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Blossoms
Kim Antieau
For Mary K. Antieau,
who started it all.
MARA DANCED ABOUT the egg, floating gracefully from aura-rope to aura-rope. Her skin brushed the ropes, and they glowed blue and green. When she grasped them tightly, they changed to red and pink. She rolled away from the ropes and left them floating like drugged snakes. As she arched her back, she kicked out her right leg and performed a flawless arabesque. Dim light washed the huge round auditorium in gold. The harness seats all hung limply, save one, while Mara practiced her dance routine. She smiled. Here in the egg, at the center of the Inn, where there was no gravity, she felt painless and free.
A cat meowed. Mara looked in the direction of the sound, but the auditorium was empty.
She pulled herself up the rope and tapped on the hatch. Michael, the stage manager, pulled her through.
“Who is that man?” Mara asked Michael as he sponged her off in her dressing room. “He comes to all the performances and most of my rehearsals, but he never waits. He never talks to me.”
“The one in the kimono?” Michael asked. “Lay your body down. You need a massage.”
“Gently, Michael, this body ain’t what it used to be,” she said. “Do you know him?”
“I’ve heard him called the magician,” Michael said.
“Oh?”
“Tane Universal hired him to design the gardens,” Michael said, “and to stay on the station until the Inn has been in operation for a few months to make certain the gardens do all right.”
“The magician?” Mara said, turning onto her back. She winced. Even low gravity was beginning to cause her pain. The doctors told her it was only a matter of time before she would be in constant pain, on Earth or up on the station.
Michael kneaded her thighs. “I’ve heard people say he can make anything grow and he can fix any damaged or broken thing: animal, plant, or mineral.”
Mara thought of her own body, her bones slowly fusing together. The fusion started before she was born when her mother was exposed to the toxic wastes that had been dumped in her hometown of Dewey. Mara was a Dewey baby, one of the very few to survive to adulthood. At thirty she was a modern miracle. Yet every year the pain got worse. If she hadn’t discovered the Neo-Ballet, a dance company that performed on Tane Universal’s Inn and the military and science space stations, she would have been forced to give up dance long ago.
“Perhaps he can work some magic on these old bones,” Michael said.
Mara frowned and pushed away his hands. “Ain’t nothing wrong with these sorry old bones. Besides, I don’t believe in magic.”
Mara left the egg and walked slowly down the stone path, touching the squat bent trees. They looked as though they had come from a place where the wind was fierce and constant. A black cat stepped from behind one of the trees. It gazed at her for a moment, yawned, and then walked away. Mara followed it to a slightly open door. The nameplate of Kenzo Yasui had been crossed out with a big X. Below it someone had scribbled “the magician.” Mara hesitated and then knocked lightly.
A man in a red kimono opened the door. His shiny black hair was pulled behind him into a short ponytail. His dark brown eyes were flecked with blue.
“Hello,” he said, smiling awkwardly. Mara could see the cat inside, curled up on a blue satin pillow.
“You’re the one they call the magician?” Mara asked.
“And you are the ballerina,” he answered.
She laughed. “Yes. May I come in?”
“Pardon me,” he said. “Certainly.”
Mara stepped into an uncluttered room. Light from paper lamps glowed golden. Blue and red cushions lay on either side of a low table where steam rose from two bowls.
“I’m sorry,” Mara said. “I’ve interrupted your dinner.”
“No, no,” he said as he shut the door. He motioned her to the table. “Please join me.”
“I’m Mara Reasons,” Mara said, holding out her hand.
“I am Kenzo Yasui,” he said, grasping her hand. His touch was warm and firm, and she liked the feel of his skin. She kept a hold of his hand until he gently pulled away.
“Please sit,” he said.
Mara went to the table and carefully knelt onto one of the cushions. She felt little pain as she bent her knees.
“I came to thank you for showing such an interest in my dancing,” Mara said. She watched him drink his soup and then she did the same.
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