that learning ballet is not only about Technique.

At the bottom, the tree has roots.

There, it is about the body.

About Body Knowledge.

About Nutrition.

About Recovery.

And about Self-Respect.

Because a child who dances does not have a body that must be defeated.

A child has a body with which they may learn.

The body needs strength.

It needs food and drink.

It needs sleep and breaks.

It needs attention.

And it needs respect.

Then there is the trunk.

That is where Planning and Motivation stand.

A goal can help.

A plan can help.

But a goal must not become pressure.

And Motivation does not mean that one must always perform.

Motivation also means:

I know why I practice.

I know why I begin again.

I know why this dance matters to me.

Branches grow out of the trunk.

That is where Technique, Activation, Communication, Attention, Memory, and Materials stand.

That may sound difficult at first.

But actually, you already know many of these things.

Technique means: A movement searches for a good path through the body.

Activation means: I am truly taking part.

Communication means: I may ask, speak, and listen.

Attention means: I notice what I need to pay attention to.

Memory means: My body remembers step by step.

Materials means: music, the barre, the mirror, pictures, notebooks, and everything that can help with learning.

And then leaves grow.

There, you can see what becomes alive.

Practice.

Correction.

Expression.

Group Learning.

Performance.

Practice means: I try again.

Correction means: Someone helps me find the path more clearly.

Expression means: My dance tells something.

Group Learning means: I do not learn alone.

Performance means: I may show what has grown.

At the very top of the tree, the summit glows.

There stands:

Assessment.

That does not only mean:

Was everything perfect?

It also means:

What have I learned?

What has my body understood?

What do I still need?

What has become easier?

Where have I grown?

In this book, Leni and Oscar learn that the body is not an opponent.

It does not have to be defeated.

It does not have to be ignored.

It speaks too.

Sometimes it says:

I cannot do this yet.

Sometimes it says:

I need a break.

Sometimes it says:

I am afraid.

But sometimes it also says:

Try again. Now I understand it better.

This book is for children who dance.

But not only for them.

It is also for children who want to learn something and sometimes become impatient.

For children who make mistakes.

For children who compare themselves with others.

For children who think they must be able to do everything right away.

For children who sometimes say too quietly that something hurts.

And for children who sometimes try too loudly to prove that they are strong.

Maybe you are sometimes like Leni.

Maybe you are sometimes like Oscar.

Maybe you are sometimes like Mila, who does not dare to dance in front of others.

Maybe you are sometimes like Finn, who laughs at first because he does not want to show that something matters to him.

Then this book is for you.

Not because you have to dance perfectly.

Not because you always have to be brave.

Not because you always have to do everything right.

But because learning is allowed to grow.

Slowly.

Honestly.

With your body.

With your courage.

With patience.

And with your own joy.




Preface

This book tells a story about ballet.

But it is not a story about children who can do everything right away.

It is also not a story about perfect turns, perfect jumps, or perfect performances.

Leni and Oscar enter a ballet studio in this book.

There is music.

There is a barre.

There is a mirror.

There are steps that look easy and do not feel easy at all on the first try.

And there is a tree.

Not outside the window.

Not in a garden.

But right in the middle of the ballet studio.

Maybe it is painted.

Maybe it is dreamed up.

Maybe it is simply there because the children need it.

Adults might say:

This is a Ballet Teaching Tree.

But Leni and Oscar call it something simpler:

the Ballet Tree.

This tree shows that ballet is not only made of beautiful movements.

Ballet does not begin with a turn.

It begins deeper.

At the roots.

A child who dances has a body. This body is not a tool that can simply be used until it is tired. It is also not an opponent that must be defeated.

It is part of oneself.

That is why dancing needs Body Knowledge, Nutrition, Recovery, and Self-Respect.

Without roots, no tree can stand.

And no dance can stand either.

Then there is the trunk.

The trunk holds the tree.

In the Ballet Tree, this is where Planning and Motivation stand.

A goal can help.

A plan can help.

But a goal must not become pressure.

And Motivation does not mean that one must always perform.

It means knowing why one is doing something.

Oscar has to learn this.

He often wants to begin right away. He wants to jump, turn, try things out, and show that he is brave. That is good. But sometimes his courage is faster than his body.

Leni has to learn something different.

She notices a lot. She sees when someone is afraid. She senses when a correction shames instead of helps. She notices when a child smiles even though they are actually unsure. But sometimes she does not trust her own perception enough.

In the ballet studio, both of them need something from each other.

Oscar needs Leni’s attention.

Leni needs Oscar’s courage.

And both of them need the Ballet Tree.

Because the tree shows them:

Learning does not grow through force.

It grows through Technique, Activation, Communication, Attention, Memory, and Materials.

It grows through Practice, Correction, Expression, Group Learning, and Performance.

It grows through corrections that do not make children feel small.

It grows through breaks that are not laziness.

It grows through mistakes that do not prove that a child is wrong.

And it grows through joy that must not disappear just because something becomes difficult.

At the very top of the tree stands Assessment.

But in this book, Assessment does not only mean:

Was everything right?

It also means:

What have I learned?

What has my body understood?

What do I still need?

Where have I grown?

This book wants to give children courage.

Not the loud kind of courage that wants to be able to do everything immediately.

But the quieter kind of courage that asks:

What do I feel?

What do I need?

What have I understood?

What may I still practice?

Where do I need to listen to my body?

Where can I trust myself a little more?

Ballet can be strict.

Learning can be demanding.

Correction can feel uncomfortable.

But none of this has to mean that a child loses themselves.

On the contrary.

Good learning helps a child understand themselves better.

That is why this book is not only a book about dance.

It is a book about body awareness.

About courage.

About Self-Respect.

About patience.

About the joy of learning something step by step.

And about the question of how one can grow without going against oneself.

Maybe not every movement will be perfect in the end.

Maybe not every turn will work.

Maybe someone will forget a step.

Maybe a knee will tremble.

Maybe a heart will beat too loudly.

But maybe that is exactly the beginning of something important.

Because a tree does not grow because it is perfect.

It grows because it has roots.

Because it is held.

Because it is given time.

And because something inside it wants to grow upward.




1 The Tree in the Ballet Studio




1.1 When Oscar Thought Dancing Was Easy

Oscar stopped in front of the glass door and folded his arms.

Behind the door was a room that looked completely different from their classroom.

The floor was light.

A long mirror hung on one wall.

Along the other wall ran a barre.

In one corner stood a piano.

And everything smelled a little of wood, dust, fresh air, and something Oscar did not know.

Maybe it was excitement.

“So this is a ballet studio,” he said.

Leni nodded.

She held her blue notebook tightly against herself.

“It looks quiet,” she said.

“Too quiet,” Oscar muttered.

Behind them, Mila, Finn, Jaro, Benno, Lea, Paul, and Nele came up the stairs.

Mila carried a small bag with ballet shoes inside. She held it so carefully, as if a bird had fallen asleep in it.

Finn strolled along beside Benno and acted as if none of this mattered to him.

“Ballet,” said Finn, stretching out the word. “So, walking around on tiptoe a little and looking serious.”

Benno giggled.

Oscar grinned.

“It cannot be that hard,” he said.

Leni looked at him from the side.

“Have you ever been in a ballet class?”

“No.”

“Then you do not know.”

Oscar shrugged.

“I can jump. I can run. I can turn. What is supposed to happen?”

At that moment, the glass door opened.

A woman with gray hair, a warm gaze, and a very straight back stepped out.

She wore comfortable clothes and soft shoes.

“Good morning,” she said. “I am Ms. Celeste.”

Everyone became a little quieter.

Even Finn.

Ms. Sommer, who had accompanied the children, stood beside her.

“Ms. Celeste is going to show us the ballet studio today,” said Ms. Sommer. “And maybe a little more.”

“More than dancing?” Oscar asked.

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“Much more.”

Oscar looked at Leni.

Leni did not write anything down. Not yet.

But she was watching closely.

Ms. Celeste invited the children inside.

“Please take off your outdoor shoes,” she said. “The floor here notices everything.”

“The floor notices everything?” Jaro whispered.

“Maybe it tells on people,” Finn said quietly.

A few children laughed.

Ms. Celeste heard it anyway.

“The floor does not tell on anyone,” she said kindly. “But it answers.”

Oscar took off his shoes and stood on the light floor.

He bounced a little.

Then he jumped lightly once.

The floor made a quiet sound.

Creak.

Oscar grinned.

“Answer.”

Leni listened more closely.

The sound was not loud.

But it was there.

It did not sound like a broken floor.

It sounded more as if the room had briefly said:

I am here too.

Ms. Celeste clapped her hands once, gently.

“We will begin very simply.”

“Perfect,” said Oscar.

Leni looked at him again.

“You say perfect very often before something has even begun.”

“Because I am brave.”

“Or fast.”

Oscar wanted to answer, but Ms. Celeste was already standing in front of them.

“Please stand. Feet next to each other. Knees soft. Shoulders relaxed.”

Oscar stood.

He made his chest broad.

“Not like a soldier,” said Ms. Celeste.

Oscar let his chest sink again.

“Not like a wet coat,” she said.

Oscar straightened up again.

“And now?”

“Now you look for your center.”

Oscar looked down at himself.

“I do not have a center. I have a stomach.”

Finn burst out laughing.

Benno laughed too.

Mila smiled, but only briefly.

Leni noticed it.

Mila immediately looked back down at her feet.

Ms. Celeste stayed calm.

“Your center is not simply a point on your stomach,” she said. “It is the feeling that your body belongs together.”

Oscar frowned.

“My body does belong together.”

“Then show it.”

Oscar found that illogical.

But he said nothing.

Ms. Celeste slowly lifted her arms to the side.

“We are making a first position of the arms. Very soft. As if you were holding a big balloon.”

Everyone lifted their arms.

Oscar did too.

He held his balloon very tightly.

“Do not crush it,” Leni said quietly.

“I am not crushing anything.”

“Your hands look as if they want to arrest the balloon.”

Oscar loosened his fingers.

Ms. Celeste walked through the room.

She did not correct quickly.

She did not scold.

First she looked.

Then she said small sentences.

“Lea, your shoulders may breathe out.”

“Paul, your neck does not need to help.”

“Mila, you may feel the floor.”

Mila lifted her head briefly.

“I can feel it.”

“Good,” said Ms. Celeste. “Then you do not have to search for it as if it were gone.”

This time Mila smiled longer.

Oscar waited.

He wanted to do something right.

Something visible.

Something that showed he was not afraid.

“Are we doing a jump now?” he asked.

“Not yet.”

“A turn?”

“Not yet.”

“Anything difficult?”

Ms. Celeste looked at him.

“We are standing.”

Finn laughed again.

“Oscar can definitely do that.”

Oscar stood even straighter.

“Of course I can stand.”

“Then stand,” said Ms. Celeste.

It did not sound strict.

And that was exactly why Oscar became restless.

He stood.

He tried to stand especially well.

After a short while, he noticed that his toes were clawing into the floor.

His knees became stiff.

His shoulders wanted to rise.

His face became serious.

“Are you still breathing?” Leni asked.

Oscar blinked.

He had actually been holding his breath.

“Of course.”

“Not just now.”

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Leni noticed something important.”

Oscar turned red.

“I only stopped breathing for a moment.”

“That often happens when someone wants to do something especially well,” said Ms. Celeste.

Oscar looked down at his feet.

Suddenly standing was no longer so easy.

“Again,” said Ms. Celeste. “Feet on the floor. Knees soft. Back long. Shoulders quiet. Breath present.”

The children tried.

The room became quieter.

Outside, a car drove past.

In the hallway, a door rattled.

Somewhere, a clock ticked.

And under the children’s feet lay the floor.

Not as a thing.

Almost as a conversation partner.

At first, Oscar did not feel anything special.

Then he noticed that his right foot was pressing more than his left.

He shifted his weight.

Too far.

He almost tipped over.

Finn saw it and grinned.

Oscar immediately tightened everything.

Ms. Celeste raised one hand.

“Do not fight.”

“I am not fighting.”

“Your body looks as if someone sounded an alarm.”

Leni had to smile.

Oscar breathed out.

A little.

“Better,” said Ms. Celeste.

Then she showed a plié.

She bent her knees slowly and straightened them again.

It looked very simple.

“That,” Oscar said quietly, “really anyone can do.”

Ms. Celeste had heard him.

“Then let us try it.”

The children stood at the barre.

Oscar placed his hand on it.

The barre was smooth and cool.

“Just hold it,” said Ms. Celeste. “Do not pull. Do not press. The barre is help, not a lifeboat.”

Oscar loosened his hand.

Ms. Celeste counted.

“One. Two. Three. Four.”

Everyone bent their knees.

Oscar bent them quickly.

Too quickly.

His heels wanted to lift.

His back fell forward.

His hand grabbed the barre.

“Slowly,” said Ms. Celeste.

“I am slow.”

“Your knee believes something else.”

Oscar looked at his knee indignantly.

“My knee does not believe anything.”

“Yes, it does,” said Leni. “It believes it has to win.”

Mila giggled.

This time Finn did not laugh at Mila.

He looked at his own feet.

His knees were not doing what he wanted either.

Ms. Celeste showed the plié once more.

“A plié is not collapsing. It is bending and growing at the same time.”

“How can you bend and grow?” Benno asked.

“That is a good question,” said Ms. Celeste.

Oscar wanted to ask a good question too, but he could not think of one.

So he did the plié again.

More slowly.

This time his heels stayed down.

Almost.

But his shoulders moved up again.

“Oscar,” said Ms. Celeste, “your shoulders are dancing their own piece right now.”

Everyone laughed.

Oscar did too.

A little.

He let his shoulders sink.

Then he suddenly felt something strange.

The plié did not become easier.

But clearer.

As if his body had been shouting all over the place before and was now speaking a little more quietly.

“Like this?” he asked.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Better.”

Oscar beamed.

“So I can do it.”

“You are beginning to learn it.”

That was not the same thing.

Oscar noticed it immediately.

He wanted to say: But I just did it.

But then he looked at Mila.

She made her plié small.

Very small.

But her heels stayed quiet.

Her shoulders were soft.

And her face looked focused, not afraid.

Ms. Celeste noticed it too.

“Mila, that was attentive.”

Mila blushed.

“It was not deep.”

“No,” said Ms. Celeste. “But it was honest.”

Oscar looked back at his legs.

Honest.

That was a strange word for a movement.

Finn raised his hand.

“What if someone goes down deep but does everything wrong?”

“Then that person may have shown a lot of movement,” said Ms. Celeste. “But not yet understood very much.”

Finn said nothing more.

Leni wrote the sentence in her notebook.




A movement can look big and still have understood very little.



After the plié, Ms. Celeste showed a relevé.

The children were supposed to rise onto the balls of their feet.

“Slowly up,” she said. “Slowly down.”

Oscar loved up.

Up was good.

Up looked like skill.

He pushed himself up quickly.

For one moment, he was tall.

Then he wobbled.

His right arm paddled.

His left hand clutched the barre.

His face became very serious.

Then he landed back down with a dull sound.

Creak.

The floor had answered again.

This time it almost sounded like:

Well?

Finn wanted to laugh, but at that moment he wobbled himself.

So did Benno.

Lea held on with both hands.

Paul said quietly, “This is harder than it looks.”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “Many good things are harder than they look.”

Oscar was silent.

He did not like it when something was harder than he had said before.

Leni looked at him.

Not mockingly.

Not knowingly.

Only attentively.

“What?” Oscar asked.

“Nothing.”

“You are thinking something.”

“Yes.”

“What?”

Leni thought for a moment.

“That you thought dancing was easy.”

Oscar looked to the side.

“Maybe only this floor is difficult.”

Leni smiled.

“Of course.”

Ms. Celeste let the children take a break.

They sat down at the edge of the room.

Some drank water.

Mila opened her bag and took out her ballet shoes.

She ran her finger over the soft material.

“They are beautiful,” said Leni.

Mila nodded.

“My grandpa chose them with me.”

“Are you going to put them on?”

Mila hesitated.

“In a moment.”

Finn came by.

“If you only look at them, they will not dance.”

Mila pressed the shoes to herself.

Oscar immediately wanted to say something.

Something loud.

Something like: Leave her alone.

But Leni briefly placed a hand on his sleeve.

Not firmly.

Just as a sign.

Oscar paused.

Leni looked at Finn.

“That sounded funny,” she said calmly. “But it did not arrive that way with Mila.”

Finn twisted his mouth.

“It was just a sentence.”

“Yes,” said Leni. “Sentences can still press.”

Finn looked at Mila.

Mila said nothing.

But her fingers held the shoes more tightly.

Ms. Celeste had seen that too.

She did not step in immediately.

She let a small space appear in which someone could say something for themselves.

Mila breathed in.

Then she said quietly:

“I will put them on when I am ready.”

Finn looked surprised.

“Okay.”

He said nothing more.

Oscar was amazed.

That had not been loud.

Not even especially brave in Oscar’s sense.

But it had worked.

Ms. Celeste nodded to Mila.

“That was clear.”

Mila smiled.

This time not only with her mouth.




Sometimes a quiet sentence is stronger than a loud jump.



After the break, Ms. Celeste asked everyone back into the middle.

“You have already learned a lot today,” she said.

“We stood,” said Finn.

“We did a plié,” said Lea.

“And wobbled,” said Benno.

“And breathed,” said Leni.

Oscar raised his hand.

“And found out that the floor answers.”

Ms. Celeste laughed.

“Yes. That too.”

Then she became a little more serious.

“Ballet is not only: I copy a shape. Ballet is: I learn to understand my body.”

She walked to the wall with the mirror.

Beside the mirror hung a large curtain.

Oscar had not really noticed it before.

It was light, almost like the wall.

Ms. Celeste placed her hand on the fabric.

“Next time I will show you something.”

“What?” Oscar asked immediately.

“A tree.”

Jaro looked toward the window.

“Outside?”

“No.”

Ms. Celeste did not pull the curtain away yet.

“Here in the studio.”

Finn raised one eyebrow.

“A tree in the ballet studio?”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “A special tree.”

Leni felt her fingers reach for the notebook.

For one moment, Oscar forgot that he had actually wanted to prove how easy dancing was.

“What does the tree do?” he asked.

Ms. Celeste looked at the children.

“It shows why dancing has to grow.”

The room became quiet.

Even the floor did not creak.

Oscar looked at the curtain.

So there was a tree behind it.

A tree that had something to do with ballet.

A tree that might explain why standing could be difficult.

Why a plié could be honest.

Why a sentence could press.

And why Mila had suddenly seemed taller, even though she had not gone into relevé at all.

Oscar swallowed.

Then he said quietly:

“Maybe dancing is not quite as easy after all.”

Leni wrote this sentence down.

Not because she wanted to use it against Oscar later.

But because it was important.




Anyone who notices that something is not easy has already begun to learn.






1.2 Leni Hears the Floor Creak

Leni liked rooms that were quiet.

Not because nothing happened in them.

But because in quiet rooms, you could hear more.

In the classroom, she mostly heard chairs being moved, pencil cases rattling, paper rustling, and Oscar whispering, even though he believed it was not whispering.

On the playground, she heard calls, balls, footsteps, laughter, arguments, and sometimes also the silence of someone who was not allowed to join in.

But the ballet studio sounded different.

It was not empty.

It was attentive.

When the children came in again, Leni stopped briefly at the door.

The light floor lay before her like a large, calm surface.

The barre on the wall shone softly.

The mirror showed everything twice.

And the curtain beside the mirror was still hanging there.

Behind it, there was supposed to be a tree.

A tree in the ballet studio.

Oscar nudged Leni lightly with his elbow.

“Are you coming?”

“In a moment.”

“You are in the way.”

“I am listening.”

Oscar looked around.

“To what?”

Leni shrugged.

“To the room.”

Finn, who was standing behind them, rolled his eyes.

“Now she is listening to rooms.”

“Rooms have sounds,” said Leni.

“My room sounds like Lego when I step into it barefoot,” said Benno.

Jaro laughed.

Ms. Celeste was already standing in the middle of the studio.

Today she wore a dark blue scarf around her shoulders.

Beside her lay a small stack of colorful cards.

Ms. Sommer sat on a chair at the edge and watched the children.

“Good morning,” said Ms. Celeste.

“Good morning,” the children answered.

Some loudly.

Some quietly.

Mila almost not at all.

Leni heard it anyway.

Ms. Celeste pointed to the floor.

“Before we look at the tree today, we will first listen to the floor.”

Oscar grinned.

“I already did that yesterday. It says: creak.”

“Then today we will listen more closely.”

Oscar made a face as if someone had suddenly turned a fast game into a slow one.

“Please walk through the room,” said Ms. Celeste. “Do not march. Do not sneak. Just walk.”

The children started walking.

At first, all over the place.

Then more slowly.

The floor answered.

Creak.

Creak.

Creak.

Not the same with every step.

With Benno, it sounded heavy and fast.

With Lea, almost bouncy.

With Paul, careful.

With Finn, as if he wanted to show that the task did not interest him.

With Mila, almost inaudible.

Leni walked slowly.

She placed her right foot down.

Then her left.

She noticed that the floor sounded different under the heel than under the ball of the foot.

She noticed that her breath changed when she passed Finn.

She noticed that Mila always walked where no one else was walking.

And she noticed that Oscar was trying to look especially relaxed.

With Oscar, that was usually a sign that he was not relaxed.

“Stop,” said Ms. Celeste.

Everyone stopped.

A few children still wobbled a little afterward.

“What did you hear?”

“Creaking,” said Oscar immediately.

“More?”

Benno raised his hand.

“Some steps are louder.”

“Good.”

Lea said, “When you walk faster, it sounds different.”

“Also good.”

Paul looked at his feet.

“I noticed that I always look down.”

“That is an important observation,” said Ms. Celeste.

Finn folded his arms.

“I noticed that the floor is old.”

Some children laughed.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Maybe. But even an old floor can be a good teacher.”

Finn looked as if he did not know whether that was a joke.

Leni slowly raised her hand.

“I heard that Mila hardly makes any sound.”

Mila looked up, startled.

“Me?”

Leni turned red.

“Not bad. Just different.”

Ms. Celeste turned to Mila.

“Would you like to say why your steps are so quiet?”

Mila pressed her lips together.

Then she shook her head.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Then you do not have to.”

Leni liked that.

Not every question needed an answer right away.

Sometimes a question was already big enough.

Ms. Celeste picked up one of the colorful cards.

There was a small foot drawn on it.

“In ballet, we do not listen only with our ears,” she said. “We also listen with our feet.”

Oscar looked down at himself.

“My feet do not have ears.”

“Yes, they do,” said Ms. Celeste. “Just none you can see.”

Benno looked seriously at his toes.

“Mine definitely have little ones.”

This time everyone laughed.

Even Mila.

Ms. Celeste placed the card on the floor.

“When you walk, the floor tells you something. It tells you whether you are stomping, whether you are sneaking, whether you are holding on to your weight, or whether you trust it.”

Oscar frowned.

“Trust the floor?”

“Yes.”

“The floor is down there. It has to be there.”

“Exactly,” said Ms. Celeste. “And still, many bodies believe they have to hold on as if the floor might disappear.”

Leni thought of Mila’s quiet steps.

Of Oscar’s held breath.

Of Finn’s casual shoulders, which were not really so casual at all.

She wrote:




The floor carries. But not every child dares to be carried right away.



“Now we will try something,” said Ms. Celeste.

She asked the children to stand in a circle.

“Lift one foot a tiny bit off the floor.”

Everyone lifted one foot.

With some, it was barely visible.

With Oscar, it was very visible.

He lifted his knee high, as if he were about to jump over a puddle.

“A tiny bit,” said Ms. Celeste.

Oscar lowered his foot a little.

“Even smaller.”

Oscar lowered it further.

“Even smaller.”

“Then I might as well leave it standing,” he muttered.

“Almost,” said Ms. Celeste. “Sometimes learning begins with almost.”

The children stood on one leg.

At first it was funny.

Then it became difficult.

Benno hopped.

Lea spread out her arms.

Paul put his foot down again and tried once more.

Finn acted as if he were wobbly on purpose.

Mila held her breath.

Leni noticed it.

“Mila,” she said quietly, “you are not breathing right now.”

Mila breathed out, startled.

She wobbled.

Then she put her foot down.

“Darn,” she whispered.

“Not darn,” said Ms. Celeste immediately. “Information.”

Mila looked at her.

“What?”

“Wobbling is information. Putting your foot down is information. Holding your breath is information.”

Oscar raised his hand, although he was still standing on one leg.

“And falling over?”

“Information too.”

“Then I am very informed,” said Benno, almost sitting down on the floor.

Everyone laughed.

Ms. Celeste laughed too.

“Exactly.”

Leni liked that sentence.

Wobbling is information.

It sounded different from:

You cannot do it.

It sounded like:

Your body is telling you something.

And you may listen.




A mistake is sometimes not a judgment. Sometimes it is a message.



Ms. Celeste picked up a second card.

There was an ear drawn on it.

“Now we listen with our ears.”

She went to the piano in the corner and struck a single note.

The note floated through the room.

Bright.

Round.

Then it slowly disappeared.

“Walk through the room as long as you can still hear the note,” she said. “When you cannot hear it anymore, stop.”

She struck the note again.

The children walked.

Oscar walked quickly at first.

Then more slowly.

Then even more slowly.

Leni saw how he tilted his head slightly.

He wanted to catch the note.

Not with his hand.

With his hearing.

Mila walked carefully, but this time not entirely along the edge.

Finn stopped too early.

Then he noticed that everyone else was still walking and acted as if he had meant to do that.

Ms. Celeste said nothing.

She struck a lower note.

This time the room vibrated differently.

The floor felt fuller under Leni’s feet.

As if the note was not only in the air, but also in the wood.

“I can feel the note,” said Leni.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Yes.”

Oscar looked at her in surprise.

“You can feel sound?”

“Of course,” said Ms. Celeste. “Music is not only for the ears. It goes through the body.”

Finn raised a skeptical eyebrow.

“Even through mine?”

“Especially through yours,” said Ms. Celeste.

Benno grinned.

Finn tried not to grin.

He did not quite succeed.

Then Ms. Celeste laid the cards in the middle.

Foot.

Ear.

Eye.

Heart.

Breath.

“These are our five listeners for today,” she said.

“The heart listens too?” Lea asked.

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “When you are afraid, when you are happy, when you feel ashamed, or when you are proud, your heart notices a great deal.”

Mila looked at the card with the heart.

Leni looked at Mila.

Oscar looked at Leni.

And Finn looked away.

Ms. Celeste did not clap.

She spoke more quietly.

“Ballet does not begin with big movements. It begins where you notice: I am here. My body is here. The room is here. The others are here.”

The children became quiet.

Not like at school when someone calls, “Silence!”

Different.

As if they had heard something together that was not loud.

Ms. Celeste asked them to stand at the barre.

“Today we will do another plié.”

Oscar groaned.

“Again?”

“Yes.”

“But we already did that.”

“Then your head knows the word,” said Ms. Celeste. “Now your body may keep learning.”

Oscar was silent.

That was hard to argue with.

The children placed their hands on the barre.

Ms. Celeste stood in front of them.

“Foot listens.”

Everyone looked at their feet.

“Breath listens.”

A few children breathed out audibly.

“Eye listens.”

They lifted their gaze.

“Ear listens.”

The room was quiet.

“Heart listens.”

Mila briefly placed one hand on her chest.

Then she took it away again.

Ms. Celeste counted.

“One. Two. Three. Four.”

The knees bent.

Slowly.

The floor creaked.

This time no one laughed.

Oscar did not hold his breath.

Not completely.

Leni noticed how his shoulders wanted to rise.

Then they stayed down after all.

Finn’s knees moved a little inward.

He saw it in the mirror and set his feet again.

Mila made her plié small.

But not invisible.

When she came back up, she smiled.

Only briefly.

But truly.

Ms. Celeste said:

“Again.”

They did it again.

And again.

The third time, something strange happened.

It did not become more exciting.

Not bigger.

Not more spectacular.

But it became more precise.

Leni felt her right foot.

Then her left.

She felt how her knees bent.

She felt how her back stayed long.

She felt that she was not perfect.

But present.

That was a new word in her head.

Present.

Not only in the room.

In her own body.




Sometimes the most important beginning is not a big movement, but the feeling: I am here.



After the exercise, the children sat down at the edge.

Ms. Celeste laid the cards next to one another again.

“What was different today from yesterday?”

Oscar raised his hand.

“I fought less.”

“Good.”

“But it was still tiring.”

“Even better.”

Oscar blinked.

“Why better?”

“Because you noticed that quiet does not have to mean easy.”

Leni wrote it down.

Finn said, “I saw in the mirror that my knee was doing something different from me.”

“Very important observation,” said Ms. Celeste.

Finn looked satisfied for a moment.

Then he hid it.

Mila said nothing.

Ms. Celeste did not look at her in a demanding way.

She only waited.

Mila stroked her ballet shoes.

Today she had put them on.

“I noticed,” she said quietly, “that I do not break the floor when I step a little louder.”

No one laughed.

Oscar looked at her.

“That was good,” he said.

Mila turned red.

“It was just a sentence.”

“Sentences can still help,” said Leni.

Finn looked at her briefly.

Maybe he remembered yesterday.

Maybe not.

But he did not say anything mean.

That was already something.

Ms. Celeste took the card with the foot and placed it closer to the middle.

“The floor is the first teacher in ballet.”

Then she took the card with the breath.

“The breath is the second.”

The card with the eye.

“The eye helps.”

The card with the ear.

“The ear connects you with the music.”

The card with the heart.

“And the heart reminds you that you are not machines.”

Oscar raised his hand immediately.

“I am not a machine anyway.”

“Sometimes you try to function like one,” said Leni.

Oscar wanted to object.

Then he thought of yesterday.

Of his plié.

Of his relevé.

Of his held breath.

“Maybe sometimes.”

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Many people do that when they want to do something well.”

She went to the curtain on the wall.

The curtain moved slightly, although no window was open.

Or maybe Leni had only imagined it.

Everyone looked over.

“Is the tree there?” Benno asked.

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste.

“Are you going to show it now?” Oscar asked.

Ms. Celeste placed her hand on the fabric.

“Almost.”

“Almost is very popular today,” Finn muttered.

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“Before you see the tree, you should know: It is not a decoration.”

“What is it, then?” Lea asked.

“A reminder.”

“Of what?” Paul asked.

Ms. Celeste looked at the floor.

Then at the children.

“That dancing does not begin at the top.”

She pointed to her feet.

“Not with the jump.”

She pointed to her arms.

“Not with the beautiful shape.”

She placed one hand on her chest.

“Not with applause.”

Then she pointed to the floor.

“It begins below.”

Leni heard the floor creak.

Only once.

Very quietly.

Maybe someone had moved.

Maybe the room had answered.

Maybe it was only wood.

But Leni wrote anyway:




Anyone who wants to grow must first notice what they are standing on.



Ms. Celeste let go of the curtain.

“Tomorrow we will look at the tree.”

Oscar stared at her.

“Not until tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“That is mean.”

“No,” said Ms. Celeste. “That is Planning.”

Leni smiled.

She already knew that word from the Ballet Tree.

Planning.

Trunk.

Roots.

Branches.

Leaves.

Summit.

She did not yet know how everything belonged together.

But she knew that it was important.

On the way out, she stopped once more.

She slowly placed her foot on the floor.

Creak.

Not loud.

Not special.

But clear.

Oscar waited at the door.

“Are you listening to the room again?”

Leni nodded.

“And? What does it say?”

Leni looked at the curtain.

Then at Mila, who was no longer hiding her ballet shoes.

Then at Finn, who for once was not laughing at anyone.

Then at Oscar, who was impatient but did not leave.

“It says,” she answered, “that something is beginning here.”

Oscar also looked at the curtain.

“Then it should hurry up.”

Leni smiled.

“Trees do not hurry.”

Oscar sighed.

“That is going to be difficult for me.”

“Yes,” said Leni.

And this time it did not sound like a reproach.

It sounded like an observation.

A friendly one.

A clear one.

One you could begin with.




1.3 The Tree on the Wall

The next morning, Oscar was in the ballet studio earlier than everyone else.

That rarely happened.

Usually, Oscar did not arrive early.

He arrived exactly when there was still enough time left to claim that he was not late.

But today he was already standing in front of the mirror, staring at the light-colored curtain.

Behind it was the tree.

The tree Ms. Celeste had said showed that dancing did not begin at the top.

Not with the jump.

Not with the beautiful shape.

Not with applause.

But below.

Oscar folded his arms.

“I think,” he said, although no one had asked, “that if there is a tree behind a curtain, it should also be shown.”

Leni stepped beside him.

She had her blue notebook under her arm.

“Maybe waiting is part of it.”

“Waiting is part of nothing.”

“Yes,” said Leni. “Of trees.”

Oscar looked at her.

“You already sound like Ms. Celeste.”

“Thank you.”

“That was not meant as praise.”

“I will take it anyway.”

Mila came in with small steps.

Today she was already wearing her ballet shoes on her feet.

She looked at the curtain and stopped.

“Is it still there?” she asked.

“The curtain?” asked Oscar.

“The tree.”

“If it ran away, it would be the most unusual tree in the world,” said Finn, who had just come in with Benno.

Mila pulled her shoulders up a little.

But this time she did not hide her feet.

Leni noticed it.

Maybe Finn noticed it too.

At least he did not say anything more.

One by one, all the children arrived.

Jaro stood directly in front of the curtain.

Lea sat down at the edge and pulled her legs in.

Paul looked at the floor.

Benno whispered, “Maybe the tree is huge.”

“Or tiny,” said Finn.

“Or dangerous,” said Oscar.

“It is a tree,” said Leni.

“In a ballet studio,” said Oscar. “That is already suspicious.”

Then the door opened.

Ms. Celeste entered.

Ms. Sommer followed her and, as last time, sat down at the edge.

Ms. Celeste looked at the children.

Then she looked at the curtain.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes!” Oscar called.

“Maybe,” Mila said quietly.

“Almost,” said Finn.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Almost is a good beginning.”

Oscar rolled his eyes.

But only a little.

Ms. Celeste stood beside the curtain.

“Before I open it, I would like to ask you something.”

Oscar groaned.

“Not another question.”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “An important one.”

She looked around the room.

“What do you think ballet is made of?”

Oscar raised his hand immediately.

“Jumps.”

Finn said, “Serious faces.”

Benno said, “Not falling over.”

Lea said, “Music.”

Paul said, “Practice.”

At first Mila said nothing.

Then she said, “Courage.”

Everyone looked at her.

Mila blushed, but she did not take it back.

Leni said, “Listening.”

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“All of that can be part of it.”

“Even serious faces?” Finn asked.

“Sometimes,” said Ms. Celeste. “But not as often as some people think.”

Then she placed her hand on the fabric.

“The tree shows you that ballet is made of many parts. None of them stands completely alone.”

She pulled the curtain aside.

The fabric glided softly along the rail.

Behind it, a large picture appeared on the wall.

It really was a tree.

But not like one outside in the park.

It had roots, a trunk, branches, leaves, and a summit at the very top.

Words stood between the branches.

Some were in little boxes.

Some looked like signs.

Some stood directly on leaves.

Oscar took a step closer.

“The tree can read.”

“No,” said Leni. “We can read it.”

The tree was painted warmly.

Not strict.

Not dry.

But not only playful either.

Its roots reached deep down.

The trunk was strong.

The branches spread in many directions.

And at the top, one word glowed like a small star:


ASSESSMENT



Below it, on the leaves, stood:


PRACTICE CORRECTION EXPRESSION GROUP LEARNING PERFORMANCE



On the branches stood:


TECHNIQUE ACTIVATION COMMUNICATION




ATTENTION MEMORY MATERIALS



In the trunk stood:


MOTIVATION PLANNING



And at the roots stood:


BODY KNOWLEDGE NUTRITION RECOVERY SELF-RESPECT



The children were silent.

Not because they were thinking nothing.

But because suddenly there was so much there.

“This,” said Ms. Celeste, “is a Ballet Teaching Tree.”

Oscar whispered, “That is a very full tree.”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “Because learning is full.”

Leni wrote the name in her notebook.


Ballet Teaching Tree



Then she wrote beneath it:


Ballet Tree



Ms. Celeste saw it and nodded.

“Adults might say Ballet Teaching Tree. You may call it the Ballet Tree.”

“That is shorter,” said Oscar.

“And prettier,” said Mila.

Finn stepped closer to the wall.

He pointed at the roots.

“Why is Self-Respect down there? That is not a dance step.”

“Exactly because of that,” said Ms. Celeste.

Finn looked at her questioningly.

“If a child does not respect themselves, they can still do steps,” Ms. Celeste explained. “Maybe even very precise ones. But then they do not learn freely. They learn from fear, pressure, or comparison.”

Mila looked at her shoes.

Oscar looked at Finn.

Leni looked at the word SELF-RESPECT.

It stood deep down.

Like something one could easily overlook.

And precisely because of that, it was important.

“So Self-Respect is a root?” Lea asked.

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “A very important one.”

“And Nutrition?” asked Benno. “Does that mean breakfast?”

“Breakfast too,” said Ms. Celeste. “And water. And enough energy. And not believing that a body is worth less when it is hungry.”

Oscar nodded seriously.

“I cannot be brave without breakfast either.”

“You are just louder then,” said Leni.

Benno laughed.

Oscar wanted to disagree, but he thought for a moment.

“Maybe.”

Ms. Celeste pointed to RECOVERY.

“This word means: rest. Breaks. Sleep. Time for the body to process what it has learned.”

Finn frowned.

“So breaks are part of training?”

“Yes.”

“I need to remember that.”

“Not as an excuse,” said Ms. Celeste kindly.

Finn grinned.

“Too bad.”

Then Ms. Celeste pointed to BODY KNOWLEDGE.

“And this word means: I learn how my body works. Where my foot stands. How my knee moves. Why breathing helps. Why pain is a signal and not an opponent.”

Oscar looked at his knees.

“My knee said quite a lot yesterday.”

“Yes,” said Leni. “It was talkative.”

Ms. Celeste took a step back.

“Do you see? These are the roots. Without them, the tree does not stand securely.”

Leni looked at the tree.

The roots were not the most noticeable part.

The leaves above were brighter.

The summit glowed.

But without the roots, everything would fall.



The most important thing is not always what you see first.



Oscar pointed at the trunk.

“It says Planning there.”

“Yes.”

“Is that because you only showed us the tree today and not yesterday?”

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“Exactly.”

Oscar breathed out.

“I knew this waiting had to have a reason.”

“Planning does not only mean waiting,” said Ms. Celeste. “Planning means: I know which path I want to take. I do not overload myself on purpose. I build something step by step.”

“And Motivation?” asked Paul.

“Motivation asks: Why am I taking this path?”

Mila looked at the word.

“Because I want to dance.”

“That can be a good answer,” said Ms. Celeste.

“Because I want to show that I can do it,” said Oscar.

“That can also be an answer.”

“Is it a good one?”

Ms. Celeste tilted her head slightly.

“Sometimes. But if you only dance to prove something, dancing quickly becomes hard.”

Oscar was silent.

That hit him a little.

Not harshly.

But precisely.

Leni wrote:



Motivation can carry. But it can also press.



Finn pointed at the branches.

“I know Technique. But what is Activation?”

Oscar raised his hand.

“I know that. When you do not just stand around, but really take part.”

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Very good.”

Oscar looked pleased.

“Then I am very activated.”

“Sometimes you are also overactivated,” said Leni.

“That is definitely better.”

“Not always,” said Ms. Celeste.

Oscar looked offended.

But not for long.

“Activation does not mean being as wild as possible,” Ms. Celeste explained. “It means being inwardly involved. You think along. You feel along. You try things out. You ask questions.”

“So not just copying?” Lea asked.

“Exactly.”

“And Communication?” asked Mila.

Ms. Celeste looked at her.

“Communication is everything that happens between people. Words. Glances. Questions. Corrections. Listening. Boundaries. Encouragement.”

Mila thought of Finn’s sentence about her ballet shoes.

Leni thought of it too.

Maybe Finn did as well.

He scratched his ear.

“And if you say something wrong?” he asked.

“Then you can clarify it,” said Ms. Celeste.

Finn nodded slowly.

Not a big nod.

But a visible one.

“Attention,” Benno read. “That is when Ms. Sommer says: Benno, pay attention.”

Ms. Sommer laughed from the edge.

“Sometimes, yes.”

Ms. Celeste said, “Attention means: I choose what I pay attention to. To the foot. To the music. To the room. To the others. To my breath. But I cannot pay attention to everything at the same time.”

Oscar nodded immediately.

“That is true. When I pay attention to my shoulders, my feet do nonsense.”

“That is why we learn step by step,” said Ms. Celeste.

“Memory,” said Paul. “That is when you remember the order.”

“Also,” said Ms. Celeste. “But in ballet, it is not only the head that remembers something. The body remembers movements.”

Oscar lifted one arm to test it.

“My arm has a memory?”

“Yes.”

“Hopefully a better one than I have in math.”

Leni smiled.

“Maybe you need to talk into your arm less.”

Ms. Celeste pointed to MATERIALS.

“Materials are things that help with learning: music, the mirror, the barre, pictures, notebooks, perhaps also a model like this tree.”

Leni looked at her notebook.

“So my notebook is a material too?”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “If it helps you think.”

Leni held it a little more tightly.

Not out of fear.

Out of joy.

Then everyone looked at the leaves.

They were painted brighter than the branches.

Almost as if they were hanging a little in the light.

“I know Practice,” said Oscar.

“Me too,” said Finn. “That is when adults say: Again.”

“And sometimes they are right,” said Ms. Celeste.

“Only sometimes?” asked Benno.

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“Often. But Practice does not only mean repetition. It means: repeating with attention.”

Leni wrote:



Practice does not only mean again. Practice means: understanding again in a new way.



“Correction,” Mila said quietly.

The word hung beside PRACTICE.

It looked harmless.

But Mila looked at it as if it could prick.

Ms. Celeste noticed it.

“A correction is meant to help,” she said. “It is not meant to shame.”

“But sometimes it still feels uncomfortable,” said Mila.

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “Even helpful correction can feel uncomfortable. But it must not make you feel small.”

Oscar looked at Mila.

Then at Finn.

Then at himself in the mirror.

“What is the difference?” he asked.

Ms. Celeste did not answer right away.

Then she said:

“A good correction says: This movement needs a clearer path. A bad correction says: Something is wrong with you.”

The room became quiet.

Leni did not write the sentence down right away.

First she wanted to hear it.

All of it.



A movement can be corrected without a child having to become smaller.



“Expression,” Lea read.

She smiled at the word.

“That is when dance tells something?”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “Not only with the face. With the whole body.”

Benno made a very sad face and raised one hand dramatically.

Finn laughed.

“That is more like theater.”

“Ballet can be theater too,” said Ms. Celeste. “But Expression is not a grimace. Expression is inner meaning.”

Oscar did not fully understand that yet.

But he acted as if he had almost understood it.

“Group Learning,” said Jaro. “Does that mean we all have to practice together?”

“Sometimes, yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “You learn from one another. You see what someone else does differently. You help one another. You watch out for one another.”

Mila glanced briefly at Leni.

Leni smiled.

“And Performance?” asked Finn.

“That is when you show something,” said Ms. Celeste. “Not only at the end in a big show. Performance begins already when you learn to stay calm in front of others.”

Oscar immediately straightened up.

“I can do that.”

Leni looked at him.

“You are good at doing something in front of others.”

“I told you.”

“But staying calm is something else.”

Oscar opened his mouth.

Then he closed it again.

“Maybe.”

At the very top still stood ASSESSMENT.

The word looked strict.

Almost like a test.

Paul raised his hand carefully.

“Is Assessment like an exam?”

“Sometimes,” said Ms. Celeste. “But here it means more.”

She pointed to the summit of the tree.

“Assessment asks: Has learning taken place? Has the movement become clearer? Is the body safer? Is the Motivation still healthy? Does someone need a break? Has a correction arrived? Has the group worked well together?”

Oscar looked up.

“That is a lot for one word.”

“Yes,” said Ms. Celeste. “That is why it stands at the top. From there, it sees the whole tree.”

Leni looked at the Ballet Tree.

Suddenly it was no longer only a picture.

It was like a map.

Or like a conversation.

Each word seemed to be a door.

Body Knowledge.

Planning.

Technique.

Correction.

Expression.

Assessment.

And behind every door, something was waiting that had not yet been told.



A tree does not explain everything at once. It only shows where one can begin.



Ms. Celeste now took the colorful cards from the day before.

Foot.

Ear.

Eye.

Heart.

Breath.

She laid them under the tree.

“Where do these cards belong?”

Oscar immediately reached for the foot.

“Body Knowledge.”

“Good.”

Mila took the card with the heart.

She hesitated.

“Self-Respect?”

“Very good.”

Benno took the ear.

“Music. So, Materials?”

“Yes. And Attention.”

“Can one card belong in two places?”

“Many things belong in more than one place,” said Ms. Celeste.

Leni liked that.

She liked thoughts that did not have to fit into only one drawer.

Lea placed the eye with Attention.

Paul placed the breath with Body Knowledge and Recovery.

Finn was left.

He looked at the cards.

“I do not have one.”

Ms. Celeste gave him a new card.

A small mouth was drawn on it.

“What about this?”

Finn looked at the card.

“Communication.”

“Yes.”

He wanted to place it quickly by the tree.

Then he paused.

He glanced briefly at Mila.

“And maybe Correction.”

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Yes.”

Finn placed the card between COMMUNICATION and CORRECTION.

Mila saw it.

She said nothing.

But her shoulders became softer.

Oscar saw that and was surprised.

So one little card move could change something.

Maybe ballet really was not just jumping.

Ms. Celeste stepped back.

“We will not dance much today,” she said.

Oscar opened his eyes wide.

“Why not?”

“We will,” said Ms. Celeste. “Just not the way you think.”

She stood in the middle.

“Each of you chooses a word from the tree. Then you make a small movement for it.”

Finn groaned.

“A word movement?”

“Yes.”

“That sounds dangerously like school.”

“Or like art,” said Lea.

“Even worse,” Finn muttered.

But he stayed where he was.

Leni chose ATTENTION.

She stood still.

Then she slowly turned her head to the side, as if following a quiet sound.

She lifted one hand, paused, and lowered it again.

It was not a big movement.

But everyone watched.

“That was quiet,” said Benno.

“And awake,” said Ms. Celeste.

Leni’s face grew warm.

But not unpleasantly.

Mila chose SELF-RESPECT.

She stood there.

Small at first.

Then she placed both feet more firmly on the floor.

She lifted her head.

Not arrogantly.

Only straight.

Then she placed one hand on her chest and reached the other slightly forward.

As if she were saying:

This far.

And I am still open.

The room became quiet.

Oscar swallowed.

Finn looked at the floor.

Ms. Celeste said softly:

“Very clear.”

Mila barely smiled.

But she stayed standing.

Oscar of course chose COURAGE.

Then he noticed that this word was not actually on the tree.

“Courage is not there,” he said, disappointed.

“Yes, it is,” said Leni. “Maybe not as a sign. But in many words.”

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“Courage can be inside Self-Respect. Inside Correction. Inside Practice. Inside Performance. Inside Assessment.”

Oscar thought about it.

Then he pointed to PRACTICE.

“Then I will take Practice.”

He stood in the middle.

At first he wanted to jump.

You could see it in him.

His knees were already bending.

But then he paused.

He made a small plié.

Slowly.

Not perfectly.

Not deeply.

But calmly.

Then he did it again.

A little clearer.

And again.

The third time, he breathed out.

The floor creaked.

Not loudly.

Almost kindly.

Ms. Celeste smiled.

“That was Practice.”

Oscar looked surprised.

“But I did not do anything big.”

“Exactly.”

Leni wrote:



Sometimes courage is not the big jump, but the calm again.



Finn was last.

He went to the tree and looked at the words for a long time.

“Take serious faces,” Benno whispered.

Finn grinned briefly.

Then he pointed to COMMUNICATION.

Everyone waited.

Finn stood in the middle.

He opened his mouth.

Then he closed it again.

Then he turned to Mila.

“My movement is a sentence,” he said.

Ms. Celeste nodded.

“That can also be a movement.”

Finn did not look directly at Mila.

But almost.

“Yesterday, with the shoes,” he said. “That was dumb.”

Mila looked at him.

“Yes.”

Finn nodded.

“I am sorry.”

It was not a long sentence.

Not a beautiful sentence.

Not an especially practiced sentence.

But it was there.

Mila said quietly:

“Okay.”

Oscar stared at Finn as if he had just managed a difficult pirouette.

Maybe he had.

Only without a turn.

Ms. Celeste pointed to the tree.

“Do you see? The tree is not only
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