
Ballet Class 

Sometimes I l i k e i t best 
f o r the way we become 
a Degas, 
one a d j u s t i n g 
the ribbons of her shoes, 
another l e a n i n g 
against the b a r r e , 
f e e t c l o s e 
arms spread 
against the wood 
as though c r u c i f i e d 
w i t h beauty, 
another k i n d of grace. 
And sometimes 
I l i k e i t best 
f o r the c o l o u r s 
which are always only 
pink and b l a c k and f l e s h . 
But mostly I l i k e 
the motion, 
the sinews responding 
to sound 
and a l l the f i r e 
of the body as i t would be 
reine d i n 
u n t i l we move p r e c i s e l y 
flames of a scented candle 
i n a room where the only 
v i b r a t i o n s 
are music 
and the beat of the breath 
as p e r f e c t 
as notes. 
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