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Sylvia stretched at the barre. She looked at
her reflection in the mirror, just like everyone else in the room,
but she wasn’t looking at her form. She was looking at her life.
She went through the motions of stretching and pointing but instead
of seeing the line of her limbs reaching for a far away point, she
saw a woman who might have been happier at some point in her week,
but she certainly wasn’t smiling now.






She stretched her neck to one side and felt
her hair sweep across her shoulders. She frowned at herself in the
mirror. She would have to put her hair up a little more firmly. She
had been frowning a lot lately. Her hair was just one of many
reasons. She gave herself a bit of a wan smile. That didn’t help
her mood at all.






She left her place at the barre and dashed
into the dressing room. As a small flock of thinner, younger women
rushed past her, she once again wondered what she was doing in this
class. There was no one here with the same goals as she. The class
was advertised as being for non-dancers. She thought that meant it
would be filled with women just like her; women in their early
thirties with some basic idea of movement who wanted a different
kind of creative outlet. What she got was a roomful of girls who
had taken dance classes their whole lives and had always harbored
dreams of being professional dancers, but found that joining social
clubs at school was much more fun than the strict regimen of diet
and practice.






Sylvia tried not to be depressed by the fact
that she looked in the mirror and saw what she really was: a woman
who wanted to do something fun to break up the stress and struggle
of her day to day life. She tilted her head up to secure her hair.
She heard the sounds of singers warming up. Now that was a class
she should have joined. She quickly changed out of her dance
clothes. She was certainly not going to stay for a class she didn’t
really want to be in.



She looked at herself from a different
angle. She wasn’t too bad to look at, even if she had been the only
one looking for quite some time. She reached for her clothes. She
had come straight from work. The loose scrub shirt and pants were
comfortable and hung loosely around her curves. She looked a little
closer at the pattern of paw prints. She didn’t meet many men at
her veterinarian clinic and even if she did, they certainly didn’t
notice or appreciate her physical assets. She looked in the mirror.
She did look ferocious and unpleasant. It was depressing.
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