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			To my readers.

			You so much.

			And to the reviewer who said I was pretentious and mediocre.

			Now nothing bothers me.

			So thank you.

		

	
		
			“Everything is copy.”

			—Nora Ephron

			“Fuck everything.”

			—Guillaume Maurice Kaeger
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			So what the hell is this, besides pure indulgence?

			Well, if you have this book in your hands, I’m delighted, and I’m going to assume you’ve read all of The Fish Tales and, like me, you like talking obsessively about The Fish Tales.

			If not… Well, I’m still delighted to be in your hands, but you may find this collection a little strange and obsessive and not what you were expecting. This isn’t the fourth book in the series. This is companion fan fiction. It’s also the story of the story. A peek behind-the-scenes at the show under the show.

			You’re going to be present at an ultrasound and see The Man I Love as an embryo.

			You’ll get inside my head as I put together the pivotal event that changed Erik, Daisy and their circle of friends forever, and witness a character being built from the ground up.

			You’ll read scenes that were cut from the final draft for one reason or another.

			You’ll read chapters I never intended to be in the final draft, but they had to be written anyway. Simply as part of the universe-building. Or they wanted to be written, because it’s just fun.

			And yes, there’s stuff about Will. Lots.

			It’s all interspersed with my obsessive commentary [You’ll see me jump in like this.] None of it is edited, so you can really get the sense of how a book starts out as rambling crap. There’s no plot to follow, no spoilers, so you can skip or skim or read it any order you want and—… There goes Team Will to his section. 

			(Waving) Bye, have fun! Don’t get pregnant!

			Anyway, if you like this sort of thing, this is the sort of thing you will like.

			I give it to you with my love.
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			He was born Erik Lindstrom, in the dorms of Alfred University, sometime during my sophomore year. He grew up in a manuscript that would come to be known as All the Running You Can Do. Said manuscript would eventually fit in four manila envelopes and sit around in desk drawers, until I finally moved it to floppy disks. I sent it once to an editor, who came back with two enlightening observations:

			“This is a fantastic, 500-page character analysis. Now write the story.”

			“When you step away from the minutiae and dig deep into the emotional aspects of a scene, you’re actually quite good.”

			I thanked him and threw it into a drawer again. Because I was, like, twenty-four and had no idea what he was talking about. Or what I was doing.

			So anyway. Here’s Erik as we first meet him at the fictitious University of the Mid-Atlantic States, College at Angelica, New York (because Angelica was an exit I passed on Rt. 17 and I liked the sound of it, all right?)

			By the way, this material hasn’t seen the light of day in over twenty years. Nor has it been edited. 

			In other words, be kind. I was young.

			[image: ]

			It was two weeks after Labor Day, around six-fifteen on a balmy midsummer evening, and the U-MIDAS Angelica football team was finishing practice. Exhausted, streaming sweat, streaked with dirt, some of them limping, they clambered aboard two buses and rode back to the gym. They’d been practicing at a field six miles away from campus because varsity soccer had a game that evening and was using the main field.

			In one of the back seats on the second bus, Erik Lindstrom had his left foot sticking out in the aisle, his arms crossed on the seat in front of his, and his head pillowed on his arms. The bus hit a bump, which jarred his outstretched leg, and his knee howled.

			Shit. 

			Erik ran his fingers through his grimy blond hair and wondered for the millionth time what in hell had made him want to play college ball.

			Being recruited was an ego trip, and an athletic scholarship took a big load off the student bill, but when you got down to it, as Erik was getting down to it tonight, when you were one of twenty-odd freshman recruits, it wasn’t any special deal. You didn’t sleep, eat, shit, have sex or a social life. What you had was pain. Pain and being tired all the goddamn time, that’s what it was. It was stuffing yourself with Advil or Ibuprofen or Motrin to keep your mind off wrecked knees or ankles or whatever joint you’d managed to maul during practice. It was two weeks of lethal triple sessions in the blazing heat of August when your soul belonged to Jesus but your ass belonged to the coach. When school started, it was classes all day, practice every afternoon, memorizing plays, being bitched at by the coach and pummeled by the athletic trainer, and then back to the gym for mandatory weight-training. Then you ran like a maniac to catch the tail end of dinner, and you ordered out later anyway because you were so hungry. Then you tried to study, crashed with your face in a textbook, and then got up the next morning to go through the whole bloody mess all over again.

			Football hadn’t been Erik’s sole ticket into U-MIDAS; he’d aced the New York State Regents in algebra, geometry and trig (aced as in ACED, 100 for 100), pulled a 4.0 on the Advanced Placement Chemistry exam, and graduated seventh in a class of 210. But now all he had time for, and all he really cared about was merely passing his courses, just getting by, and hang the Dean’s List. 

			“Academics first, football second,” the coaches had stated time and again, but to every player on the team, that really had come to mean the exact opposite. Football, then school, and a side order of wanting to sell your soul to be able to sleep for a whole day. Erik found himself dreaming of sleeping when he slept. Deep sleep, deep as snowdrifts, warm, numb, no feeling, no care. Just to be able to sleep and never have to wake up.

			It just wasn’t fun anymore. Academics first, football second (or vice-versa), and for what?

			To stand on the sidelines with all the other rookies except the half-dozen who were good enough to play, maybe even good enough to be starters, that’s what. Good enough. Those two words had become Erik’s despair. Good enough. Erik Lindstrom wanted to be good enough, wanted to be out on that field, wanted it more than he could stand. If he had to sweat it through one or two seasons of Sideline City, then he’d sweat.

			Still, it had been a bitter blow to come to college and be so abruptly brought down to earth with the discovery that he wasn’t good enough. Hello Reality! He was big enough—six foot three and two-twenty-five pounds—and strong, and certainly fast enough, in fact, he could run remarkably fast for someone so big. But having strength and speed and being able to tackle whatever was in his way couldn’t be construed as good. Erik didn’t have a lot of finesse on the field simply because he couldn’t think as fast as he could run, and also because of his tendency to get out of control.

			“You’re good,” Coach Rooney said to him after pre-season. “You are good, Lindy, but not good enough yet.” Those two words again. “You’ve got a ways to go. Sometimes you’re like a blind bull—plowing through everything just on brute strength. You can’t play ball like that and you can’t go through life like that. Use your head, son. Open your eyes. Watch. You gotta be nervous, you gotta be looking every second, looking in eight directions at once, and your body’s gotta be able to react. And that’s when being strong and fast comes in.”

			Erik tried, figuring Rooney wouldn’t pick on him so much if there wasn’t any hope. He worked his ass off. But there were days, a lot of days it seemed, when it was just so hard. Rooney’s despairing look could make him feel lower than an ameba and twice as dumb. The other coaches had their own tactics: Killian screamed at you like a platoon sergeant from hell, and MacInnis liked to grab the faceguard of your helmet and shake the crap out of you. After being top banana in high school, the role of designated benchwarmer was a humiliating demotion (Erik had gotten write-ups in his hometown paper, more than once; he had them in a scrap book and often he thumbed through them just to ascertain that he hadn’t dreamed those glory days). 

			One of the running backs, an English major, found a quote by Lewis Carroll which summed up the situation, and he scrawled it in red ink on the locker room wall: “In this world, it takes all the running you can do to keep in one place.”

			Outside of football and school, there was the question of Erik’s love life, or lack thereof. He had come to the conclusion, a while ago, that a long-distance relationship sucked the big Momma, and he’d better start developing a taste for letter-writing or else he was going to end up with one panic of a phone bill from calling Kathy. 

			Or maybe not...

			They’d talked to each other every night for the first week, three times during the second week, and after that, the phone calls had become rather sporadic on Kathy’s part, causing Erik to get some very bad vibes. He frowned. That’s what being apart did to a relationship. Already, a bunch of his new buddies had gotten dumped or dicked or screwed one way or another, and September wasn’t even over yet.

			He’d call Kath tonight. Collect, just to piss her off, he thought impishly. 

			“Collect call from hell, do you accept the charges?” 

			He sighed, with the feeling that Kathy, just by coincidence, wouldn’t be home tonight.

			Erik was thankful for one thing, or rather, two things: the twins were there, and they were going through the same hell. 

			Chris and Greg Fragiacomo, their dark heads lolling two seats ahead, had been Erik’s best buddies since fourth grade. It was exciting going away to school and meeting all new people, but at the same time, it was nice to have the twins there, living right next door to Erik in Winslow Hall. Especially Chris. Erik wouldn’t go so far as to say Chris was psychic, or any such bullshit, but he’d swear sometimes the dude could read minds. It wasn’t just thoughts, either—Chris was a walking St. Anthony medal. If you lost your keys or your baseball cap or your calculus homework, Chris knew where they were. If you couldn’t find someone, Chris knew where to look. Chris always knew what was going on, he always knew what to say, and if he didn’t know what to say, which was rare, he would shut up and hand Erik a beer. Chris just knew Erik, knew when he wanted to get drunk and go crazy, knew those rare times when he wanted to be left alone. You couldn’t beat a friend like that.

			The seat across from Erik was filled to overflowing with the bodies of Dan Mellsner and Tim Berland. Dan was a steelworker’s son from Allentown, Pennsylvania. He was a place-kicker, or would be, when or if he got to play. With straight neutral-blond hair that tended to hang in his eyes, Dan was rather unremarkable-looking, usually without much to say for himself, and no one ever guessed that he was a mathematical wizard. Only a small part of Dan’s tuition was paid by football, the remainder was covered by academic scholarship. Basically, Dan paid for his books and the rest was a free ride. He was the least visible of Erik’s new circle. Dan’s father wasn’t well, and a stickler for home, hearth and family, Dan would trek back to Allentown whenever he got the chance.

			The improbably-named Tim Berland was undeniably the best-looking one of the bunch. One look at his ridiculously beautiful angel face and every pair of female knees in Winslow Hall had gone into collective nuclear meltdown. After the discovery of his washboard abs, and the tattoo of Tweety Bird on his bicep, you practically had to wear waders every time you hung with Tim; the floor around him was ankle-deep in drool. His friends swore he either had a horseshoe up his ass or a notarized agreement with the devil. 

			Tim walked through life without an opinion and slightly oblivious, both of himself and his surroundings. It was doubtful he’d ever read the paper or watched the news in his life. He strolled beneath scaffolding two seconds before a fatal piece of concrete smashed to the ground. He randomly looked down at the grass and immediately spied the only four-leaf clover. He gazed up to the sky and spotted shooting stars everyone else missed. He maintained a passing relationship at best with his textbooks and brought in a B average. He ate whatever he wanted and the body never changed. If he did have a contract with the devil, there was probably a secret Termination clause signed by Jesus. He wasn’t a flirt; he had a girlfriend back in Cornell (probably a gorgeous, rich nymphomaniac who owned a Porsche dealership and modeled lingerie on the side, his friends grumbled), and generally he kept either with his friends or to himself, and this, coupled with the innocent unawareness of his good looks, naturally made him even more attractive to the girls. They thought he was shy. The boys knew he was a little dumb. No one would ever guess he was still a virgin. And everyone called him “the Bod.”

			[Tim is based on a real person, by the way, and I bet my Alfred peeps know who he is. —SLQR]

			But far coolest of all, in Erik’s opinion, was his roommate, Steve Kiff, who went by his last name only. Ending up with Kiff was a piece of luck. He was a rookie from Florida, and already he’d insisted on all the guys coming down to Miami for spring break.

			[Are your eyes glazing over with all these intros? See what that guy meant about a 500-page character analysis? I sure do now. And this was the OPENING CHAPTER. Yikes. —SLQR] 

			Kiff was good enough. He was a starting lineman, which meant he worked twice as hard as Erik or the twins or Dan or Tim. But Kiff was adaptable and he’d managed to divide his life into two compartments—Football and Non-football, and, ironically, it was the Non-football Kiff that interested Erik. 

			Steve Kiff was the kind of guy who spoon-fed you his life. You got to know him a little bit at a time, bit by fascinating bit. He had a lot going on in his mind and a lot up his sleeves. You never knew with Kiff.

			He was a mean drummer, and while he hadn’t an actual set up at school on which to practice, Erik got a kick out of how Kiff would turn on the radio and practice on the wall, the desk, the floor; on books, on his pillow, or if Erik was trying to study, Kiff would practice in the air. Erik envied his roommate’s musical ability; he himself had always had a secret dream of being in a band, playing the drums, or maybe the bass guitar.

			Kiff had once wanted to be a cartoonist, to work for Walt Disney Studios. He was always drawing things and doodling in the margins of his notebooks during class. He’d drawn a really neat picture of the gang--him and Erik, the twins, Dan and Tim; he’d done it as a caricature, actually, sketching them all with big heads and little bodies, making fun of all their personality mannerisms. For instance, he gave the twins huge, gleaming teeth, because everyone was always commenting that the two of them could do toothpaste commercials, their teeth were so perfect. The Bod was drawn shirtless, shredded and surrounded by a harem of girls; Dan was working at a computer, breaking into the New York Stock Exchange; Erik was bench-pressing Dan and the computer with one hand, biting into a slice of pizza held in the other. Cleverly, Kiff drew himself in the act of drawing, holding a big pencil, methodically enhancing the boobs of one of Tim’s admirers. Kiff then put the picture in a Plexiglas frame, and hung it over his desk. Erik stopped to peer at it at least once a day, both envious and proud.

			 Perhaps it was Kiff’s hobbies in general that drummed up the most envy in Erik. Kiff always had something to do, while Erik, who considered himself very un-creatively inclined, spent his free time in front of the tube. He didn’t seem to own any inner preserve other than sleeping, nor any hobbies except for drinking and girl-watching, of which he had time for neither.

			[We call this telling instead of showing. —SLQR]

			The bus pulled into the gym parking lot and lurched to a halt. Forty boys groaned in unison and got wearily to their feet. Kiff yawned, enormously, as they shuffled off, his sunburned face scrunching up. He was a good-looking guy, not nearly as handsome as the Bod, but he was cute and Irish and had light brown hair and a few freckles and eyes that changed colors depending on what he wore. So he got his fair share of attention from the chicks. Kiff just had one of those open, friendly, nice faces. When you met him, you wouldn’t exactly think of a guy who was the equivalent of an enraged gorilla on the football field, which was how Erik had seen him at times; Kiff came across as a guy that you could just talk to. The gang, big on nicknames, was starting to call him “Smiley.”

			“I’m getting too old for this,” Kiff yawned again. It was the catch phrase du jour.

			“Mm,” Erik grunted, then he yawned.

			[Yawn. —SLQR]

			They went down to the first floor locker room and changed. The Lewis Carroll quote tugged at Erik’s eye. “In this world it takes all the running you can do to keep in one place.” He read it a few times, then pulled on a baseball cap, took his lifting belt from the hook inside the locker, and headed out to the weight room.

			Whether Erik realized it or not, the weight room had become, in certain ways, his inner preserve. He liked the atmosphere—warm and sweaty, music blaring from the radio, the blue floor springy under his feet, and the pleasant clinks and clanks of the iron weights and the frequent clang-THUMPs of weights being dropped. There was talking and laughing and raunchy jokes and grunting and groaning, and Chris Fragiacomo yelling, “Push it, you motherfucker!” when he spotted you, and then you spotted Chris and called him a cocksucker or something to that scatological effect. And unlike practice, if you got tired, you took a break and got a drink, or wandered by the gym and shot a few baskets, or just wandered for a while.

			Erik went out to get a drink, just in time to see the most perfect set of female legs in creation arrive at the fountain. Oh wow, he thought, you just made my day. He didn’t think she’d be down here, the owner of these particular legs, and it made seeing her, and them, all the nicer.

			She was straightening up now, wiping her lips on the back of her hand. She was flushed and sweaty and wisps of dark hair had fallen out of her ponytail and were stuck to her forehead and neck. She had on black tights and those funny shoes with the hard tips, the ones that she could stand in, right on her toes. Toe shoes.

			“Hi dancer,” Erik said.

			“Hi!” She smiled at him as she passed and her hand brushed his shoulder.

			[Wince. I hadn’t yet conquered my exclamation point addiction. —SLQR]

			Erik got a drink, then went into the gym and shot the shit with Paul Brummel, playing a little one-on-one, too. He got another drink, and en route back to the weight room, he peeked into the dance studio, as had become his habit ever since he’d discovered Legs.

			Funny that the architects of the gym had designed the dance studios right next to the weight room. As a result, peeking in on ballet classes had become the curious habit of not only Erik, but most of his friends as well, a collective curiosity towards this anomaly of culture and refinement in the midst of brawn and bulk and male-bonding. At first they only peeked in to make fun of the guys in tights. But that really was only a self-assurance check of their own masculinity, and once the novelty of gay-bashing wore off, they began to focus on the women. For Erik, one in particular. 

			She lived in Winslow Hall, too, but it had been here, down at the gym where he’d first really seen her. Just by chance, peeking in the studio. Oh, there’s that girl. I know her. 

			She was sitting on the floor tying her shoe ribbons, and then she stood up, shed her bulky sweatshirt and started walking around on her toes in her black leotard and tights. She wasn’t breathtakingly beautiful; she was nice-looking, certainly attractive according to Erik’s taste, chic with her hair pulled off her face, dangling earrings and dark lipstick. But truthfully, it was her body that got to him, sending visceral shock waves through his system, filling him with a sudden desire to touch her. She was small, but perfectly proportioned and she looked fit and wiry and feline and sexy. And there was something Tim Berland-ish about her sexiness: she didn’t know she was sexy. The days passed and Erik looked, and looked some more, eventually noticing that her hair was very long and wavy, that she had really intense eyes and a pretty smile. Within the space of a week, he’d fallen head over heels in...

			In what, Lind? You in love or something?

			Head over heels in lust.

			Erik had a girlfriend. Kathy was finishing up her senior year back in Syracuse. They’d been together over a year and he’d never cheated on her, and he concluded he wasn’t doing Kathy any wrong by simply checking out the scenery. He was only human, and it wasn’t like he was wholeheartedly trying to get this little ballerina in bed...

			Well, I wouldn’t exactly kick her out of my bed, he admitted, lounging on the door frame and watching the dancer spin around on her toes. Great legs. Gorgeous legs. He watched her for a long time, rolling her name around in his mind. Julie.

			Julie Bianco.
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			We shall pause for drinks.

			U-MIDAS Angelica. I mean, really?

			I was young.

			Anyway, today, Alfred University boasts a tremendous performing arts center. But in 1986, the sole dance studio was indeed at the campus athletic center. Right next to the weight room. And I was madly in love with a football player who went through pre-season hell every year.

			Unfortunately, I didn’t (and still don’t) know the first thing about football. So in later years, as Erik developed, I realized I had to steer his passion into something else. Something I could write about with conviction and know-how.

			Also, I felt like I wanted to steer away from the whole “we come from opposite worlds, can it ever work out?” thing. I wanted my lovers to meet in a shared arena. My heroine would always be a dancer, so technical theater turned out to be the perfect thing for Erik.

			Speaking of our girl, you’ll see that Daisy was not always Daisy. Here she is Julie Bianco, but in an earlier draft of Running (which died in a floppy disk tragedy) she was Jeanni Maldonado.

			So this is how it began. No Fish. No gold necklace. No technical theater. No Will. No guitar. No piano. No Daisy. And Erik’s motley crew of friends? None of them came with him to The Man I Love, although Steve Kiff was a rather self-actualized young man who often steered Erik in better directions. It’s possible he was an embryonic version of Will Kaeger.

			(In case you haven’t noticed, I have a thing for the letter K.)

			I hauled this manuscript out of a drawer in the early 2000’s, and started re-reading it. I was in my thirties, married with a daughter named Julie. As I read through this 500-page character analysis laden with dorm life, parties, hooking up, drama and angst, I wanted to throw up. 

			Oh my God, who cares? I thought. I can’t relate to this anymore. It’s not attractive to me.

			I chucked it back in a drawer and started writing another set of stories. New characters in a New York City romance called Bury My Heart in Cashmere.

			Stop laughing. All right, fine, laugh. Christ, what a title.

			So I had this tragic hero Al McKenzie, who needed a new love in the wake of his wife’s tragic death. The woman who would open his heart again and all that sort of thing. He needed someone cool. Did I know any cool single women?

			Well, Julie Bianco was pretty damn cool. Whatever happened to her?

			Huh. 

			It occurred to me both Julie Bianco and Erik Lindstrom were now in their thirties, too.

			Interesting. They’d grown up with me, so to speak.

			Where were they?

			Were they still together?

			Almost instantly, I knew they weren’t. And not just not together, but extremely not together. Not-speaking not together. Estranged. Because of…something. Something terrible happened. What?

			I didn’t know yet. But in the meantime, I started to groom Julie to be Al McKenzie’s new love, which meant I had to start writing her as an adult. On her own. Without Erik…

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			Stripped of her holiday decorations, New York was sad and gray, a cold and weary debutante after the ball, tired and let-down and bracing for winter. Struggling under the weight of her massive shoulder bag, Julie Bianco made her way through the shifting crowds on 54th Street. It had been five months since she had roamed the streets of Manhattan, but it had taken only a few hours for her pace to adjust, and she now negotiated around tourists, scaffolding, construction and other diversions with little mental effort. She was exhausted, too tired to even yawn; her legs ached, her throat was sore from talking, and a small pinch of pain had invaded between her eyebrows. 

			It was a Saturday afternoon, and for two days she’d been running auditions at the Brooklyn Conservatory of Music. It had been a massive turnout. It never failed to surprise her, the sheer crush of young dancers willing to move themselves and their careers from the center of the dance universe, New York City, to a relatively unknown company in Canada. Then again, with the amount of money Buddy was dangling in front of everyone’s face, she shouldn’t be surprised. And it allowed them to be choosy: out of six hundred candidates, they had selected fourteen for the company, plus two young teenagers were awarded apprenticeships. 

			 Without slowing her pace, she lit her last cigarette and crumpled the box in her gloved fist, tossing it at an overflowing garbage can on the corner of 5th Avenue with some concern. The pack had been three-quarters full that morning. Excessive even by her habit’s standards. With a scowl she tossed the butt away after a few drags, and reached for her tin of strong peppermints. She popped three in her mouth and resolutely crunched away the taste of smoke and tar as she considered quitting for good. 

			She passed a Starbuck’s and paused briefly, craving a Café Valencia, warm and fragrant with a touch of orange liqueur and a froth of cream on top. No, there wasn’t time, plus she had already drunk too much coffee today. She wondered if her nerves would relax in time for her to enjoy her massage.

			Her brother Johnny was coming to Manhattan that evening. It was his idea that Julie make an appointment with his new girlfriend, who was a massage therapist. Julie jumped at the chance: in all her years as a dancer, she had never had a professional massage, and Nina Valenti looked positively horrified at the news.

			 “Are you kidding me? Of all the people in the world who could use one, dancers and athletes are at the top of the list.”

			 Julie shrugged prettily, while trying to reconcile her twin’s previous descriptions of Nina, and the ensuing mental picture she’d derived, with this strikingly beautiful woman who now stood before her. They saw eye-to-eye, their shoulders, waists and hips lining up precisely. Lowered in water, they would displace exactly the same amount. Julie’s hair was in a ponytail, Nina’s in a French twist, but it was apparent they both owned the same wild profusion of corkscrew curls, Julie’s dark brown, and Nina’s a luxuriant auburn. Nina was crisp and neat in khakis and a white button-down shirt. Her gaze was direct, and Julie fought not to squirm under it, feeling grimy underneath her sweatpants and henley shirt. 

			There was a bizarre dichotomy in her personality: after a lifetime of dance training, she was emotionally immune to criticism and brutal scrutiny of her body, and rarely did she experience stage-fright when performing before an audience, rather she reveled in the attention. Yet once out of her element, she didn’t bear up well when people stared at her, and strangers made her shy, particularly women. With men, at least there was the safety net of flirting, which, when you thought about it, was sort of like performing.

			“I’ve always meant to,” she said lamely. “I never really had the time. And when I had time I didn’t have the money…”

			 “Well, I’m glad you came,” said Nina, reaching out a hand to take Julie by the shoulder and coax her along the blue-carpeted corridors of the New York Health Club.

			 “It’s nice to meet you,” Julie echoed.

			 “Johnny’s told me so much. He really misses you.”

			 “I’ve heard as much about you.” In fact, from her brother she had heard of little else but Nina, ever since Thanksgiving. Nina did this and Nina said that and Nina was some other thing. Johnny was smitten ass over Achilles.

			“Did Johnny tell you that my sister’s a dancer?” Nina was saying.

			“Yes. Actually, I saw her name in a review Dance Magazine did on the Houston Ballet.”

			“Anything good?”

			“She got a mention for the pas de trois from Swan Lake, and there was a little picture. Is she one of your clients?”

			 Nina laughed. “Susanna books me solid whenever she comes home.”

			 They arrived at a doorway, upon which was a hand-lettered sign: Nina Valenti, LMT.

			 “Were you as thrilled as I was to get your own office?” Julie said.

			 “Hah!” Nina barked, jiggling the key into the doorknob and hipping the door open. “Check it out.”

			 They entered a close, windowless room with pale green concrete walls. There was just enough room for a desk, two folding chairs and an industrial sink. The lighting was fluorescent and harsh. The only cheerful point to the room was a vase of silk hydrangeas on Nina’s desk.

			 “It’s lovely,” Julie managed.

			 “Bet you’re real envious over the sink.”

			 “Was this a kitchen once?”

			 “I’m guessing the custodian’s office. There’s a hanger, you can hang your coat. I work in here.”

			 Nina opened a door Julie hadn’t noticed. She followed to a smaller, adjoining room. By contrast, this room truly was lovely. Still windowless, but Nina had hung two six-paned mirrors which gave the illusion of windows. The walls were a soft peach color, and the light came from two dim lamps. The table was set up in the exact center of the room. There were plants hanging and a ficus tree in one corner. Also silk, Julie supposed, as there was no sunlight to sustain them, but the effect was good. Music filtered from some hidden spot. It smelled pleasantly spicy, with tones of oranges, vanilla, cinnamon and clove, deliciously warm and comforting and somehow familiar.

			“Déjà smell,” Julie murmured.

			“It’s amazing, how some scents will do that,” Nina agreed. “You know what gets me? The smell of rain on the concrete in summer time. One whiff and I’m somewhere else.”

			Julie nodded, inhaling deeply. She was suddenly visualizing her childhood home, the beautiful Victorian house on the grounds of St. Catherine’s Junior College, an edifice known throughout Greenwich as Headmaster’s House. The living room windows faced southwest and caught the setting sun every day at four o’clock, the diffused heat releasing the perfume from Francesca Bianco’s scented candles. During Julie’s teenage years, nothing was as delicious as coming home on Friday afternoons, wonderful Fridays when she had no dance class, when homework could wait, when the evening stretched out before her in blissful and unscheduled peace. It was heaven to shoulder open one of the red double doors of Headmaster’s House, and step out of the cold and into the golden light enveloping the living room, to let the dogs shower her face with kisses and breathe in the subtle myriad of scents. Nina’s treatment room smelled like a fall Friday.

			 “Here we go.” Nina walked over to a low credenza and lit two candles. “An oasis of sanity.”

			 Julie still stood by the door, clutching her shoulder bag, caught in a time warp and not sure what to do.

			 “Do you have any injuries? Is there any particular area you need me to work on? Your back or legs?”

			 Julie smiled faintly. “Everywhere.” She ached all over, even her skin hurt. It would be heaven just to be touched.

			 “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Nina went on. She brushed invisible lint of the small pillow at the head of the table. “Why don’t you start face-down? There’s a towel for you, and you cover up with this big sheet, too. I turned up the heat so it shouldn’t be too cold in here. Okay?”

			 “Okay.”

			 “You don’t have to go all-out nude if you don’t want to. Make yourself as comfortable as possible. This is all about you.”

			 “Okay,” Julie said again, feeling the blush crawl up her neck, but grateful that she hadn’t had to ask about proper attire.

			 Nina left and shut the door softly.

			 In the candlelight, Julie swiftly undressed, at first leaving on her underwear, and then deciding what the hell, and climbed naked up onto the table. It was awkward trying to lie down and then unfold and pull the pink, flannel sheet over her bare back, but she managed. She lay quietly. Her feet were cold. The music was eerie, but somehow soothing with its flutes and synthesized strings. She was tired. She hoped she wouldn’t sleep through this hour of supposed luxury.

			After an interminable amount of time, Nina knocked and returned, closing the door softly again.

			“Warm enough?” she murmured.

			“Yes,” said Julie. “But my feet…”

			“Oh, yes. Here.” A heavy warmness descended below Julie’s calves. “I put a towel in the dryer. Is your face comfortable in the cradle like that? I’ll take it off and you can rest your head on the side if you prefer.”

			“No, I’m fine. It’s very comfortable, actually.” Her cold feet now soothed, Julie relaxed, listened to Nina making noises at the credenza. She came over to the table and adjusted the covers, folded them back around Julie’s waist, leaving her back cool and exposed.

			“Do you have any allergies?” Nina said. “Scented or unscented oil?”

			“No, whatever you usually use is fine.” This was turning into more of a science that she had expected.

			Nina stood by Julie’s head, rubbing her hands together, then her hands pressed, warm and slippery on either side of Julie’s spine, and slid down. At her hips they separated, pulled up along the sides of her back, circled her shoulders, and then met again and slid down.

			 “Oh,” Julie exhaled. Inside the pocket of warmth created by the towel, her toes curled.

			 “That feel good?”

			 “Oh my God.”

			 Over and over, Nina’s hands moved in long, up-and-down strokes. Julie’s skin grew warm with the friction. “Your upper back is really tight,” Nina said. She came to one side of the table and leaned into Julie, kneading into the trapezium muscle, following the curve of her shoulder blades. She found a knot and applied a slow, intense pressure, sending a painful yet exquisite release up the back of Julie’s head.

			 “Is that too much?”

			 “No,” Julie managed to gasp.

			 “Do you normally carry so much tension in your neck and shoulders?”

			 “I used to carry all my tension in my stomach. This is an improvement as far as I’m concerned.”

			 “Still,” Nina said. The sucked her teeth and shifted her stance. “Girlfriend, I’m going to have to marinate you before I can get these knots out.”

			 Julie giggled, muffled against the face-cradle. The muscles in her neck were screaming in protest against the probing, but it felt divine. Nina’s hands were strong and silky smooth. They worked in broad, sweeping strokes and in tiny feathery touches. Her fingers dug, her palms soothed, her knuckles searched and her forearms cajoled Julie’s body into a state of suspended nothingness. Her relaxation deepened. She began tuning in the music. She liked it. As was her instinct, her imagination began translating the phrases into movement. This music evoked a stage full of women in white. Slow, languorous movement. Adagio. A flowing phrase into suddenly-held balances. Intricate patterns. Too intricate. Her mind grew fuzzy as Nina’s hands wrung the sympathy from her limbs. She couldn’t hold onto the vision. She let it go. Nice music, though. She reminded herself to ask what it was later.

			Nina worked Julie’s back for a long time, then covered her with the sheet and turned to her legs. One at a time each was exposed and massaged. Hamstrings, backs of knees, calves and ankles. Julie was sighing. 

			Thank you thank you oh my goodness thank you. It had been so long since she had been touched, since she had felt affectionate physical contact. Knowledgeable physical contact. She mentally kicked herself for not having done this sooner. This was a whole hour for her, an hour of singular attention. Someone was loving her, soothing the myriad of aches and pains that she carried about her person during the day, and took quite for granted. Someone was focused entirely upon her and she owed nothing in return.

			Then her feet were in Nina’s hands. Her poor, callused, bruised, beat-up feet. Her beautiful, strong, arched feet. The tools of her trade, the means of her expression. Her aching, aching feet. When had someone last rubbed her feet? Chris wouldn’t go near them. He hated feet, anyone’s feet. But Erik had rubbed her feet. Back in college, when she had been in training for competition, he had taken care of her. She would come home from rehearsal, nearly in tears because her feet and legs hurt so much. After she took a bath, Erik would take her feet in his huge hands and rub them. He was clumsy at first, she remembered, solicitous of her pain but eager to help her. He had helped; usually his ministrations put her to sleep, but that was just as well, for their sex life was in shambles anyway.

			Nina had Julie slowly turn over. The sheets were adjusted, and Nina began working on Julie’s quadriceps and hips, rotating her legs in the joints, gently stretching. The music changed, and Julie’s eyes popped open as she recognized a piece from Ray Lynch’s album No Blue Thing. Buddy Kaeger had used this album for the first ballet he had ever choreographed at college. 

			[Yes, it’s him. Sort of. He was always her partner. Once upon a time he loved her terribly. And he was known as Buddy. Ugh. —SLQR]

			Buddy had been Julie’s exclusive partner at school, a positively brilliant dancer with whom she’d won a gold medal in the Couples Division at the College Ballet Competition. He’d married Lucia “Lucky” Dare, Julie’s roommate, the only one who’d stuck by her side like a stubborn burr through the chaos of Julie’s relationship with Erik.

			Before the move to Canada, the Kaegers had lived in Ohio, where Buddy was a soloist with the Cleveland Ballet. Lucky had danced two seasons in the corps until tendonitis forced her into early retirement. She went back to school for a degree in performing arts administration, and had become a pit bull of marketing and fundraising for the company.

			[Yes, Lucky was once a dancer, too. Until she told me she wasn’t. —SLQR]

			“You’re thinking,” Nina sang, softly jiggling Julie’s calf in her hands. 

			“I know this. I mean, I danced to this music.”

			“I can feel your muscles twitching.”

			“I’ve never met anyone else who knew this album.”

			“A friend gave it to me. It’s pretty, isn’t it?”

			The song playing was called “Here and Never Found”; in Buddy’s ballet this had been a pas de deux for Julie and Lucky. Julie’s eyes closed again, mind and body wrapping around the synthesized bass notes and the flute’s lilting melody. The dance was full of arabesques, a pose in which the dancer stood on one leg and held the other out behind her. There was the impossible arabesque penchée balance at the start, lowering the torso and raising the back leg high and holding the pose for twelve adagio beats, holding it without wobbling as Lucky turned and leaped in a circle about her. 

			Now came the section in the middle, where the two dancers mirrored each other in never-ending series of hops in arabesque, punctuated by sudden relevés en pointe. Grueling choreography, but one of the most incredible works she had ever performed in. 

			 “Here and Never Found” ended and the next track floated on. “Drifted in a Deeper Land”, another pas de deux, this one for Julie and Buddy. Tender, passionate, full of soaring lifts and one slow, spectacular overhead press privately dubbed “the climax”. At that point the violins swelled on one sustained note and Julie arched back, balanced on her hipbones in Buddy’s hands. Precisely at the crest of her extension, the violins went up a half-step and the music, the dance, the stage, the audience, the very theatre seemed to freeze, hold its breath, and come. People often commented to her that they had lost track of time during the pas de deux. No one ever coughed during “Drifted in a Deeper Land”.

			Julie had completely left her body behind now, and she was fully in her head, the performer, dancing with the same intensity of those days in college, when she was nineteen and dancing for her life, dancing because it was all she had. Her chest grew tight with remembered anxiety. Something in Nina’s touch was both gentle and ruthless – her hands softly opened doors that had been long locked within Julie, heedless of what secrets might be hiding there.

			No, not back there, Julie thought, growing cold beneath the pink flannel. Please not now, I want to enjoy this. But the ghosts of the past were swarming her. She closed her eyes tighter and tried to dance, but only saw Erik, his shocked face, his wounded expression and eyes full of betrayal. “Get your stuff and get out,” were the last words he’d ever spoken to her. “I don’t ever want to see you again.” This from the man who had stood by her in her time of need, the one who had sworn he would love her forever when she could barely stand to look in the mirror. She’d broken his heart, slunk away in shame, obeyed his command and stayed away. She packed up her university life and moved to New York. She hadn’t seen Erik since.

			[Madame von Vague, table for one? Clearly something happened. I didn’t know what yet. —SLQR]

			I’m sorry, Julie thought, throwing the words out to the universe in an effort to reach him. She missed him, wanted him badly, needed to touch him. He was out there somewhere. He had to hear her. 

			I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. 

			The tightness in her chest began crawling up her throat, as the strain of the past six months reached its peak. Confronting the unresolved issue of Erik was enough to tip the balance, while at the same time, Nina was slowly and methodically kneading away the last of Julie’s determined resolve. In this unconditional atmosphere, where Nina was enough of a complaisant stranger to invite a catharsis, Julie began to cry.

			 She didn’t sob, but the tears dripped out of her eyes, ran down in diagonal rivulets towards her ears. She didn’t know for what she cried, but something in her was full of sadness, full of longing, full of gratitude, and it was too big to be contained anymore, not here, not under Nina’s hands.

			 “It’s all right,” Nina whispered.

			 “I’m sorry,” Julie replied, swiping her face with the back of a hand.

			 “No, no, you go right ahead. Whatever it is, don’t keep it inside.” 

			Julie dug her fist in her eye sockets, and then a sob did escape her, explosive and echoing against the concrete walls.

			Nina let go of Julie’s left arm, where she’d been working, and got a couple of tissues. After tucking them uselessly in Julie’s hand, she wheeled over a small stool and sat down behind Julie’s head. Her hands made a cradle for Julie’s skull. She held her head and stroked her hair. “It’s all right,” she whispered. “You do whatever you have to. Don’t even mind me, make like I’m not even here.” Her fingers made small circles on Julie’s forehead, between her eyebrows. She’d rubbed a new kind of oil on her palms; this one was fragrant, soothing to Julie’s hot, gritty eyes, like eucalyptus.

			“No, please be here,” Julie whispered. “It’s terrible to feel like this and be alone.”

			“I’m here. I’m right with you. Do you want to talk about it?” Nina said.

			Embarrassed, Julie attempted to pull herself together. Her chest was tight, her palms clammy. She felt freezing cold all of a sudden. “I don’t know what’s wrong.”

			“You don’t have to explain,” Nina said quickly. “We hold a lot of shit in our bodies. Better out than in. Let it go.”

			“I can’t,” Julie whispered. “I’m so tired. I just can’t anymore.”

			“Can’t what?”

			“I don’t know. I was letting it go and I just kind of said it.” She began to shiver, teeth chattering. Her legs trembled on the table and her head gave uncontrollable little jerks in Nina’s hands. “Help.”

			“Uh-oh, anxiety.” Nina grabbed another blanket and threw it over Julie’s body. “You’re fine,” she said softly. “I’m right here. Don’t be embarrassed, I completely understand what you’re feeling.” She rubbed her temples, massaging oil and tears into Julie’s skin. “Take a deep breath. Now hold it, count five, and let it out slow. Slower. Breathe in again. Think about breathing in peace and when you exhale, blow out the fear.” Her fingers moved along Julie’s scalp, playing with her hair. She took earlobes between her fingers, rubbed them gently. “That’s it. Nice deep breaths. Breathe in what you need and let go of what you don’t. Don’t be afraid of a little emotional storm. It’ll pass. Let it go through you.”

			“I hate this. I hate when this happens.”

			“Do you often have anxiety attacks?”

			“Define often.” It was hard to talk through her trembling jaw, but joking about it made Julie feel she wasn’t going under.

			“Every day?”

			“No. Maybe every couple of months one comes on. I hate it. I feel crazed, like I want to run screaming into the street.”

			“You have to be bigger than it. It will never beat you. It’ll come at you full force but it always passes and you’ll always be left.”

			 With Nina’s coaching, Julie got her breath under control. The shivering stopped, which loosened the knot in her chest. After a few moments, Julie blew her nose lustily. “I don’t know what happened.” The wad of used Kleenex dangled in her fingers.

			 “You released. It’s all right, perfectly all right and the healthy thing to do. Oh, just throw that on the floor. Don’t even worry.”

			 She didn’t worry, she was too exhausted. The massage was over.

			 “How do you feel?” Nina asked.

			 “I’m okay,” Julie said cautiously. “Tired.” She was completely drained, but at the same time she felt clean, husked-out, ready to be filled up with something new.

			 “Just rest a few minutes before you get up. And when you sit up, go nice and slow so you don’t get lightheaded. I’ll be in the other room, just scream if you need me.” With a last caress on Julie’s head, she left.

			 She rested, then, weak and wobbly as a newborn colt, Julie slithered off the table and got dressed. She gathered up her bag and walked into Nina’s office, determined not to be embarrassed.

			 “Well, that was an experience,” she said. “Any extra charge for the therapy?”

			 Nina came over to hug her. “You all right?”

			 “Yeah.” Julie was not the type for hugging on a first date or meet, but she liked Nina’s all-encompassing embrace and was almost sorry when it was over.

			 “Where are you staying?”

			 “The Doral.”

			 “Take a nap. Take a bath. Take some Advil if you feel sore; you might. Johnny said he’d be here by seven. Here’s my address, why don’t you come over around six and help me make dinner?”

			 “Okay.”

			 “Drink lots of water. You’ll be very thirsty. Massage loosens the lymph systems, releases toxins. You need to flush them out.”

			 “I will.”

			 “Did you know the number one cause of fatigue in women is dehydration?”

			 “No, I did not.”

			 “And that symptoms of dehydration closely resemble those of acute anxiety?”

			“Really.”

			Nina wagged her finger professionally. “Water, water, water, my dear. Lay off the caffeine a while.” She smiled. “And this is going to sound dumb, but be careful crossing the streets.”

			 Julie smiled back. “Thanks.”

			[image: ]

			Bartender, another round, please.

			I liked Nina. I still have her stuff and I should do something with it someday.

			Julie’s brother Johnny was ultimately deleted from the story, but authors are among the greatest hoarders on earth. When we say we deleted something, we’re lying. We delete nothing. We have a slush pile of crap we recycle, alter, tailor and adapt to other works. As the late, great Nora Ephron said, “Everything is copy.” So don’t be shocked if you see any unused material in this book show up in another of my books someday. You read it here first.

			I tinkered around with Julie Bianco’s life in Canada for a while, trying to make All The Running the backstory for Bury My Heart in Cashmere. I wrote a bunch of stuff, then came 2002-2004, which my husband and I lovingly call The Black Hole.

			A lot of shit happened in those two years. Miscarriages and death of a parent kind of shit. Getting pregnant again but then being diagnosed with cancer. Surgery and treatment and then, because we hadn’t had enough, moving houses before my son was born and then I went into a severe depression.

			Did you know black holes have black holes? 

			Anyway, when I emerged blinking into the sun again, shocked I was still alive, I found both the time and the desire to write. I tinkered some more with Bury My Heart. Then I spilled coffee on my laptop and lost all the new work. Discouraged, I left it behind again.

			I started a blog. It was just about food at first, and then it was about a lot of other things. People were telling me, “You’re a good writer, you know that?” Or, “You tell a good story.” Or, “You really need to get these scribbles in front of a wider audience.”

			I thanked them and I agreed, but I didn’t do anything.

			Until 2013.

			When something inside me said, “Quit fucking around. It’s time. It’s time to write a story for these characters. Start-to-finish, with a plot and structure. Give it an arc. Make it the best it can be. Put it out there to show your family and close friends what you’ve had inside all these damn years. Hold it as a bound book in your hands and sleep with it under your pillow, just so you can say: I did it.”

			I sorted through all the material in All The Running and Bury My Heart, pulling out scenes I liked with Erik and Julie meeting as teens. Chapters showing their love and showcasing Julie’s dancing. Friendships with Buddy Kaeger and Lucky Dare. The scenes with Julie as an adult, mourning the loss of her love. What happened in between? What drove her and Erik apart?

			“Someone cheated on someone,” I said.

			All right. Fine. That’s devastating. Who?

			“Julie did.”

			All right. Fine. Why?

			“Um…”

			She wasn’t a bitch. She didn’t have a cruel, mean bone in her body. What made her do it? What drove her to it? And who was it? Someone she knew? Someone Erik knew? A friend of Erik’s? Someone just unthinkable?

			“Um…”

			Something happened. An event. A tragedy. Something horrible happened to them and like a domino effect, it tore everything apart.

			“All right…”

			And you can’t use Julie. Think up another name. Something French with a nickname.

			“Jesus, what else do you want?”

			Something good that happens to them. I mean awful. Horrible. But make it good. Real. Relevant.

			(This was an actual conversation, by the way. We authors talk to ourselves a lot.)

			Around this same time, I became sort of obsessed with a certain YouTube Clip: Viviana Durante and Robert LaFosse dancing the pas de deux “The Man I Love” in George Balanchine’s Gershwin ballet Who Cares? 

			I was familiar with the ballet, but something about Durante and LaFosse’s interpretation mesmerized me. She’s little and dark, and he’s blond and beautiful. Kind of like Erik and Daisy, come to think of it...

			Toward the end of the pas de deux, Durante does this amazing lift on La Fosse’s back. She does it twice, actually. And the first time, she overshoots the roll over his back and actually teeters a little on his shoulder. You can see him adjust to hold her steady, because the only thing between her and a ten-foot drop to the floor are his hands.

			I kept watching that moment over and over. The precarious wobble on his shoulder that was almost a disastrous fall.

			Something happens there, I thought. If this were Will and Daisy dancing, something would happen right at that moment. The tragedy that rips everything apart. This is it. Whatever happened, it happened right here.

			And maybe on the eighth, ninth, twenty-seventh viewing, it hit me: Holy shit, someone shoots her.

			You can watch the clip here. Around 4:17 is The Moment:

			https://youtu.be/VM_91kZVQ1o

			What follows next are the twelve chapters I’d written by November of 2013. A school shooting was now THE THING. I renamed Julie Marguerite, Daisy for short, deciding Erik would get a tattoo of a daisy after the shooting.

			Twelve chapters. And I was stuck. I’d written all this and yet none of it was going anywhere. In desperation, I sent it to my friend Ami.

			“Read this,” I said. “I can’t find the story. I can write characters but I can’t write a goddamn story. Help.”
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			When I sat down to write in earnest, this is the first thing that came out. I love radio and I love reading radio transcripts. I thought it would be a cool way to give the backstory. I thought of it as a prologue.

			Note the date: it’s a year after the shooting, not ten years. And keep in mind that not everyone and everything in the book you read, existed at this time.
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			Transcript taken from National Public Radio, “Moments in Time”

			April 27, 1993

			Karen Stark: You’re listening to Moments in Time, I’m Karen Stark, thanks for joining us. Our story today comes from NPR Correspondent Camberley Jones, who covered last year’s tragic shooting incident at Lancaster University for WHPA. The massacre, which left nine dead and dozens wounded, stunned the nation with its chilling randomness. Reeling with unanswered questions, we mourned for the lives cut short, and were filled with anxiety for the survivors and the ordeal that lay ahead for them. How does one overcome the psychological trauma of such random, senseless violence? Camberley went back to the university on this one-year anniversary, and she has for us a story of two of the Lancaster survivors, who are making a comeback in every sense of the word.

			[Sound: interior of theater, construction, voices]

			Camberley Jones: It seems a cool, serene April evening at Lancaster University outside Philadelphia, but the auditorium of the Mallory Performing Arts Complex is an emotionally charged place. The University Ballet Company is having its last dress rehearsal before the opening of their spring concert tomorrow night. More significantly, it is now a year since the shootings that took place in the theater in 1992, and Daisy Bianco will be back onstage in a triumphant return to her art. 

			Unidentified female voice: Daisy and Will to the stage please, we need to block “Man I Love”.

			Jones: The senior, who nearly bled to death after being shot through the leg, has fought back through twelve months of intensive therapy to achieve what was thought impossible: tomorrow she will reprise the very role she was rehearsing that fateful night, once again partnered by William Kaeger, who also overcame injuries sustained in the shooting.

			William Kaeger: It’s been a long road for both of us. Daisy getting back to where she can dance again, and me waiting for her. 

			Jones: How do you feel?

			Kaeger: Oh God, I’m excited. I’m excited, I’m emotional, and I’m terrified. But I can’t wait. The waiting is going to be the death of me. I’m jumping out of my skin, I just want to go.

			Unidentified male voice: Clear the stage, please. Off the stage, everyone, we have lights to focus here.

			Second male voice: Hold on, hold on, we got people on the catwalk, off the catwalk!

			Jones: Daisy and Will have been dancing together almost exclusively for four years.

			Kaeger: Freshman year, at auditions for the company, we were randomly put together to do some partnering work, and that was it. It was magic. She jumped, I caught her, our bodies just said, “OK, this is it, this is the one, this is my partner.” And we’ve been dancing together ever since.

			Jones: They started dancing featured solos their freshman year. Sophomore year they won a gold medal in the couples division at the College Ballet Competition. They were training to compete again last year when the shootings occurred, shattering their hard work and dreams. Although maimed with a hand injury, Will was able to come back to dance this past fall; Daisy Bianco, however, was not expected ever to dance again.

			[Montage of sound bytes: television coverage of the shootings]

			Jones: The shooters – James Korodowski and Jared Miller – had no connection to either the dance or theater departments, nor any connection to Bianco or Kaeger. It simply seemed the Mallory Performing Arts Complex was the first stop on a planned but senseless spree across campus. When the two assailants arrived in the theater, Daisy and Will were in a technical run through of their pas de deux. Miller came onstage through the wings while Korodowski came down the center aisle, and with no further preamble, both opened fire.

			Kaeger: I don’t remember pain when I got shot.

			Jones: Will Kaeger is tall for a dancer, six feet four inches, with blond good looks and a disarming smile. Originally from Cincinnati, Ohio, he has been dancing since the age of six and came to Lancaster’s prestigious Conservatory Program on a full scholarship.

			Kaeger: A lot of it is blocked out but some things have stayed clear in my memory. It was at the part of the dance where Daisy does this really difficult lift on my back; it comes after a big run so I have to be ready, not only to balance her on my back, but also catch her left leg to stop the motion and hold her there. It’s tricky and takes a lot of concentration. Right when I felt her on my shoulders, I heard these popping noises and then a lot of screaming, and it suddenly felt like my left arm was gone. Then it got surreal, I didn’t know what was happening to me. My legs were giving out and there was blood everywhere, blood all over and I couldn’t hold onto Dais, she had gone limp, just dead weight all of a sudden and she was falling off my back, I couldn’t feel my arm, I couldn’t hold onto her. So I just… I don’t remember. I came to on the floor and the blood was  everywhere. I was numb. I couldn’t even think what had happened to us…

			Jones: Daisy Bianco comes to sit by Will. She’s from Greenwich, Connecticut, and the polar opposite of her partner in looks: dark-haired and tiny, with stunning blue-green eyes. She, too, is a scholarship student at Lancaster, with ballet in her blood. 

			Kaeger: Do you remember anything, Dais?

			Daisy Bianco: I remember nothing. I mean my last clear memory is sitting by the lighting booth, talking to my boyfriend and putting my pointe shoes on. Then I walked down the aisle to go to the stage and…it just splinters apart after that. I don’t even remember starting the dance. Everything literally stops there, it’s just a black hole of no memory, until I woke up in the hospital and I didn’t know what had happened. You know, in a way I’m glad. I mean, that the music holds no memory of the shooting for me. It’s still beautiful music and I love it, it doesn’t trigger a flashback or anything. I’m grateful for that, on top of everything else.

			[Music clip: George Gershwin’s “The Man I Love”]

			Jones: There is much for Bianco to be grateful for. The gunshot wound to her leg left her in critical condition in the ICU of Philadelphia Trauma Center for nearly two weeks, and doctors feared the leg would never bear her full weight again. Here’s Lucia Dare, nicknamed Lucky, a sports medicine major at Lancaster with a specialization in dance injuries. She, too, was in the theater the day of the shootings.

			Lucia Dare: The shot hit Will’s hand and took two fingers clean off – his pinkie and ring – then it went on, straight through Daisy’s leg. The bullet fractured her femur, which is a big bone, you don’t snap back from that under any circumstance, and it’s just an egregious injury for a dancer. There was collateral damage to both her quadriceps and her hamstring, on top of that. Then when the bullet exited, it practically sliced her femoral artery in two. That was what could’ve killed her, the arterial hemorrhage. She nearly bled to death on the stage.

			Jones: Nearly, if not for heroic actions taken by students in the theater. One was David Alto, the company stage manager, and Daisy Bianco’s cousin. He’s more like a brother: orphaned at the age of five, he was taken in by Daisy’s parents and raised as their own son, and he grew up watching Daisy dance from the time she was a little girl.

			[Time out. Cousin? Yes. In the beginning, David was Daisy’s cousin. It wasn’t Aunt Helen who flew to Belgium to collect her nephew after his parents died. It was Aunt Francine. More about this and the twin brother later. —SLQR]

			David Alto: Me and Daisy’s twin brother John, we got dragged to a lot of rehearsals and recitals. Both of us ended up getting into the technical aspects – sets and lighting and stage management – just to have something to do.

			Bianco: I was the only pre-ballet student with an entourage.

			Jones: David Alto was at his post in the stage right wing, calling the show, while his cousin was onstage. In the opposite wing was the assistant stage manager Daniel Ferris. When Miller paused to reload his rifle, Alto and Ferris tackled Miller and tried to disarm him. Miller managed to get away and flee the theater. He was subsequently shot dead by campus police, after taking the lives of four more students in an adjacent building, and wounding nine others.

			Daisy Bianco’s boyfriend Erik Lindstrom was in the lighting booth at the rear of the theater. From the small glassed-in space he saw second gunman James Korodowski open fire on the dancers seated in the auditorium.

			Erik Lindstrom It was like watching a movie and I know that’s such a cliché but there’s truth in it. You feel like you’ve been picked up and dropped into an alternate reality. You just stand there and…watch. Part of your brain simply refuses to believe what it’s seeing. Men with guns, seriously? Is this a stunt, is the theater department playing some kind of prank? Come on, this is my theater, people don’t get shot in the middle of rehearsal! 

			Jones: But suddenly dozens of screaming, panicked students were flooding the aisles in the direction of the lobby doors and emergency exits. On the stage, Lindstrom saw his girlfriend of three years crash to the floor in a spray of blood, and in an instant he was out of the booth.

			Lindstrom I didn’t think
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