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Many moons ago, I had a long lay over in an airport. While I was sitting there, innocently minding my own business, I noticed this story running through my brain. A few hours of very messy handwriting later, through several twists and turns, the story was complete.

This experience of the story writing me, took my writing to a whole new level. It was good before that, but this was the best story I had written up to that point.

The Dancer is a clean, simple story of a young woman in love, a young woman who is trying to find out who she is.

While the story is simple, the manner in which it unfolds is anything but. And sometimes the ride is so wild it has everyone, including the Author, hanging on for their lives.

I invite you to lay down everything else you’re doing as you enter the world of The Dancer. And I hope you can feel like you are one of the characters in the book. A friend of mine said, When The Dancer danced, I could feel myself moving!
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Sometimes she felt like she was living on a yo-yo. Flown towards the ground, then hovering there – a few inches away from the ground – before being spun back the other way and flown towards the sky, hovering there and then flown back towards the ground. From one extreme to the other – that was her life.

She’d seen a children’s toy once which consisted of a ball and string. The string was held in both hands, and the ball flew violently on the string from one hand to the other and back again. She didn’t know what this toy was called, but it described how she felt better than a yo-yo. There were two extremes in her life that she was being flown between, but they weren’t up and down, they were just different.

And why, oh why, had her Director (fool that he was), chosen this particular dance for her to perform? Why, oh why, oh why!? She’d heard that art imitated life (or was it the other way around?), but this was ridiculous.

And why had the Director chosen Ramon and Raul to dance with her? She knew why – the Director knew she liked Raul and Ramon. The Director was trying to be nice to her. What the Director didn’t know was just how much she liked Ramon and Raul. Ramon, Raul. Raul, Ramon. She couldn’t decide. Both very muscular dancers, good looking, smart, Italian – she liked Italian! – but both so different. Ramon had more charm. Raul had more brains and sometimes that was more charming. Both were dynamic. Both were popular. Both were different. 

They had very different interests. They both were interested in things she was interested in. They were both interested in her. But she couldn’t decide. She liked them both a lot.
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In the Dance she spun herself towards Ramon. Then she spun very fast, close to him, just out of his reach. Then, when he was about to clasp her in his arms, she would spin back across the floor towards Raul – stopping every few steps, just long enough to face the audience and to keep from getting dizzy. Ramon would look dejected and frustrated when he realizes his arms have only clasped air. Then as she approaches Raul, Ramon flails his arms in the air, part gesturing for her to come back to him, part gesturing for her not to go to Raul, part berating himself for not catching her in time.

Then it’s Raul’s turn, as she eludes him and spins back toward Ramon. It’s Raul’s turn, but he handles it totally differently than Ramon. Raul half pouts, half demonstrates self-confidence that she will not stay with Ramon, and will fly back to him. It’s not confidence in himself, but rather confidence in their relationship and in what is to be. Again art imitates life – Raul and Ramon each portraying himself.

Back and forth she goes, in the Dance, ten times. Then; ... She doesn’t know what happens then. That’s the Director’s secret, and no amount of snooping on her part has revealed that secret. Not that she has time to snoop. After spinning back and forth ten times, several times a day in practice, she’s so tired she just wants to sleep.

“TEN TIMES! Man is she good!”, she thinks, and then she falls into a fitful sleep with dreams filled with spinning.
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She and Ramon and Raul had been given four days off before opening night, so that they could be relaxed and refreshed when it came. Needless to say, she spent these four days with both of them. They went to the beach.

The thing she liked most about both of them was they were both man enough to both sit at a table or on the beach with her without killing each other. She knew they neither one liked it, but they both liked her well enough that they were willing to put up with it. She knew it wasn’t fair to them. But, neither would it be fair to them (or more importantly, fair to herself) if she decided between them before she was sure.

They were so tired from practice that mostly they just lay on the beach and slept. But not for too long. They couldn’t afford to get sunburned before the big night – opening night, and the many live-performances to follow.

The curtain went up. She spun towards Ramon and then back towards Raul – half wondering what would happen after her tenth pass between them. Would she choose between them, or would something even more wonderful happen? Or perhaps it would be something disastrous. Who knows - Chi sa as Ramon and Raul would say? Half wondering, but mostly she just concentrated on dancing. On dancing, spinning, and not getting dizzy.

Four, five, she had never felt this tired during practice. She had never felt so strong! She had never danced so well nor spun so fast! She could see the shock on Ramon’s face as she flew at him that fast. Raul was ever-confident – unflustered, but assuring. The Director was smiling!

With each pass she picked up speed and confidence, and she caught herself smiling more.

Seven, eight. She was confident that she would decide after the tenth pass, or that something more wonderful would happen. Would it be Ramon – the one she spun towards first, or Raul – the one she spun towards last?

Nine, ten; and she was spinning so fast – OH NO! She was burning a whole in the dance floor and couldn’t stop spinning. She was falling and falling, and no matter how fast Ramon and Raul raced towards her, they wouldn’t be able to catch her. 

She’d spun out of their embraces and was gone forever!!!

And this was the Directors surprise???!!!
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