Adagio in Five Parts

I. Girls at Rehearsal 

They enter the hall confident
walking their dancer№s walk.
Ball, heel. Ball, heel. Ball, heel.

Dainty and buoyant, they
seem oblivious to Newton№s laws
or the silent seduction of soil.

Awaiting their cue, they form
a semi-circle on the floor.
Back to front. Front to back.

And the grooming commences,
a simian symmetry of massage,
unbroken chain of hands to shoulders.

Coquettish giggles betray
their unfinished feline virginity.
A terse snap restores composure.

Tattered toe shoes are bent
into every contortion of the foot,
arches stretched, hamstrings loosened.

Unaffected by the clumsy fanfare of masses,
they toil for their craft, discipline and sweat 
swabbed in the cloth of a Degas canvas.

A swelling euphony summons 
the doll at the top of the cake,
and she skitters across the icing.

Members of the chorus stand by
rigid in first position and poised
to complete the mix of blossoms.

 
II.  Love Form

Hues of honest red
wash over faces transfixed
by an orgy of ripened flesh.

Hungry eyes steal
glimpses of rippled perfection
beneath Prokofiev№s fragrant arbor.

Lithe and erect 
for all the world to see,
the dancer revels in our awe.

He is brooding confidence,
oblivion folded on its side,
revealing only the flattering profile.

His physicality is adored,
but for a moment, talent stands
alone and forgotten backstage,

At center stage, only pure, 
unadulterated line and movement 
stir erotic appetites.

There is no escaping
the sensuality of this art form.
Angular bodies render us spellbound. 

Desire erupts randomly during the performance, 
tucking its attendant guilt inside a breast pocket
to couple with a gentleman№s linen handkerchief.

Our eyes upon his body
provide oxygen and lift, 
allowing flight beyond the extremities,

Into the heights of our fantasies,
the depths of our darkest shame
and the plateaus of our sustenance.

 
III.  Iago№s Spell

There is a hush upon
his torrid presence, this 
high-stepping, mischief-seeker.

He is the tormentor,
lovely as fiery darkness
and an object of quiet longing.

The impetuous one prances,
parading an affidavit of betrayal
across the heart of his friend.

What prompts such treachery?
The audience sits mystified
by the suppleness of his limbs.

Throughout the death scene,
grief becomes a gilded compass of
our secret nether-consciences.

Fair women in blush will write sonnets
lamenting his flawed, cruel beauty,
felled by the anguished blade.

Even in death, they crave him
dangerous sexuality fulfilling the promise
of wretched, exquisite heartache.



 

                                                                                                             IV.  Enter the Fawn


II. 
Music swells to the maiden,
striking form beneath
elegant drape of gown.

She emerges vulnerable and
shivering, haunted
by an unsure destiny.

Hands whisper her gentleness 
to the breeze, singing through
the folds of darkening forest.

Reedy line of youth
takes flight across
a vacant expanse of night.

Detritus of unrestrained nature,
snarl her lustrous yellow weave,
attempting to contain resolution.

What do troubled eyes behold,
visiting upon her such brittle distress?
A betrothal of magnificent proportion.

Heart beating as a bird№s,
clipped wings restrict
her desperate wanderings.

Sleek, alabaster fragility
hones brightness before destiny
along her meadow№s fragrant shore.

In her reverie, she begins to float
grazing the irises and lilies that
reach up to worship providence.

 
V.

Two as One

The dancers fit wholly
together as bundled sterling
moving in graceful unison.

He gazes into her
adoring eyes, and we allow 
ourselves to believe just this once.

The romance of sound
and light, color and 
motion seduce us.

He lifts her without effort,
as a beguiling white feather,
to rejoice in the drifting ether.

Two as one, they captivate 
even those with heavy eyes
and shadowed souls.

Enchanting dancers
connected by knowing eyes
and raw gypsy longing.

Lover№s promenade
two as one
into perfect eternity.
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