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Gratitude bestows reverence, allowing us to encounter everyday epiphanies, those transcendent moments of awe that change forever how we experience life and the world.

—John Milton 

––––––––

Love all of God’s creation, the whole and every grain of sand. Love every leaf, every ray of God’s light. Love the animals. Love the plants. Love each separate thing. If you love each thing, you will perceive the mystery of God in all. And once you perceive it, you will begin to comprehend it better every day, until you come at last to love the whole world with an all-embracing love.

—Fyodor Dostoevsky

––––––––

O Lord, remember not only the men and women of goodwill, but also those of ill will. But do not only remember the suffering they have inflicted upon us. Remember the fruits we bought thanks to this suffering—our comradeship, our loyalty, our humility, the courage, the generosity, the greatness of heart which has grown out of this. And when they come to judgment, let all the fruits that we have borne be their forgiveness. 

—prayer found crumpled among the remains of the Ravensbrück concentration camp where Nazis exterminated nearly 50,000 women
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Like Maps, Like Wisdom Songs:
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—Foreword by Joe Wilkins

1.

When I was a boy in Montana I knew beauty in its fullness, a beauty I try again and again to reach back to, to hold once more.

The mountains should be first, the low, broken-backed Bulls, whose boy I was, scouting buttes and box canyons and draws. I'd walk south down Queens Point Road, climb the barbwire fence at the corner post, and set out into the tangle of the Bulls, my own mountain-man stories playing behind my eyes. There were chokecherries to pick, and I'd shear the spines and tough skin from prickly pear cactus and suck the wet inside. I clambered over sandrocks and tossed stones from the cliff, put my lips to the spring's seep and drank deep. I studied greasy gnarls of coyote scat and felt the shadow of an eagle cross me before I ever saw it. Come hunting season, I set my belly to the shadowed earth, just like my grandfather did, and hoped for a buck to come gentle down the game trail below.

Too, there were the Beartooths, the Crazies, the Snowies and Little Snowies—the mountains we decamped to once or twice a summer, the back of the pickup loaded with tents, stoves, fishing rods and tackle boxes, the old green Coleman cooler brimming with beer and strawberry pop. We hiked and threw our lures at the lake and told stories late around the campfire, fishbones popping in the flames. I remember waking to the smell of pine smoke and granite, to mountain mornings so cold my sleeping bag was frosted with my own breath—and still, I couldn't wait to put my hands again in the cold water of the lake.

There were as well the everyday beauties of life on the high plains of Montana. The deep greens and purples of an alfalfa field gone to blossom. Hawks drifting over cottonwoods. A roostertail of dust rising from the gravel road. Another mewling batch of barncats born in the haystack. The noise and light of a small-town gym come Friday night. The slow way my grandmother buttered bread, her voice saying my name. My mother, after my father died, hefting the shovel to go irrigate the place all by herself.

2.

When I was a boy in Montana I knew hunger and loss and the burn in the bones that leads to violence, to dissolution.

Drought and hail and foreclosure notices from the bank, ruinous Western mythologies—all these bore down, kindled despair and even rage. A man quicker with the cattle prod, a woman shorter with a child, a child aiming a kick at the old dog. There were as well the failures that boiled up from the inside, failures of fear and drink and betrayal. And in a place whose deep history was ignored or unacknowledged, in a place where people were spread thin across the land, a place still defined as true frontier, all these forces were only sharpened, clarified.

It's a wonder anyone survives.

My father died when I was nine, and in the years after we struggled to wring any kind of living out of the land. Yet I often thought, and still think, my siblings and I were lucky. My mother was strong and ferocious and did what had to be done. My maternal grandparents lived just a quarter mile down the gravel road, and they were generous with wisdom and laughter and long, meandering conversations after supper. And though my grandparents eventually sold their share of the ranch, and my mother hers, though our losses were manifold, my siblings and I didn't turn mean, didn't succumb to apathy or addiction, didn't get swallowed by the violence that surrounded us.

I don't rightly know how this happened.

In the writing of Shann Ray, though, I begin to see a glimpse.

3.

“Hunger makes us seek, keeps us vital, strikes the soul, makes fire,” writes Shann Ray. “I believe our primary hunger is love.”

“Montana,” Ray writes, “like a microcosm of the country and the world, is also a staging ground for the most fearsome notions of human love and loss.”

“The star fields over these mountains,” he writes, “lead me home.”

In the work of Shann Ray I find the beauty I knew and lost and know now again. I find, too, the hunger and loss and piercing darkness, that which we must admit before we can move on.

And I find what so many of us who call ourselves Westerners (and Americans) are missing: a passionate refusal to look away from violence and atrocity and despair, a passionate refusal, even in the face of the genocidal history of the American West, to give up hope. I find in Shann Ray's essays a soul-igniting belief in history, honesty, wilderness, and forgiveness.

Shann Ray has many teachers, the wing and scope of his vision wide and encompassing. Vincent Van Gogh. Viktor Frankl. Carl Jung. Pierre Teilhard de Chardin. bell hooks. Robbie Paul, professor and direct descendant of Chief Joseph. Emily Dickinson. Czeslaw Milosz. Rilke. Kahlil Gibran. Jim Harrison. Melanie Rae Thon. Debra Magpie Earling. And, too, and even more powerfully, those he calls friends, those he calls family. Cleveland Highwalker. Elvis Old Bull. Jonathan Takes Enemy. Lafe Haugen. Tim Falls Down. Dana Goes Ahead. Blake Walks Nice. Russell Tallwhiteman. Cleveland and Cecelia Bement. His brother. His mother, his father. His three daughters. And most of all, his wife, Jennifer.

I wish as a boy in Montana I could have turned to Shann Ray as one of my teachers, as I do now. I wish I would have been able, all those years ago, to hold these essays—like maps, like wisdom songs—in hand.

I am so thankful I have them now, so thankful you do as well: “We stood not far apart,” Shann Ray writes:

our bodies half in water—half dark, half light.

We were alive to each other.

The world was new again.
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The Dream
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Takes Enemy
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Let me enfold thee, and hold thee to my heart.

—Shakespeare, from Macbeth

1

In the dark I still line up the seams of the ball to the form of my fingers. I see the rim, the follow-through, the arm lifted and extended, a pure jumpshot with a clean release and good form. I see the long-range trajectory and the ball on a slow backspin arcing toward the hoop, the net waiting for the swish. A sweet jumper finds the mark, a feeling of completion and the chance to be face to face not with the mundane, but with the holy. 

2 

In Montana, high school basketball is a thing as strong as family or work and when I grew up Jonathan Takes Enemy, a member of the Crow (Apsaalooké) Nation, was the best basketball player in the State. He led Hardin High, a school with years of losing tradition, into the State spotlight, carrying the team and the community on his shoulders all the way to the State tournament where he averaged 41 points per game. He created legendary moments that decades later are still mentioned in State basketball circles, and he did so with a force that made me both fear and respect him. On the court, nothing was outside the realm of his skill: the jumpshot, the drive, the sweeping left-handed finger roll, the deep fade-away jumper. He could deliver what we all dreamed of, and with a venom that said don’t get in my way. 

I was a year younger than Jonathan, playing for an all-white school in Livingston when our teams met in the divisional tournament and he and the Hardin Bulldogs delivered us a crushing 17-point defeat. At the close of the third quarter with the clock winding down and his team with a comfortable lead, Takes Enemy pulled up from one step in front of half-court and shot a straight, clean jumpshot. Though the range of it was more than 20 feet beyond the three-point line, his form remained pure. The audacity and raw beauty of the shot hushed the crowd. A common knowledge came to everyone: few people can even throw a basketball that far with any accuracy, let alone take a real shot with good form. Takes Enemy landed and as the ball was in the air he turned, no longer watching the flight of the ball, and began to walk back toward his team bench. The buzzer sounded, he put his fist high, the shot swished into the net. The crowd erupted. 

In his will even to take such a shot, let alone make it, I was reminded of the surety and brilliance of so many Native American heroes in Montana who had painted the basketball landscape of my boyhood: Jarvis Yellow Robe, Georgie Scalpcane, Joe Pretty Paint, Elias Pretty Horse, the Pretty On Top family. And Cleveland Highwalker, my father’s closest friend back then. Many of these young men died due to the violence that surrounded the alcohol and drug traffic on the reservations, but their natural flow on the court inspired me toward the kind of boldness that gives artistry and freedom to any endeavor. Such boldness is akin to passion. For these young men, and for myself at that time, our passion was basketball. 

But rather than creating in me my own intrepid response, seeing Takes Enemy only emphasized how little I knew of courage, not just on the basketball court, but in life. Takes Enemy breathed a confidence I lacked, a leadership potential that lived and moved. Robert Greenleaf said, “A mark of leaders, an attribute that puts them in a position to show the way for others, is that they are better than most at pointing the direction.” Takes Enemy was better than most. He and his team worked as one as they played with fluidity and abandon. I began to look for this way of life as an athlete and as a person. The search brought me to people who lived life not through dominance but through freedom of movement. 

In the half dark of the house, a light burning over my shoulder, I find myself asking who commandeers the vessels of our dreams? I see Jonathan Takes Enemy like a war horse running, fierce and filled with immense power. The question gives me pause to remember him and his artistry, and how he played for something more. 

3

Our family was distant. Basketball held us together. As a boy we existed in a nearly rootless way, me and my brother Kral like pale windblown trees in a barren land. Our father’s land to be precise, the land of a high school basketball coach. 

We were raised in trailers and trailer parks. 

My father was a bar fighter. 

Getting ready to fight he’d say, “I’m taking my lunch and I’m not closing my eyes.”

He meant he wasn’t going anywhere. He meant hit hard until it’s done. 

In college he’d fought his way into the starting line-up, his first two years at Miles City Community College, his final two at Rocky Mountain College. He was a shooter, runner, rebounder, a 6’4 wiry swing man with a smooth outside touch who loved to mix it up on the boards. 

After college, he led the family to Alaska and back, then crisscrossed Montana, moving seven times before I was fourteen—all in pursuit of the basketball dynasty, the team that would reach the top with him at the helm and make something happen that would be remembered forever. He’d been trying to accomplish that since before I was born and it got flint hard at times, the rigidity of how he handled things. 

4

By the time Kral and I reached high school, we both had the dream, Kral already on his way to the top, me two years younger and trying to learn everything I could. We’d received the dream equally from our father and from the rez, the Crow rez at Plenty Coups, and the Northern Cheyenne (Tsitsistas) rez in the southeast corner of Montana. In Montana tribal basketball is a game of speed and precision passing, a form of controlled wildness that is hard to come by in non-reservation basketball circles. Fast and quick-handed, the rez ballers rise like something elemental, finding each other with sleight of hand stylings and no-look passes, pressing and cutting in streamlike movements that converge to rivers, taking down passing lanes with no will but to create chaos and action and fury, the kind of kindle that smolders and leaps up to set whole crowds aflame.

Kral and I lost the dream late, both having made it to the D-1 level, both with opportunity to play overseas, but neither of us making the league. 

Along the way, I helped fulfill our father’s tenacious hopes: two state championships at Park High in Livingston, one first as a sophomore with Kral, a massive win in which the final score was 104 to 64, with Kral totaling 46 points, 20 rebounds, and three dunks. And another two years later when I was a senior with a band of runners that averaged nearly ninety points a game. We took the title in what sportswriters still refer to as the greatest game in Montana high school basketball history, a 99-97 double-overtime thriller in 85’ at Montana State, the Brick Breeden Fieldhouse, the Max Worthington Arena, before a crowd of 10,000. 

Afterward on the bus ride through the mountains I remember my chest pressed to the back of the seat as I stared behind us. The post-game show blared over the speakers, everyone still whooping and hollering. “We’re comin’ home!” the radio man yelled, “We’re coming home!” and from the wide back window I saw a line of cars miles long and lit up, snaking from the flat before Livingston all the way up the pass to Bozeman. The dream of a dream, the Niitsítapi and the Apsaalooké, the Blackfeet and the Crow, the Nēhilawē and the Tsitsistas, the Cree and the Northern Cheyenne, the white boys, the enemies and the friends, and the clean line of basketball walking us out toward skeletal hoops in the dead of winter, the hollow in our eyes lonely but lovely in its way. 

5

At Montana State, I played shooting guard on the last team in the league my freshman year. Our team: seven African Americans from across America and five white kids mostly from Montana. We had a marvelous, magical point guard from Portland named Tony Hampton. He was lightning fast with wonderful ball-handling skills and exceptional court vision. He brought us together with seven games left in the season. Our record at the time was 7 wins, 16 losses. Last place in the conference. “We are getting shoved down by this coaching staff,” he said, and I remember how the criticism and malice were thick from the coaches. Their jobs were on the line. They’d lost touch with their players. Tony said, “We need to band together right now. No one is going to do it for us. Whenever you see a teammate dogged by a coach, go up and give that teammate love. Tell him good job. Keep it up. We’re in this together.” 

A team talk like that doesn’t typically change a season. 

This one did.

Tony spoke the words. We followed him and did what he asked, and we went on a seven-game win streak, starting that very night when we beat the 17th ranked team in the country, on the road. The streak didn’t end until the NCAA tournament eight games later. In that stretch, Tony averaged 19 points and 11 assists per game. He led the way and we were unfazed by outside degradation. We had our own inner strength. Playing as one, we won the final three games of the regular season. We entered the Big Sky Conference tournament in last place and beat the number fourth, second, and first place teams in the league to advance to March Madness. When we came home from the Conference tournament as champions, it felt like the entire town of Bozeman was at the airport to greet us. We waded through a river of people giving high fives and held a fiery pep rally with speeches and roars of applause. We went on to the NCAA tournament as the last ranked team, the 64th team in a tournament of 64 teams. We were slated to play St. Johns, the number one team in the nation. We faced off in the first game of the southwest regional at Long Beach, and far into the second half we were up by four. St. John’s featured future NBA players Mark Jackson (future NBA All-Star), Walter Berry (collegiate player of the year), and Shelton Jones (future winner of the NBA dunk contest). We featured no one with national recognition. We played well and had the lead deep into the second half, up four with eight minutes to go, but in the end, we lost by nine. 

When my brother graduated from Montana State I transferred and played my final two seasons of college basketball for Pepperdine University. Our main rival was Loyola Marymount University, featuring consensus All-American Hank Gathers and the multi-talented scorer Bo Kimble. My senior year at Pepperdine we beat Loyola Marymount 127-114 in a true barn-burner! Also a fine grudge match, considering they beat us earlier in the season at their place. We were set to play each other in the championship game of the West Coast Conference tournament but before we could meet at the top of the bracket, Hank died and the tournament was immediately canceled. The tragedy of Hank’s death stuns me. He had just completed a thunderous alley-oop dunk and was running back on defense when he collapsed near mid-court and fell, dead of a heart attack. The funeral was in Los Angeles, a ceremony of gut-wrenching grief and bereavement in which we gathered to honor one of the nation’s young warriors. We prayed for him and for his family and for all who would come after him bearing his legacy of love for the game, elite athleticism, and the gift of living life to the full. His team went on to the NCAA tournament and made it all the way to the final eight teams, the Elite 8. Bo Kimble shot his first free-throw of the NCAA tournament left-handed in honor of Hank. The shot went in. The nation mourned. The athletes who knew Hank were never the same.

As a freshman in high school, I was tiny, barely five feet tall, and my goal was to play Division 1 basketball. I’d had this goal since I was a child and because of my height and weight it seemed impossible and felt impossible. I was small, but I made a deal with myself to do whatever it might take from my end to try to get to the D-1 level, so if I did not accomplish the goal, I knew at least I had given my all. I grew eight inches the summer before my sophomore year in high school, thanked heaven, and began to think the goal was not totally out of reach. 

Hour after hour. Everyday. The dream was now fully formed, bright shining, and excruciating. I played 17 hours in one day. The days of solitude and physical exhaustion were plentiful. I gave my life to the discipline of being a point guard and a shooting guard. I worked on moves, passing, shooting, defending, ball handling. The regimen involved getting up at 7 a.m. at the singlewide trailer we lived in, on my bike by 7:40, traveling downtown in Livingston, yellow transistor radio (borrowed from my mom) in the front pocket of my windbreaker, the ball tucked up under the coat, and me riding to Eastside, the court bordered by a grade school to the east, the Sheriff’s station and the firehall to the north, and small residential houses to the west. Eight hours a day my junior summer. Ten hours a day before my senior year. A few blocks south, the Yellowstone River moved and churned and flowed east. Above the river a wall of mountains reached half-way up the sky. 

Mostly I was by myself, but because the town had a love for basketball, there were many hours with friends too. In those hours with others, or isolated hours trying to hone my individual basketball skills, I faced many, many frustrations, but finally the body broke into the delight of hard work and found a rhythm, a pattern in which there was the slow advance toward something greater than oneself. Often the threshold of life is a descent into darkness, a powerful and intimate and abiding darkness in which the light finally emerges. 

“Beauty will save the world,” Dostoevsky said. 

Because of basketball I know there exists the reality of being encumbered or full of grace, beset with darkness and or in convergence with light. This interplay echoes the wholly realized vision of exceptional point guards and the daring of pure shooting guards, met with fortitude even under immense pressure. 
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I’m missing the rez, Northern Cheyenne, and I wish I could bring it back, here, now, bring back Lafe Haugen, Russell Tall White Man, Stanford Rides Horse, or Blake Walks Nice with his little side push shot that hits the net in a fast pop because it flies on a straight line, lacking any arc.

After I left the rez, Blake married a Wooden Thigh girl, and they had kids. 

Then I heard he was found dead behind Jimtown Bar, stabbed five times in the chest.

7

At Eastside, both low end and high end have square metal backboards marked by quarter-sized holes to keep the wind from knocking the baskets down. Livingston is the fifth windiest city in the world. The playground has a slant to it that makes one basket lower than the other. The low end is nine feet, ten inches high, and we all come here to throw down in the summer. Too small, they say, but we don’t listen. Inside-outside, between-the-legs, behind-the-back, cross it up, skip-to-my-lou, fake and go, doesn’t matter, any of these lose the defender. Then we rise up and throw down. We rig up a break-away on the rim and because of the way we hang on it in the summer, our hands get thick and tough. We can all dunk now, so the break-away is a necessity, a spring-loaded rim made to handle the power of power-dunks. The break-away rim came into being after Darrel Dawkins, nicknamed Chocolate Thunder, broke two of the big glass backboards in the NBA. On the first one Dawkins’ force was so immense the glass caved in and fell out the back of the frame. On the second, the window exploded and everyone ducked their heads and ran to avoid the fractured glass that flew from one end of the court to the other. Within two years every high school in the nation had break-aways, and my friends and I convinced our assistant coach to give us one so we could put it up on the low end at Eastside.

The high end is the shooter’s end, made for the pure shooter, a silver ring ten feet, two inches high with a long white net. At night the car lights bring it alive, rim and backboard like an industrial artwork, everything mounted on a steel-grey pole that stems down into the concrete, down deep into the hard soil. 

A senior in high school, I’m 17. I leave the car lights on, cut the engine, and grab my basketball from the heat in the passenger foot space. I step out. The air is crisp. The wind carries the cold, dry smell of autumn, and further down, more faint, the smell of roots, the smell of earth. Out over the city, strands of cloud turn grey, then black. When the sun goes down there is a depth of night seemingly unfathomable, and yet the darkness is rent by a flurry of stars. 

This is where it begins, the movements and the whisperings that are my dreams. Into the lamplight the shadows strike, separate and sharp, like spirits, like angels. I’ve practiced here alone so often since Kral left for college I no longer know the hours I’ve played. I call the ballers by name, the native basketball legends, some my own contemporaries, some who came before. I learn from them and receive the river, their smoothness, their brazenness, like the Yellowstone River seven blocks south, dark and wide, stronger than the city it surrounds, perfect in form where it moves and speaks, bound by night. If I listen my heroes lift me out away from here, fly me farther than they flew themselves. In Montana, young men are Indian and they are white, loving, hating. At Lodge Grass, at Lame Deer, I was afraid at first. But now I see. The speaking and the listening, the welcoming: Tim Falls Down, Marty Round Face and Max and Luke Spotted Bear from Plenty Coups; Joe Pretty Paint from Lodge Grass; and at St. Labre, Juneau Plenty Hawk, Willie Gardner, and Fred and Paul Deputee. All I loved, all I watched with wonder—and few got free.

Most played ball for my father, a few for rival teams. Some I watched as a child, and I loved the uncontrolled nature of their moves. Some I grew up playing against. And some I merely heard of in basketball circles years later, the rumble of their greatness, the stories of games won or lost on last second shots.

8 

Falls Down walked with ease in his step, his body loose and free. Tall and lanky, he carried himself with the joy of those who are both loved and strong. He wore his hair tall too. As if guided by wind and light he flew from the ground to the sky, snatched the ball in midair and rocketed an outlet pass to Dana Goes Ahead. He followed his outlet pass, taking a wide arc to the lane where Dana laid down a no look pass and Falls Down finished with a reckless flare, falling to the hardwood as the ball came through the net. I was seven years old. After the game, he spoke to me with humor in his voice and something electric, like lightning. 

He was buried at eighteen in buckskin, beads, and full headdress, his varsity uniform, turquoise and orange, laid over his chest: dead at high speed when his truck slid from an ice-bound bridge into the river. 

People packed the gymnasium for his funeral. 

The old women wailing, their voices ripping a hole in the world. 

9

Paul Deputee stood with his chest high, his chin on a level. He looked straight ahead, eyes focused as if on a distant point. His leadership was calm and fast. He took few shots, a selective point guard who always put others before himself. When he chose to shoot, he used a set shot and put a lot of air under the ball. Like water in a cut riverbed his teams followed him without resistance. 

Quiet and steady, Paul looked boldly to the future. 

He was shot in the head with a high-powered rifle at a party near Crow Agency. 

10

Pretty Paint died before he was twenty-five, another alcohol-laced car wreck. 

Half-Cheyenne Bobby Jones, dead. A suicide, I believe. 

By knife or rope or gun, I can’t recall. 

There are these and many more. “Too many,” say the middle-aged warriors, the old Indians, “too young.” They motion with their hands as if they pull from a bottle. With their lips they gesture and place their index finger and thumb to their lips in a mock image of dope. They spit on the ground. Some of those who died held me in their hands when I was a boy, when they were young men. I remember their faces, their hair like a black wing, eyes the push of mountains, silvery laughter ever-present in their smile. 

Of the living and the dead, two above the rest: Elvis Old Bull and Jonathan Takes Enemy. Stars I played with and against. Both Crow. Elvis was three-time M.V.P. of the State tournament: ambidextrous, master passer, prolific point maker. And Takes Enemy scored like none other. He shot the leather off the ball.

The Crow reservation runs the Montana-Wyoming border in a place of plateau flatlands. The carved canyon of the Bighorn River like a vein on the land. A haze of mountains at the edge of the eye. Top a grassy rise and make a slight descent to the Little Bighorn battle site, the Battle of the Greasy Grass, where Lakota, Cheyenne, and Arapaho (Hinono’eiteen) forces took Custer and kissed the earth with his blood. Crow Agency is the centerpiece, the town like a tangled chessboard made of sticks and gravel, frayed to open fields. Out there, horses stand in twos and threes, windblown and slope-backed. Lodge Grass, a smaller outpost further south. 

Old Bull, long-legged with a slender barrel-chest, like a fluted wine glass. When he was a few years out of high school and I’d finished college we played a money tournament together in northeast Montana. Three grand in prize money for the champions. To raise money for the local high school, on Friday night the small white town gathered and auctioned off the shooters for Saturday’s three-point contest. Elvis Old Bull’s jumper went for a couple thousand dollars to an old rancher, and Elvis made good on the investment. In the championship game on Sunday against a group comprised of wingmen slashers and a few guards from the Canadian National Team, we rode to victory on the back of Old Bull’s exquisite passing. He threw assist after assist, dime after dime, opening wide the dunk lanes to the delight of a crowd made mostly farmers and ranchers, their wives, and children. In the second half the crowd raised the roof after a shot Old Bull made that still stands like a torch in my memory. He crossed half-court hounded by defenders, a spin move once at the hash mark, another at the top of the key where he went directly into his jumpshot. But when he spun, the defender was draped on his shooting hand. In midair, nonchalant, Elvis switched the ball position and shot left-handed, holding his follow through with gorgeous form even with his off hand. 

All net. 

Applause and shouts of praise from the crowd. 

Elvis smiling on an easy backpedal down court. 

Year by year, I saw less of him. 

He grew large, heavy-headed with alcohol. 

Much later I met his son at a tournament in Billings. I didn’t see Elvis and haven’t seen him since.

11

27 feet. 30. The NBA line is 23 feet, nine inches. The message is an echo in my mind, only one shot at the game-winner. In the 99-97 double-overtime title game my senior year in high school our team rallied, my friend John Moran hit two game-sealing free throws and we won in the closing seconds, the gym-noise like an inferno. My brother met me and we stayed up all night and laughed together and talked hoops. 
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The body in unison, the step, the gather, the arc of the ball in the air like a
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