One Man's Ballet


My shoes squeak annoyingly and loud as I finally walk in from out of the God-forsaken snow, the empty halls of the university music building bright but silent. I'm always the first to show up for a rehearsal, even beating all of the dancers and stage crew. I prefer warming up on my own on the stage and leaving with well enough time to eat and email my wife before we start.


Tonight is going to be no different than any other gig I've had since graduating college almost 20 years ago, each becoming staler and seemingly longer than the last. The bell of my horn screeches from lack of oil as I twist it onto its body, not bothering answering its cry for attention. I take a dry mouthpiece from the case, slipping it past my chapped lips and onto my tongue before scooting the case under my chair with my foot. The metal in my mouth tastes like rust and my own breath and sticks to my tongue as I try to wet it, holding it with my lips as I set up a stand with my music. 


As I connect the horn to its mouthpiece I sigh and turn my head, feeling more than a few pops in my neck and spine. I haven't played for weeks, but I know I'll sound fine, as always. The first note is unusually clear and resonant in the empty hall, and it feels like the lights in the ceiling would be vibrating with my volume. Another breath, and I continue to play one note at a time, each lower and softer than the last. It feels good, though my lips feel as if they may tear from the stress, the sound makes up for it in its expected beauty. 


Finally, I sit. The chair is very sturdy and doesn't groan like most do when I lay my weight on them, but my legs rush with relieve when their burden is passed. The book of music on my stand looks long and heavy, page after page after page of music, its title scratched out and almost erased with the times. 'The Nutcracker'. I've played the entire ballet many times, to a point where I don't care to play it anymore without a check in advance.


I've only been playing for half an hour before the first trumpet shows up to set up more chairs, attempting to start a conversation out of boredom, interrupting my focus. I don't answer, leaving the so-called musician to her task as I set my horn on my chair and made my way back to the halls to look for the bathrooms. 


These universities are like mazes, but I finally find a bathroom. After relieving myself and washing my hands, I do not leave. I don't want to go anywhere, and end up staring at my reflection in the mirror above the sink. I don't know how I feel about what I see, a mix of indifference, disapproval, and pride, all in one. I really don't care for my looks. I have no one to impress but my wife, and she has grown into a haggish mother, as I had feared the day after our honey-moon. My belly pulls my white buttoned shirt making the middle tight while leaving the chest loose, and my eyes almost look crossed in their thick square frames. My fur has always been grey, yet somehow became worse. Thickening in bad spots, thinning in the worst, and my thick mustache was dotted with black and white hairs along with the grey. I look old. 


I seemed to have been staring at myself for quite a while, a few string players waltzing in as I push my way out of the small bathroom, having just enough time to eat. I hate spending time with other musicians. Each one thinks they are the best, or thinks they are the worst. All you ever receive is cockiness or worried talk. I'd rather listen to silence. I sit in the lobby of the auditorium, hearing the distant yet horrific sounds of more and more instruments all trying to play on their own. Each bite of my sandwich dries my mouth more, and each screech of a violin builds into a noticeable headache. 


My time to eat is short. My time waiting in my seat for the conductor is long. Finally, the music starts. 


As the overture begins, dancers begin to fill the stage. Little girls in their 'adorable' tutus, a woman in a large gown, and another woman in a suit acting as the grandfather line up on the grand stage. I groan, trying not to notice the Old man with cleavage. Too many dancers, in my opinion, fill the stage, young and old alike. The music was ingrained in my head and my fingers, my eyes scanning through the dancers as they went on as they've been practicing for weeks.


Time drags on, piece after piece, my lips swelling slightly in pain. I'm about to put my horn down and let my assistant take over for a piece, but something else caught my attention. It was time for the Nutcracker to transform into the prince, and I could see the boy sneaking onto the stage through the darkness. He was small and slender, the loose sleeveless white shirt hanging off of one shoulder as his tights clung tightly to his hips and legs. The lights suddenly shone bright, leaving me nearly blind for a few seconds. When my eyes had adjusted the boy was standing tall, balancing on his toes with his arms up in the air.


He was stunning. His long slender tail wrapped once around his waist and then dropped down one leg, its light brown fur thick and soft looking. Where his shirt was only hanging, you could see the boy's thin back, his shoulder-blades visible just under a lair of muscle and fur, the skin smooth and perfect. His legs were rounded and smooth in the right places, deceivingly strong to carry his weight so effortlessly as he danced. 


As the boy danced, my assistant began playing. I had forgotten an entrance, but I didn't care, my eyes watching the gorgeous boy dancing in front of me. As he spun, his dark hair swayed and whipped back, letting my only glance at his fair face before he was facing what would be the audience once again. 


The conductor stopped. He needed to go back and play a few parts for the strings. I growled under my breath, the boy stopping his dance. It had been so perfect, but the boy ran off of the stage and straight to his instructor, who both seemed to think he was doing well. 


My mind left the stage, left the music, and began dwelling on the boy. He was so young, only a bit older than my own son, probably still in grade school. I couldn't help but imagine him coming home from school, his T-shirt stained from dance practice, asking me to make him a snack...


I couldn't help but lick my lips and clear my throat, shifting my weight on my chair as I thought of him stripping off that shirt, tossing it aside before I picked it up for him. He seemed too delightful... he'd probably apologize and try to take the shirt to his room. He wouldn't know that I enjoyed doing things for him, letting him take off the rest of his clothes before taking it all upstairs for him. He was so trusting, walking around the house totally naked with just me and him. I could almost smell him, imagining it. I'd make him a little snack of peanut-butter crackers and milk, sitting him on my lap to eat and watch TV.


Boy, he was always heavier than he looked, wasn't he? He would sit down, munching away, oblivious to my love and arousal. He'd understand, though. He'd understand once I licked at his nose, over his peanut-buttery lips. He was so kind, and so soft as I touched his body. I knew he wanted to be loved, and he was worried about what I might think... he was becoming anxious. He was grabbing my erection through my pants, turning to try and kiss me. I had to hold him back slightly, smile though he looked confused. I'd kiss him softly, lightly brushing his legs, letting my fingers roam until his face blushed lightly, his breath coming faster, landing on my chest as he leaned in trying to steady himself. I wanted him to feel this. I wanted him to love me back, as much as I did him. 


Hours of torture, watching the boy dance so closely, yet knowing how far he really was. My fantasies never stopped. Day after day, I came back for rehearsal to watch the boy as his body moved to the music I played. My pride swelled as I moved my horn to the music, working my lips and my breath to play as best as I could, my gift to the beautiful dancer.


The day of the performance, I saw him dance once more. His coat glittered with sequins, his whole body closed tightly in the small outfit to leave nothing yet everything to imagining. I saw myself holding the boy up, hugging him close as the audience roared in applause. I saw the beautiful dancer kissing my cheek, and running off to collect dropped roses. I saw him finally undressed back at home. I saw his face as he lowered himself onto me, thanking me for his music as I thanked him for his dance... I saw all of this that never came to be. 


This was the last I'd see of this boy. Standing out in the lobby, wadding through crowds, my tuxedo pressed and hot, cleaned just for this performance. My horn case in hand, I slipped a twenty to a girl at the rose counter, receiving a small bouquet of roses and slipping it under my arm. I pushed further through the crowd until I finally saw him. His name was Abram, the star of the ballet, his face clear and perfected with stage make-up, glitters on his cheek, a shining in his eyes. His voice was high and childish, making my heart skip as I got nearer. He thanked an older couple for seeing the ballet, wishing they'd return again, and finally I could step up, handing him the bundle of roses. I felt his warm hand grasp mine for a second as he reached for the bouquet, and I smiled. 


"Thank you for coming, sir! I hope you come and enjoy the performance next year." 


Abram continued thanking person after person, as I left. My gift of roses bundled with all of the others, and my gift of music forgotten, if ever known. 


My shoes squeak annoyingly as I walk the empty halls once again. As the door opens, a gust of wind and ice rushes over me, the cold of the lonely night sinking deep into me. My wife is by the car, my son in the back seat, his arms crossed in annoyed boredom. My sigh clouds my glasses, my misty breath dispersing in the air as I walk back to my life.

