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         The starry dance floor

          
   

         It seems like the first book we read, the first one we remember, designs our lives, gives body to our every day, to our work, to our passions. I remember mine: The Most Beautiful Ballets: from Swan Lake to Romeo and Juliet and Coppelia. It came to life in my hands, the pages overlaid each other, animating that scenery that that was already vivid in my dreams. The dancers showed off their elegance, their tranquil and spindly bodies; they radiated natural beauty, carnal beauty. I imagined their lives as being so enjoyable, full of sparkles, gold, song and music.

         I loved those perfectly sculpted dancers. I looked at their muscles that were spread out all over their bodies, but it was their shoulders, their posture, that had me transfixed. Very quickly, I wanted that lightness, to fly just like them.

         I don’t remember any more at what point I stopped breathing outside of that starry dance floor. I also don’t remember much from living with my parents. I was so young when I went away to ballet school. I was only eight when I took my first steps, or rather my first leaps, into that stiff and painful world.

         Dance is my whole life. I love it, the rigour, the postures, the obligatory regular and thoracic breathing. I went home every weekend to visit my parents, every time it was a significant disruption for me, I don’t know if it was good or not, but it was a culture shock from the usual rhythms and obligations.

         My parents lived in Bordeaux, even though they bought a little studio in Nanterre to come to see me in the Parisian region every now and then. At their house we danced every day, those are my favourite memories with them. They have always loved music and, very early on, they took me to see ballets. So, when I wanted to become a ballerina, they understood. It was understood that it was a question of survival; without dance, there would be no purpose to my life.
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