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Ballon – [“balloon”] The appearance of weightlessness and of being airborne. A dancer is said to have ballon if (s)he seems to be in the air constantly with only momentary contact with the floor.

Chaîné turns – Short for tour chaînées déboulés, “chained, rolling turns.” Fast turns on half or full point with the legs in a tight first position, rotating a half turn on one foot and the other half on the other foot. Done one after the other so they’re “chained” together.

Cambré – [“bent”] A bend from the waist in any direction, but especially forward or back.

Cou-depied, sur le – [“on the neck of the foot”] A position. A foot is sur le cou-de-pied if it is placed on the calf just above the ankle.

“I have a tale to tell

Sometimes it gets so hard to hide it well

I was not ready for the fall

Too blind to see the writing on the wall

A man can tell a thousand lies

I've learned my lesson well

Hope I live to tell

The secret I have learned, 'till then

It will burn inside of me…”
With seemingly dead eyes, the young doll watched as he master scurried about his workroom in a frantic hurry, gathering this and collecting that. She was amazed at how quickly he moved, despite his aged appearance and hunched back. For a man of his age he moved quite well considering. Though, it wasn’t as if he truly had a choice, living on his own, refusing help from virtually everyone. She was all that he had, and being all that he had, she regret not being able to help him more. Unable to speak, unable to move at will – she was simply a doll, a toy. Something pretty to watch when the days grew dull, or when the moment finally arose to sit back and relax. Purely a source of entertainment.

Merrick smiled as he gently painted the glossy rose pink shade of paint across the doll’s lips. Not too much; but just enough to make it noticeable and appealing. For a moment he paused then, his dark eyes fixed into her surprisingly shining ocean blue orbs. He smiled to her. “You seem so alive,” he whispered, despite his knowing that she wouldn’t respond. “Your eyes show it all,” he went on as he lightly feathered an almost pale pink rouge onto her porcelain colored cheeks. To himself he laughed with a slight shake of his head while continuing to touch-up the delicate colors about her face. “Today is your special day, and you know it, don’t you?” He paused, both in words and actions as he moved a step back to inspect her. Again he laughed as he looked deep into her – strangely undead eyes. “We are both excited you and I. For you, this is your first appearance. For me – for me this is a chance to redeem my reputation to our city’s guardian – the Sky King. There will be many others like you there – from all over the world, I imagine … Not that you care…” Another laugh. “But then, somewhere deep inside, you probably do care. After all, this will be your first time seeing others of–,” He breathed deep. “…your kind…”

Another small touch to her delicate lashes, and then all was complete.

Setting his few tools and paints aside, he took both the doll’s hands into his own and pulled. Before too long she was on her feet, heels together and toes pointed outwards. After standing her upright, he began to dust her off gingerly, minding the lace and the ribbons of her attire. All about the life-size doll there were ribbons of aqua, pale blue and white: strung from her wrists, her neck and her hair. Even strung about her right thigh was a delicate braided garter of white, blue and aqua. Kneeling, Merrick checked the aqua laces of her point-shoes, making certain that they were secure about her ankles and her calf’s.

He moved a shaky hand up the length of her sturdy leg, his long and pale fingers wrapped about the back of her man-made flesh. “Perfect,” he whispered before standing upright; or at least to the best of his abilities. “You are my dancer … To dance is what you were created for, what you live for. My life-size music box beauty. To dance; and dance you shall…”

To dance is to live…

“My beautiful Michiru,” the old man purred as he tucked white flower petals in her pinned up aqua curls, “Do me proud. You are – after all – my best work of art yet! Tonight will be your night to shine, and like a star in the great heavens of our Sky King, shine you will over our brilliant little city.”

His head nodded almost absently as he continued to go over his creation with shaky eyes, his spectacles tipped on his nose. His frail hands lightly fiddled with this and adjusted that – last minute details that really wouldn’t matter to others, but would of course matter to him. Finally all was in place.

“Sir, is everything ready?”

Not taking the time to face the young boy, Merrick waved a hand as he gestured towards his creation that stood just behind him. “Take Michiru upstairs and prepare her to leave,” he said, his face still buried in one of his books. “I’ll follow suit shortly.”

The boy swallowed hard as he set eyes upon the doll. “Carry her, sir?”

“She’s just a doll. She isn’t as heavy as you think. Nothing more than wires and sculpted metal. Now go.”

“Yes sir. Right away, sir.” With that, the boy lifted the doll by wrapping his arm about her thighs and slinging her over his shoulder. After taking a small moment to gather himself, both the boy and the doll – Michiru -- were gone.

Ruler of the heavens, protector of the sky … This is my moment to shine, my moment of defining glory. Though I am just an object of visual enjoyment, I will strive to do my best. I will … And all of the others there – I won’t be the only one, I won’t be alone…

If only excitement were a true feeling for me…

"I know where beauty lives

I've seen it once, I know the warm she gives

The light that you could never see

It shines inside, you can't take that from me

The truth is never far behind

You kept it hidden well

If I live to tell

The secret I knew then

Will I ever have the chance again..."

Darkness. Such darkness … I’m not used to being in the dark for so long – not knowing what’s going on. Please, open my eyes for me, let me see who is near, what is going on.

Please, don’t leave me this way…

“There you are – Michiru, is it?”

Gentle fingers pressed upon her eyelids coaxed them open, revealing the doll’s brilliant blue eyes to the world; or at least, whoever was around to see at the time. From what she could see now there were only a few people around, mainly those who were preparing dolls of their own creation.

She truly wasn’t the only one.

All around her stood other dolls from other countries, other places – other planets perhaps. There were dolls in old-fashioned attire. There was a doll with an attire made of a mixture of brilliant reds and shades of orange. Her hair the color of flames.

Then there was one doll that caught her sights from the corner of her eye. The figurine was a small one, dressed in morbid shades of deep plum and black. And though her appearance seemed young, her glass eyes seemed to tell a story of a past that dove into the deepest depths of the oldest centuries of time. She seemed so sad of eye, but wise.

Strange…
“She is ready?”

The boy nodded, as he clutched in his palm a large gilded wind-up key. “The Sky King awaits…”

Standing before the Sky King herself, Michiru waited with her body poised and ready. And though her smile was simply sculpted and painted on, it was true. And with eyes filled with childlike anxiousness, eager to please, she waited and watched; watched as Merrick approached the Sky King with a bow. After a few words were whispered, exchanged, Merrick handed to the Sky King the gilded key and – keeping to his bow – gestured with a hand back towards his creation. Michiru.

Michiru watched in silence as the Sky King approached her, slowly. She watched as the gilded wings of the Sky King folded behind her as she gradually moved out of sight of Michiru, just behind her.

The key.

As the cool gold colored metal pressed into her back, Michiru couldn’t help but to jolt as there seemed to be a warm surge of energy that ha passed from the hands of the Sky King, into the key and through to her. Such a feeling!

So warm, and – almost inviting…
As the Sky King returned to her thrown, she kept her sights on the lovely doll that she had just personally wound to perform.

This is life for me…
… Each movement was delicate and precise, even as she moved from toe to toe about the room. Every last movement and gesture – she was the very definition of grace and beauty. So many movements, so many gestures. And though many were the same in theory, each of the movements were different, specific and unique.

The audience of the Sky King watched in awe of the dancing beauty as she moved about the room, capturing them all in her siren song of dance. All eyes were on the dancer, her ribbons flowing the with grace and shine of the seas.

One foot, then the other.

As all watched in intrigue, there were whispers of the dancing doll who’s moves seemed to have ballon; a wave of beauty and enchantment that moved across the floor with the greatest of ease.

Michiru was happy for all of the pairs of eyes that gave her silent praise time and time again as she passed them by – Even though to them her eyes seemed dead upon sight. Unbeknown to them; however, on the inside she sparkled, as if her shapely torso had been filled with only the most brilliant of diamonds and stars. This happiness, this strong inner sense of accomplishment … If only they could understand, if only they knew.

But their praise was hardly worth her time. After all, it was not them who she was here to impress.

The great Sky King.

After a short but swift series of chaîné turns, Michiru was quick to stop in front of the Sky King, capturing her attention immediately as she bent her torso in a simple cambré before her.

Anything, anything at all for a mere smile from you and only you…
As if she were drawn to the great angel then she extended her arms gracefully, almost as if she were beckoning the Sky Kind to rise from her thrown to dance with her. But the Sky King did not oblige; instead she only smiled, almost as if she were amused by the mere thought of the invitation.

And so, as if not a step had been missed, the flower continued to dance, all the while keeping her sights souly upon her one and only. If she had had a heart it would have been racing at the rate she was now going. So many people watching, waiting, enjoying the magic of her movements. Everyone, except the person who had truly mattered.

Finally the music that had once filled the room began to slow. And as the music slowed, so did the dancer, all of her motions and gestures drawing to a close with the silencing of the oceanic melody.

The finally…

After she had stopped, Michiru watched with unmoving eyes as the Sky King applauded in enjoyment of the display she had just been presented with and the great craftsmanship that had been accomplished by Merrick.

But, what about me? … Was I not seen? Had there been a flaw in my steps, have I missed part of the melody? If not, then what? What could have possibly gone wrong? Why is the Sky King not applauding me? … Why am I being ignored, set aside – and disregarded?

Am I not special?
The curious Sky King cast one last glance to the perfect dancer, the feminine arch of her back bent slightly backwards in yet another cambré; her foot poised in a cou-depied, sur le position as she awaited the next time that she would be wound to entertain. All around Michiru guests laughed and complemented all of the toys that had performed. One by one they passed the toys by, touching them and complementing them in one way or another.

Finally it was Michiru’s time, and all made way as the Sky King made her rounds to the solitary doll, deep emerald eyes inspecting and admiring the attire of the doll, as well as the craftsmanship in her face. “She appears so – lively and real!” exclaimed the Sky King. “Almost as if she were dancing with purpose … For me and me alone…”

“Oh, but she is, Your Highness!” Merrick chirped. “Thus is why the key was placed in your hands alone to wind her.”

Amused with the old mans words, the Sky King stood in silence before the doll, looking deep into her eyes as if there were some secret untold buried deep beneath the ocean blue depths. Finally a hand – a gentle hand – was raised to the doll. And with a brief moment’s hesitation, the Sky King stroked gentle knuckles along the smooth man-made face. Then she smiled. “A pity such beauty is waited on a mere toy,” she muttered in a scoffing tone. And with that, the Sky King turned away without a single glance back to the doll, leaving her to the rest of her unmoving companions.

A mere doll … a toy… That – that’s all that I am, and all that I will ever be to my one and only; my beloved King of the Sky…
As the rest of the crowd exited the room, Merrick paused and turned on a heel, taking one last look at his creation. And for a moment, for a moment he could have sworn…

“Merrick?”

With a simple nod, the old man turned as he exited the room with the rest of them.

Alone now Michiru allowed herself to faultier in her position, her metal body now heavy with false despair. And as the lights dimmed in the room, Michiru could not help herself as a single diamond tear streamed down the side of her cheek and dropped with a soft “clink” to the floor at her feet. Not that it would matter to any one that would have seen. After all, dolls truly have no feelings: they do note care, they do not think they do not feel … they do not love. She was but a mere doll and nothing more…

"If I ran away, I'd never have the strength

To go very far

How would they hear the beating of my heart

Will it grow cold

The secret that I hide, will I grow old

How will they hear

When will they learn

How will they know..."
