

    
        
          The Dancer II

        

        
        
          The Dancer, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Dale Stubbart

        

        
          Published by Dale Stubbart, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DANCER II

    

    
      First edition. April 2, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Dale Stubbart.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201151201

    

    
    
      Written by Dale Stubbart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


About a year had passed after I wrote The Dancer when I found the next story wanting to be written. Even though only one year had passed in my world, over 100 years had passed in their worlds.

The story in The Dancer II is about as tame as the story in The Dancer. Which is to say, not at all.

How have the relationships between The Dancer and her friends evolved in the last century? How will their friendships be strengthened in this book?

The central character in The Dancer was The Dancer. The central character in The Dancer II is Jamil, the Artist.
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Review of The Dancer
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In case it’s been a while since you read The Dancer or in case you never read The Dancer, let me give you a little review.

Every time I write a story, the first person I share it with is my wife. After all, 99% of the stories I write, I write for my wife. All right so it’s 101%, I was trying not to embarrass her.

It had been a year since she’d read The Dancer, when I surprised her with The Dancer II and she was left trying to remember who all these characters were. Let me remind you who they are so you don’t end up in the same predicament.

In The Dancer, a young woman, The Dancer is in love with her two dance partners – Ramon and Raul. The Director selects the three of them to perform in a dance, but only he knows how the dance will end. As the Dancer spins between Ramon and Raul, she falls through the dance floor through Jamil, the Artist’s, world, and into the world of Little-Flower the Shaman, Straight-Spear the hero, and Walks-Like-Thunder a horse who is a god.

Somehow The Dancer, Little-Flower, Straight-Spear, and Walks-Like-Thunder end up back in The Dancer’s world. The Dance ends with The Dancer spinning into the arms of her true love – Straight-Spear.

And the audience roars with applause!

If you need more review than that, go back and reread The Dancer.
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Jamil didn’t pay too much attention when he passed his hundredth birthday. People often lived to be 100. True, they were usually frail and didn’t live past 101. Jamil was very healthy. He might even be fit if he didn’t just sit around thinking about painting. 

His hands had never recovered from that fire, the one during which a dancer had spun through his world on her way to somewhere else, so painting was out of the question. And nothing else much interested him. True, he had once been interested in spiritual pursuits, but he didn’t want to encounter anything like that last spiritual pursuit, so he stayed away from them. 

True, the fire was caused while pursuing the spiritual, while painting. But he thought he could just paint, without the spiritual. After all, he didn’t need to paint for anybody but himself. The money he’d made from his last painting, he’d invested well. It had lasted until now and would last many more years.

Now Jamil was 150 and was becoming concerned. Nobody lived to be 150. He was still in good health and the money would last quite a while longer. But if he lived forever, the money would eventually run out. 

At 110, the studios had declared him dead (with his consent), so they could get even more money for prints of his paintings, of which he got an even higher commission. Jamil had been bored at 100. Now he was really bored. And, now he had no idea where he was.

Jamil was a bit disoriented, but he recognized that power. He hadn’t felt it in a long time. And now, it was being directed much more smoothly than he had ever directed it. He chuckled to himself, remembering how reckless he always was. He hadn’t chuckled in almost a hundred years. That felt good. Very good, indeed! 

Jamil found himself walking off the stage, in his elation. He was walking off, and he couldn’t stop himself, and it was a long way down. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw something spinning toward him. It was spinning very fast, like a tornado, but with much more grace. And, he found himself knocked to the floor by that spinning something. Knocked to the floor of the stage, and not to the floor very far below the stage. For that he was grateful, so he just lay where he was, waiting for this mystery to unfold.
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The first person Jamil saw was Little-Flower. He had now idea who Little-Flower was, but he knew that she was the one who directed the power. He also knew that she would share with him what she chose to share with him and nothing else. And, if she shared nothing with him, he would learn nothing about why he was here, and he would not learn where here was. But he was safe for now, lying on the floor of the stage, and that was enough.

Little-Flower looked older than Jamil, and he knew that she had to actually be older than he was. If he was 150, then she was, well old. But he knew by looking at her that she was more fit than he ever hoped to be. And, if he ever died, it would be well before she did.

Little-Flower did have plenty to share with Jamil. After all, she needed his help. And she was willing to share everything she knew with him. But first, she needed to let him get adjusted to his new surroundings. She couldn’t have him walking off the stage again, and she wasn’t sure that Dancer could stop his fall again. Not when Straight-Spear had his arms lovingly around Dancer that way, she couldn’t.
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In the next chapters, Jamil will learn what happened in the first book (“The Dancer”) in the parts he wasn’t involved in. He’ll also learn what happened in The Dancer’s World in the last 100 years or so, between the first book and this one.

So, if you want to go back and review the first book, now would be a good time.

Or, if you don’t want to go back and review, it might be better. The next chapter might tell things a little differently than they were told in the first book – Hey, it happens. On the other hand, the next chapter won’t be nearly as long as the first book. If you want some extra reading, by all means go back and read the first book. Especially, if you haven’t read the first book yet, and it means you’ll have to purchase it to do so.

In the next chapter, the others will learn what happened to Jamil in the first book, so that all the characters in the book are on the same page. You might also be interested to learn what happened, though it will be in abbreviated form.
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Jamil looked around himself. He could see he was on a stage with the curtain and the drop off. He would look for a way down off the stage later. Right now, with his recent near misstep, he didn’t have any desire to look in that direction. 

Across from Jamil was Little-Flower, the one with the power. Was she his nemesis? Was she the one who could answer all his questions? Was she what he had been searching for in all his spiritual searchings those many years ago? 

She looked human enough, but still had a goddess-like aura to her being. She was dressed in practical clothes, and close-at-hand, lay some piece of cloth which held something in its end. Jamil thought, “If she were standing and holding the ends of the cloth nearest her hand, it would look like some sort of sling. If she’s David, I hope I’m not Goliath!” 

To Jamil’s left, stood someone he was only too familiar with – The Dancer. Jamil had never actually met the Dancer, but she had appeared in one of his paintings. That was an experience, Jamil didn’t want to relive, and he started to get a queasy feeling in his stomach. 

Next to the Dancer, stood a man, rugged and good-looking, and dressed very practically. This man was holding a spear. Jamil’s stomach was becoming more queasy by the moment.

Next to the man, was a big strong war horse. “Appropriate”, thought Jamil, but
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