The Destruction of a Goddess
by Krigine Kathryn Rusch
_Bodiesnever lie

-- Martha Graham

* k * %

Vi sat in the back row of the Performing Arts Center, her clipboard on the seat beside her. She wasn't
taking notes. There was no point. Everything was wrong. She shook her head, wishing she had never
agreed to thisjob.

The piano was out of tune, and the accompanist was massacring "L'Chiam,” one of the best-loved
numbersin _Fiddler on the Roof . No one was singing -- this was a dance rehearsal -- but someone
should have been, at least to cover up the noise.

On stage, four grown men were attempting the low kicks of akazatski dance. Their hands were on the
ground for balance while they kicked outwardly with their feet. The move was harder than it looked; it
took great strength and coordination.

The dancers were in their forties, and two had never danced before. They were surrounded by a group
of men of varying ages (none of whom could dance) and the show's star, Guy Stephens. He was thin and
trim -- which he should not have been for the role of Tevye -- and he could probably do the Russian folk
dance the men were atempting. But Tevye was an observer in this scene, not a participant.

Vi rubbed her nose with her thumb and forefinger. Another headache was coming on. She had twelve
weeks to whip these men into shape. Twelve weeks to do theimpossible.

If only the Jetty Street Theater Company hadn't chosen _Fiddler_asits spring musicdl. If only the
company had had enough common senseto bring in afew professona dancers, besides her. If only, if
only.

She had tried to explain to the company's crestive director that any musical with Jerome Robbins
choreography would be impossible for arepertory company to do well. He cited example after example
of companies doing Robbins shows, from_West Side Story _to _Fiddler_.

But she knew better. She'd seen some of those performances and the dance was a so adequate at be<t,
excruciating at wordt.

Robbins copyrighted his choreography, and the shows which featured his work on Broadway aso
ingsted that the local rep company use the same choreography. It made performing workslike Fiddler
difficult at thelocd level, and impossible when the dancers were middle-aged men who'd never
high-kicked before.

"MissHodd?' The mae voice was nearly hidden by the pounding chords of the piano.

Shelooked sideways. A man stood in the darkness near the doorway. He wore arumpled raincoat and
he wastdl. Hisface wasin shadow.

"Canitwat?' sheasked. "Thisisarehearsa."

He glanced at the stage just as one of the so-cdled Russian dancersfell flat on hisback. "How long do |



havetowait?' he asked. "I'm till ayoung man.”
She suppressed asmile. "I suppose | can givethem five.”

Then she stood and clapped her hands. The dancers stopped immediately, but the accompanist didn't
hear. Guy had to reach down from his pretend barstool and tap her on the shoulder to get her to stop

playing.

"Get some water, do some stretches,” Vi said. "When | come back in about ten minutes, we're going to
go through this step by step.”

The men groaned. The dancer on the floor continued to lay there, and Vi wondered if he had hurt himself.
Will, if he had, someone would tell her.

Dance wasn't supposed to be easy, after all. Some said it wasimpossible. It certainly was the most
difficult athletic endeavor human beings could attempt. These men weren't sarting with the
muscle-stretching exercises of firs-year balet. They were starting with Jerome Robbins stage work,
designed for the best dancers on Broadway.

The $500 per week she was charging the Rep -- an amount she'd originaly agonized over, knowing how
poor the company was -- was beginning to look more and more like an honorarium than payment for her
services,

"How can | help you?' she said to the man in the shadows.
"Isthere some place private?' he asked.
She wasn't about to go anywhere private with aman she didn't know. "What's this about?"

He stepped into the row. Hisface was angular, his skin aburnished gold that no tanning company could
ever achieve. Hisdark gray eyeswere so heavily fringed that Vi bet every woman he met was envious of
them.

"My nameisZack Tate," he said. "I'm with the Portland Police Department. | wastold that you're the
person to talk with about dance.”

Vi let out asmall laugh. "There are hundreds of peopleto talk to in Portland. Did you just need an excuse
for avacation at the coast?"

"l wish," hesad. "Can wetak?'

She sghed. "Let me seeyour identification, Officer Tate, and then -- "
"Detective.

"Detective Tate. Then welll go to the office, such asitis”

Heflipped open awalet that held his badge and another piece of identification which she didn't bother to
look at it. She did, however, study the badge. Sheld been in enough theatrical productions to know what

afake badgelooked like. A real onewas heavier, with the city'slogo on it, and anumber engraved at the
bottom.

"All right," she said, and made her way to the aide. Her knee ached. She had been sitting too long. She
|eft her clipboard behind her, marking her spot.



Tate stepped into the aide. When she reached him, he extended a hand asif he wanted to help her. So
he was observant. Most people didn't notice her limp right away.

Sheignored the hand, and used the back of anearby seat to help her keep her balance on the inclined
floor. Tate shoved his handsin the pocket of his raincoat and kept pace with her. He was even taller than
she had initidly thought, but he bent hisbody into akind of S, asif his height embarrassed him.

When they reached the carpeted |obby outside the theater, she repeated, "What's this about?”
"PdomaKitani."

Vi rolled her eyes as sheled him past the potted fernsto the tiny office. "What did she do now?'
"Hadn't you heard? She was murdered, Ms. Hodel."

Vi stopped. Somehow her hand had come up and covered her mouth. She didn't remember making the
movement. That was odd in and of itsdf -- she usualy remembered every movement she made.

"What happened?' she asked through her fingers.
He nodded toward the office. "Let's Sit down."

Tate led the way insde. She was dmost surprised when he took the seat in front of the presswood desk.
Shetook the sest behind it, feding asif her entire world had spun out of control.

PdomaKitani had been amagjor forcein her life. For years, Vi had worked at PAlomas side. Then she
and Pdomahad what Pdoma cdled "amgor faling out,” and from that moment on Palomabecame
someone Vi pushed againgt, even though they had amaost no contact any longer.

"Murdered.” Vi shook her head. "How?"
"That'swhat weretrying to figure out,” Tate said.
"S0 you came to me because you suspect me?" Her voice was shaking. Her voice hadn't shaken in years.

"No." He spoke dowly, camly, asif hed had this discussion athousand times with athousand different
people. "I came here because | wastold you're an expert on dance, and on Ms. Kitani's company in

particular.”

Vi shook her head. "'l don't know anything about Kitani Studios.”

"That's not what peopletold me."

"I haven' lived in Portland in five years, Detective. | worked with PAlomaat a different dance company.”
"That's not technicdly true, isit, Ms. Hodel ?*

Shefrowned a him, not understanding. "It'strue.”

"I thought Kitani Studios used to be Littlefield Dance Company.”

Vi gghed. "That'samatter of debate.”

"Oh?' He settled in hischair asif he were willing to listen to the entire tedious argument. "In what way?"

"So I'm not asuspect,” Vi said.



"No, yourenot," Tate said, folding his hands across his scomach. "Why are you asking now?"
"How did you ruleme out?' Vi asked.

"Actually, the creetive director of this place did. He laughed when | called this afternoon, said you hadn't
been to Portland in months, and that you were definitely here on Monday night, brow-besting the
dancers." Tate smiled dightly. "I think those were his exact words.”

She had been here, trying to get the entire cast to handle the traditional dances of the wedding ceremony.
For the cast members, most of whom had never seen atraditiona Jewish wedding let done understood
one, every detail seemed suspect. She wasn't going to have any hair left when this production was over.

"Ms Hodd?'

She nodded. "1 was. I'll probably be here every night for the next fifty yearstrying to get thisright. I'm
just glad they didn't decideto put on _A ChorusLine ."

"Y ou could change the dances."

"No, | can't,” shesaid, unwilling to explain her predicament. " So what happened to Pdlomain Monday
night?'

"Shewaskilled." His smile waslong gone. "Y ou can ask as many questions asyou like, Ms. Hodd, but
when you're done, I'm till going to ask you about Littlefield Dance Company.”

Vi closed her eyes. Even the name of the company was painful. Nothing erased the fedings she had from
those days. Time did not make thiswound go away.

"ArigalL.ittlefidd,” Vi said as she opened her eyes, "was considered one of the greatest dancers of her
generation, but she was an even better choreographer. Shefdt stifled in New Y ork City, so she came
west. Shedidn't like the dance scene in San Francisco. LA was too focused on the movies, and she
couldn't taketherain in Sesdttle, so she settled in Portland.”

Tate nodded. He could have gotten thisfrom any book on Arista. Still, he didn't stop Vi from speaking
or from telling him what he dready knew.

His slence made her even more uncomfortable.

" She gtarted the company, luring principle dancers from some of the better touring companies. Eventualy,
sheformed a school asawing of the company and cultivated her own dancers. | was her first star.”

Vi'svoice caught. She cleared her throat. Twenty years old, the world was ahead of her. People who
thought of dance asan art dwaysforgot its physical sde. Most artists got better asthey got older.
Dancersfell gpart.

"Pdoma," she said, forcing hersdlf to go on, "never soloed. She never made it out of the troupe. She
wasn't good enough. She only had two years on stage, and then Arista pulled her, which caused
problems.”

Tate looked surprised. "Redly?!

Vi nodded. "It's not in the histories for two reasons. The old histories don't carry it because Pdlomawas
one of ahundred dancers who didn't make the grade. The new ones don't mention it because they were
authorized by Pdoma.”



Hefrowned. "So how did she become the centra figure in Portland's dance scene?’

Vi wished the room were bigger so that she could stand up and pace, maybe look out awindow as she
talked to him. She didn't want him to see her face, to see dl the emotionsthat still lurked there, so many
years|ater.

"Palomabecame Arigtaslover.”
Helet out asmdl whistle,

"BEventhen," Vi said, "Aristanever let her do more than work with the students. Aristaknew Paomahad
notdent.”

"Y et sheleft her dance company to her.”

Vi shook her head. " She made Paoma the beneficiary of her estate. Take alook at thewill. | was
supposed to be the creative director of the dance company.”

"Sowhy aren't you?' He was leaning forward now, clearly intrigued.

"Oh, | was," she said. "For the three monthsit remained open. That was how long it took to settle
Arigtas estate. Then Paloma opted to close the company. That caused quiteafuss. You canfindital in
the _Oregonian . The paper was very upset.”

"Andyou?'
Vi shrugged, pretending a acamness shedidn't fed. "l wastoo."
"So why didn't you sue?'

"On what grounds?' Vi had spent money on abattery of attorneys. She knew this part of the law upside
down and backwards. "Palomahad control of the estate. She could do what she felt was best for it. And
like most dance companies, Littlefield ran in the red. Not badly in the red, but enough that she could
judify dogngit.”

"But she saysthe company is exactly the same."
"Well, technicdly, it can't be" Vi said. "Becauseif itis, I'm cregtive director for life."

He was shaking his head. ""Paloma used the Littlefield techniques. She was the only one who performed
ArigaLittlefidd's dances, right?'

Vi looked down at her hands, thick and callused from years of bar work, knuckles enlarged from
overuse. How to explain the world of dance to someone who didn't practice it? " She owns the copyrights
to dl the choreography, yes."

IIBUGI
"But that's not how dance works."
"How doesit work, Ms. Hodd 7

Shegave him asmadl smile. "Comewaich, Detective. I'll show you.”

* * % %



Maybe she had thought she could chase him away by making him suffer through rehearsal. Maybe she
thought she wouldn't have to talk about Aristaany more.

But it didn't work. Tate stayed to the very end. He sat in thefirst row and watched as she forced her
poor middle-aged wanna-be dancers twist their bodiesinto positions they'd never tried before.

She had minor victories -- two of the men managed to crosstheir arms and high kick at the sametime --
but mostly, shefailed. No matter how hard shetried to teach them the maneuvers, the men didn't
understand.

It wasn't their fault. The dances were too difficult for them. And she knew, no matter how hard shetried,
shewouldn't be able to make her dancers|ook good.

So shed haveto figure out away to play the scene for laughs. She mentally apologized to the ghost of
Jerome Robbinswho, if he were watching, was probably appalled a the way his danceswere being
abused. But she had no choice.

When rehearsd finished, and the would-be dancers collected their things, Tate remained in his sedt.
"Y ou want meto stay, Vi?' Guy Stephens asked with rea concern.
Vi shook her head. "I'll bedl right."

Stephensraised his eyebrows, but didn't argue. He gave Tate along, warning look. His reaction made Vi
fed warm toward him, even though she knew he had done that primarily because he was an actor who
had no idea he was facing a cop.

After they left, and dl but the housdlights were off, Tate said, "What was | supposed to learn? That
danceishard?1 think | could have figured that out on my own."

Vi sat next to him. Her knee hurt and she was very tired. She'd executed the moves sheld wanted the
men to do. Thedanceinthispart of _Fiddler wasenergetic and lively, celebrating life. She hadn't felt
like celebrating life, but the dance had demanded it.

She always did what her art demanded of her.
"Dance," shesad, "isaperformance art.”
Tate nodded, his eyes hooded. For the firgt time, she felt hisimpatience.

"But dance, unlike music, has only started to codify what its routines. Choreography which has been
written down so that someone else can learn it without seeing it performed islessthan ahundred years
old. Even then, it'snot donewell."

"Obvioudy."

"No, you misunderstand,” she said. "These men are doing the best they can, and they'll learn the steps.
But even if they were the best male dancers on Broadway, they wouldn't do the show correctly.”

Tatefrowned.

"Choreography livesin the body. The only way to learn amethod is through mentoring. Right now, only |
and three other dancers know the Littlefield dances. Not just the choreography, but the moves, the
grace, the emotion that Arista put into her work. | could make a dancer with talent do one of Arista's
dancesin Aristas style. Ploma can't -- couldn't.”



God, Vi hated the change. She still wasn't used to it. Paloma, dead, and this cop not telling her how.
"Why not?'

"Y ou saw the movements up there. The detail | concentrated on.”

"| thought you were going to break that poor man's arms. He can't support hisweight on those and kick."

"I know," shesaid. "But let's say he could. Should he do it fast or dow? Should the movement be big or

small? Should he keep one foot on the ground while the other kicks up or should they both bein the air?
All of those are persona choices. | can get the answer by watching the filmed version of _Fiddler_but it
doesn't matter here. Here dl | have to do is make sure the guy doesn't fal flat on his back.”

"Agan."
"Agan," shesad.

"So you'retelling me that when Paloma threw you out, she destroyed the very thing she was entrusted to
keep."

"Yes" Vi sad.

"The other three dancerswho knew it...?"
"Didn't stay ether. She ran them off."

"I don't understand. Why would she do that?"

"The schoal,” Vi said. "That's where the company made its money. Plomaredized that she could avoid
touring, perform in Portland only, and keep expenses down. She aso claimed to be Arista's protege, and
even though we all deny that, she saysit'sjust sour grapes. She's destroyed most of the records of her
dancing days."

Tate put his hands behind his head and |ooked at the darkened stage.

"With that kind of pedigree, she can -- could -- bring in studentsto this prestigious schooal, the only place
that supposedly teaches the Littlefield method, and then charge them alot of money. For thefirst time,
the company is making a profit.”

"That'sagood thing, right?"

Vi'ssmilewas small. "For Paloma, maybe. For dance, it means that no one else can perform Arigta's
work. I'm barred from it. So are the others. And Pllomawon't -- wouldn't -- license any of Arista's
signature dances to another company. So Aristaisfast becoming afootnote when ten years ago, shewas
one of the most important people in modern dance.”

"I'm sure that made folksangry,” Tate said.

"Yes" shesaid. "The other three were asfurious as | was. We talked about every option we could. But
Susannah had gotten work dancing in San Francisco and had to leave. Catherine and Trina had to find
work aswell. They weredl lucky. They could till dance.”

She sighed. Tate watched her closely.

"We weren't the only oneswho were angry,” she said, realizing she sounded defensive, but unable to



think of adifferent way to give him theinformation he needed. "'l can point to ahundred different articles,
fromthe New Yorker to The San Francisco Chronicle _that prove you right. But there's nothing
anyone can do. Pdlomaisin charge of the estate.”

"Was" Taesad. "Whoisnow?'

Vi frowned. "I have no idea. There was some predecease condition that made everything go to the
company, but the company's gone. | suppose everything goesto Pdomas heirs, if she hasany.”

"Does she?"

Vi shrugged. "I never heard her mention family. Once sheinherited from Arista, she kept her own sexud
preferences quiet. In Portland, no self-respecting parent would knowingly send a student to aschool with
agay teacher."

"So no lovers?'
"Nonethat | know of, but | moved here."

He hadn't taken his gaze off the stage. "Why here? Why not New Y ork or San Francisco or Denver,
some place with a good modern dance company?"

Vi fdt her face flush. The anger, which was dways near the surface when she talked about this, made her
clench her figs. "'l wasforbidden to use Littlefield techniques.”

ll&)?l

Thistime, she wasn't trgpped in the smdll office. Thistime, she could stand as the emotion took her, and
shedid. "Except for afew yearsin ballet school, | wastrained by Arista. Everything | know, | learned
from her. Anything | taught could be considered the Littlefield method.”

"How would anyone know?'
"Y ou mean, if | taught in Chicago, how would Palomaknow what methods | was usng?
"YS."

"I never got achanceto find out. Every time| applied for ajob, PAlomatold them my history and that
shewouldn't et anyone teach the method outside of her studio. Which led to questions about why wasn't
| teaching there."

"And why weren't you?'
"| told you."
"Wheat did she say?'

"Shesaid that | had run the company into the red, that | knew nothing of the real method, and that | was
al hypeand no talent.”

"Surely they knew she waswrong."
"There was acompany in Boston that wanted me. Shetold them sheéld suethem if they hired me.”
"Becauss?"



"Because she knew I'd teach the Littlefield method. They got the message and they spread the word. No
one offered mework."

"So you came to the coast?'

"l had ahouse here. | inherited it from my parents. | could live dmost for free. | had some money saved.
| survived.”

"But you can't do what you want,” Tate said.

Vi walked to the edge of the stage, and ran her hand along the lip. She had never performed on a stage
thissmdll. If shewere dancing here, sheld fed restricted, unable to float across the stage in her usua
leaps and bounds.

Or what had been her usual leaps and bounds, back in the days when she was o lithe, so supple, she
sometimesfdt asif shecould fly.

"I haveastudio here," shesad. "It'ssmadl, but it works. | teach dance, and | help at the schools.”
"| thought you said you couldn't teach.”
"Not at amagor company. But here -- well, Ploma didn't care about here. No one does.”

Somehow she said that without bitterness. Maybe she was growing, changing. Maybe she had put more
behind her than she had thought.

"It must have been difficult to makethetrangtion.”

She bowed her head. "Dancers always know the transition is coming. So few find work doing anything
related to dance. I'm lucky in some ways."

"Doyouredly beievethat?'

She nodded. She did believeit. She had just thought such asmall life would never be hers. Somehow she
had aways imagined that she would be as grand as Arista, making her mark upon the world, even though
she had never been agood choreographer -- she didn't have the imagination.

"S0," hesad, "thisiswhy they told meto cometo you."
"What is?' she asked.

"Thishigtory of the company. All that you keep in your mind."
Vi shook her head. " Others know this."

"But you know the dances."

"Yes." She continued to trace the lip. The wood was soft under her fingers. "Are you going tell me how
shedied?'

"Tomorrow," hesaid. "I'd like to meet with you tomorrow, and I'll give you the details then.”
"I'd like to know now."

"No, you don't," he said. "Right now, even knowing that she died, you'll be able to deep tonight.”



"But | won'tif | learn how?"
"Most people don't handle death well," he said.
"I'm not most people.”

"I'm beginning to redize that." He was sllent for along time, and she understood that he wasn't going to
say any more, no matter how much she pushed him. He was staying close-mouthed about Ploma's
degth for areason, and Vi wasn't sure she wanted to know what that reason was.

Tate's chair squeaked. She recognized the sound. He was standing up. He came up beside her, so close
that she could smell his aftershave -- faint and spicy.

"Y ou danced tonight,” he said.
"No," shesad. "l taught tonight.”

He shook his head. He was staring at the stage asif the performers were ill there. As she gazed up at
him, she saw his eyes move -- following the imaginary dance acrossthe st.

"Y ou danced," he said. "Y ou can barely walk, yet you did the entire routine up there. Didn't it hurt?"
She smiled at him. "Y ou haven't been around dance very long, have you?'
"No," hesad. "Why?'

"Becauseit dways hurts, detective." She pushed away from the stage. "No matter what you do, it dways
hurts"”

* k% k% %

The drive home seemed to take longer than usua. Herswasthe only car on the road, and as she drove,
she watched the ocean. The night had aluminescence, and she could see the waves, dark against the
somewhat lighter sky.

This part of the coast was made up of smdl towns, al linked by asingle ribbon of highway. The theater
wasinonetown, and Vi lived in the next if, indeed, acommunity of 200 people constituted a town.

Her home stood on Stony Point, a headland that jutted into the ocean and, with Rocky Point to the
south, framed the harbor. On stormy nights, the wind was strongest there -- with nothing to block the
wind's power for thousands of miles.

She parked her Taurusin the single car garage, then made her way insde. The house had origindly been
abeach cottage, designed for the occasiona weekend visit.

But when her parents had died -- back in the days when sheld been the principa dancer at Littlefield,
and Littlefield had been the hot company on the West Coast -- she had remodeled the house.

It was ill small. The downstairs was one large room. A countertop and arow of cabinets divided the
kitchen from the dining room, and a staircase divided the dining room from the living room. The west,
south, and north walls were mostly windows, thick double panes that did not rattle too badly in the wind.

The only bedroom was upgtairs. Initidly there had been two bedrooms -- alarge one and atiny onewith
no closet, the one she had used growing up. She had made gotten rid of the small bedroom, making it
part of the master bath, and added a ba cony off the western wall, so that she could Sit outside at night



and stare at the stars.

Sheloved it here. If she hadn't, she might have fought harder for her position in the world. But shehad a
refuge, aplace to hide, and somehow that was more important to her than fighting PAlomaand her lies.

Paloma, who was dead. Murdered.

Evenwith dl their differences, Vi never thought anyone would murder Paloma. But now that the detective
had told her about it, the death made perfect sense. If Palomawas going to die young, she was going to
die at someone ese's hand.

Vi went to the entry in the back of the house and dug through her box of recycled newspapers. She
hadn't been reading the _Oregonian _ lately, athough she'd subscribed. She'd stayed in bed long on
mornings after rehearsal, nursing her knee. Despite her brave statement to Tate, the pain sheld been
feeling was bothering her. It seemed to be growing worse, and she didn't want to think about what that
meant.

She carried the papers from the last two weeks to the sofa. Then she turned on the gas fireplace, poured
herself aglass of wine, and started the search.

The article was on the front page of the Metro section, about ten days before.
*FAMOUS DANCER MURDERED*
*PadomaKitani found in sudio*

Vi read the article, and the follow-ups that ran for the rest of the week. Somehow, seeing thewordsin
hard cold print made Paloma's death redl.

Hard to believe awoman that vibrant, that strong, could be gone.

Vi dmogt fet asif she were toppling forward, asif she'd been pushing against PAlomafor her entire adult
life, and now that wall, that immovable wall that had been Paloma, was gone.

Vi could go back to work at area studio. She didn't need to worry that Palomawould sue her or attack
her or try to destroy her.

In so many ways, Vi had her life back. Her old life.
She shook off the thought. PAlomawas dead. The last thing Vi should be considering was herself.

Shelearned little from the articles. They were as vague as Tate had been about the method of death.
Apparently it had been unique, and the police were withholding it.

The articles did say that Paloma had been in the studio done. The last people to see Pdomaaive had
been her students. Apparently she had had alate night class. The parents had picked up the students,
said their good-byes to Paloma, and no one saw her after that.

Until one of the principal dancers had arrived to teach the early morning dance class. She had unlocked
the building and found Palomals body.

The newspaper said the dancer had been so distraught that she had to be sedated.

Vi st the paper down. She gared into the gas flame, burning steady and even in the smal fireplace.
What happened when awoman like Palomalleft the world? Did the world become a better place? Or



would al the nasty thingsthat Pdloma had done live past her?

Pdomahadn't been abad woman, not initidly. Shy, frightened, beautiful in that wispy way so many
ballerinas had. Wispy, even though their dender frame actualy had great strength.

When she had become Arista's lover, she had been so insecure that she used to welcome Aristals verbal
battering. Once Vi had found Plomaaone in the studio, sitting benesth the bar, her back to the mirrors,
sobbing.

_I'll never be good enough _, she had said.

Vi hadn't had aresponse to that. She had known that Plomawas right. There was an element to dance,
onethat people rarely spoke of. Dance was a craft which could be learned. But to be truly great required
physicd taent, ataent that lived within the body and had to be nurtured.

Palomawas good enough to be a company dancer, but she did not have the ability to go beyond that, no
matter how hard shetried. It was clear in dl the missed steps, the flawed legps, the dow way that she
learned.

Aristahad loved her for her imperfections. Surrounded by talent and egos, Arista had seen Pdlomaas an
unusua eement, not realizing the potentia for destruction being sown in that young, idedligtic girl.

Sometimes Vi thought the company had crushed Palomalong before Aristadied. Plomals soul had been
destroyed, and in the end, she had no choice but to seek revenge.

And now this.

Vi picked up the newspapers and took them back to her recycling bin. Her life was different now
because of Arista. Because of Paloma

And no amount of wishing could change that.

* * % %

Detective Tate arrived at the house promptly at ten. He brought a baker's box filled with donuts. They
were gtill warm, and their scent made Vi's ssomach rumble. She hadn't alowed hersalf donuts since she
started to dance serioudly.

She had made coffee and she had fresh fruit that she was going to offer him, but it felt churlish to rgject
the donuts. Shetook aplain one, felt the greasy coating beneath her fingers, and set it on asmall plate.
She handed another plate to Tate, who took it with an expression of bemusement.

He poured himsalf some coffee, added cream but no sugar, and carried the cup into the dining area. He
stood at the windows for along time, looking &t the ocean.

"Y ou have abeautiful home," he said. Vi thought she heard atouch of envy in hisvoice.
"Thank you."

"I'd expected to see pictures of dancers, photographs, memories. There's none of that. At least down
here"

And none upgtairs either. Her memories were packed in boxes and hidden in the attic space above the
garage, probably mildewing in the sdty air.



"l likethe housetheway itis" shesad.

He nodded, sipped his coffee, and stared at the waves. They werelarge, frothy, demanding. A storm
was brewing out at sea.

She ate her donut, amost salf-conscioudy. She had so trained hersdlf that anything filled with fat, sugar
and starch was bad for her that an indulgencefelt likeasin.

One was more than enough. Tate didn't eat any. She felt bad that the donuts were going to waste.
"Y ou said you had moreto talk with me about,” she said after awhile.

"I wanted to wait until you'd eaten." He turned around, then sat down at the dining room table, facing the
ocean, asif he couldn't get enough of it. "I double-checked what you told melast night.”

"l expected you would."

"I had trouble believing you would accept asmall life here on the coast.”
Shenodded. A lot of her friends hadn't believed it ether.

"Then | saw thishouse and view. It's making more sense this morning.”

She sat in the captain's chair at the head of the table. She put her feet on anearby bench and leaned
back, cradling her cup. Sitting like that, she could see the ocean aswell, and the bank of clouds that were
forming on the horizon.

"| thought you said | wasn't a suspect.”

He glanced at her. ™Y ou should have been. Y ou lost the mogt, it seemed to me. But you were here that
night, seen by dozens of people. It's atwo-hour trip to Portland, and even by the coroner's most liberal
esimates, Ms. Kitani was dready dead by the time you | eft rehearsd "

"How did she die?' Vi asked.
"That'swhat | want your help on," he said.
Sheraised her eyebrows.

"You'll see when | show you the photos."
"Photos? Of her body?"

He nodded, then got up and walked out to his car. When he came back, he was carrying amanila
envelope.

"These are difficult,” he said, "but | need someone who specializesin dance to seethem. | showed them
to the head of the Portland Bdlet, but she said that someone who knew Arista Littlefield's work would
be best suited to discuss them.”

He st the envelope down. Vi looked at it, alight rectangle against her dark oak table.
"What happened?' Vi asked, not touching the envel ope.

"Someone surprised her," he said. "The office was amess -- not the kind athief leaves, but one that
suggests afight. A chair was knocked over, al of the stuff on top of the desk had been swept to the



floor, but not touched. Almost asif someone had doneit in afit of anger.”
Paloma had been prone to those kinds of angry outbursts.
"Shediedin there?!

"No." He kept hisgaze on Vi as he spoke. Shefelt uncomfortable, asif he were weighing her reactions.
"She died in the theater. She'd been hung.”

Vi swallowed. The studio's theater was asfamiliar to her asthe back of her hand. The tagewasa
traditional proscenium arch because Arista believed that dance should have room to breathe. She had
hated theater in the round, performance in the center of acrowd of people. Arista preferred theillusion
that dance could give against aformal backdrop.

Her work aways tended toward classical, even as it was dubbed modern.

Above stage were a series of catwalks so that the technicians could reach the lights. The catwakswere
built strong -- Arista had been in atheater where the catwalks had collapsed under the weight of a
worker, killing him and maiming a dancer who had been on stage at thetime.

"Where?' Vi asked. In addition to the catwalks, there were the poles that held the lights, and then the
beams that ran aong the ceiling above the seats. Or someone could have taken her up to the booth in the
back and hung her out the window. The windows opened back there, another trick of Aristas.

"We'renot sure," he said. "Whoever killed her watched her die, then cut her down and posed her.”

Vi shuddered. She didn't want to think about how long it took Plomato die by hanging -- or what it was
like to watch that. Someone had to really hate her to do that.

He placed two fingers on the envel ope and did it across the table. Then he opened the flap and pulled
out large glossy photographs, keeping the backsto Vi.

"Wethink the parent of a student did thisor had it done," he said as he stacked the photographs. "Y ou've
been following the case, right?"

"No," shesaid. Apparently she had let go of the studio more than she had thought. Or maybe she was
jugt hiding fromiit.

"Mmm," hesad, gill clutching the photographs. "Lagt fal, Ms. Kitani turned down afemal e student,
saying she needed to lose 35 pounds before joining the dance troupe. The parents were suing, saying that
their daughter's weight was within the norma range, and that Ms. Kitani's requirement would cause
undue harm.”

"But they wanted the daughter in Pdomals schoal "

He nodded. "Claiming it was the only way she could learn modern dance in Portland.”
Vi'sleg cramped. She stood and stretched until the cramp lessened.

Tate watched. "What happened to your leg?”’

"What happensto many athletes,” she said. "1 blew my knee at a performance, and it hasn't been the
same since. It ended my career as a dancer.”

"But you can gill dance."



"Not well," she said and sat down. "How can the parents sue? Portland doesn't have that discrimination
law that San Francisco has."

She was referring to the case in San Francisco in which agirl had been turned down for an exclusive
ballet company because she had the wrong body type. San Francisco had a city ordinance which
prohibited discrimination based on gppearance.

"It'sacivil case" hesaid. "They can do anything. They said it destroyed their daughter's belief in hersdlf.”

Vi was slent. Much as she hated people trying to force themsalves into endeavorsin for which they were
not qualified, she empathized with the girl. Pdomawasn't known for her tact. She might have done
something, said something, that had indeed been destructive to the girl's self esteem.

Vi had solid self-esteem and she'd suffered under Paloma's verbal attacks.
"Why would the parentskill her if they're suing her?' Vi asked.

He shrugged. "I've never found murder to be particularly rationd.”

Then he gave her the pile.

There must have been twenty photographsin the stack. They were donein color. PAloma's face was
black with blood, the rope still around her neck. Her eyes bulged and her tongue, a so black, stuck out.

Vi let the photographs drop, her ssomach turning. To her own surprise, she blinked back tears.

She had no idea how someone could do such athing. Especialy how someone could sit and watch a
person strangle to desth, the face changing color, the tongue extending, the eyes growing too large for
their sockets. She couldn't imagine what the noise was like, or how it felt to be so close to someone
struggling for their very existence.

"What do you think?' he asked after amoment.

She shook her head. She hadn't even noticed the position of the body. Just the face -- the once-beautiful
face -- ruined forever by ahideous and prolonged desath.

With ahand that was steadier than it should have been, she picked the photographs up again and forced
hersdlf to look at them.

Palomasat in alotus position, the bottoms of her feet together, her handsin front of her, pmstogether.
Someone had tied the hands into that position, the arms bent at the elbow. Paloma's back was straight,
her body shoved againgt an overturned chair to achieve theright effect.

Vi had never felt her body turn cold before, not like this. It was asif her blood had been replaced with
ice

"It wasn't astudent,”" she said.
Tate looked at her.
"It was one of us."

* k % %

The music, by a Chinese composer, had comefirg, lyrica and fragile. It had sounded, to Vi, like



someone had finally managed to capture the wind.

Aristahad loved it, had thought it different enough to capture a story sheld been trying to tell her entire
life, the story of agoddess who had overreached herself. A more powerful god, threatened by the
goddess, was trying to destroy her.

Arista had been working the choreography in the months before her desth. She kept coming back to the
image of awoman stting in alotus position, like many of the Chinese drawingsthat graced her office.
Aristawanted the woman to be motionless and yet to rise on acloud of smoke toward the sky.

She couldn't figure out how to achieve that vison. She knew she could cheat and use effects, the way
someone on aplay would, but she didn't want to. She wanted to use dance, somehow.

Fird, she started with dancers lifting the motionless woman toward the sky, but that wastoo clunky. So
she placed the woman on agauze sheet and tried lifting that. But the sheet wouldn't hold the woman's
weight.

She was thinking of using scarvesto hide the dancers when she got ill. Her body, too thin and tortured by
years of physical abuse, did not have the staminato survive theillness. After afew weeks, Arigadied.

In her last days, sheld il been trying to figure out how to put the image on stage.

Only the creetive team had worked on the new piece with Arista. Not even Paloma had known about it.
Arigtahadn't liked too many handsin her work. A few of the dancers had tried the routine, but they
hadn't known its meaning.

The dancer, the serene dancer, was supposed to represent a sacrifice to the hostile god as an attempt to
save the goddess.

A person would have had to know the meaning to bend Palomainto that position. Because only a
member of the crestive team understood what that was saying.

Paloma had to be sacrificed to save Arista. Arista, who had aready gone to another plane. Arista, who
had become the goddess who was being destroyed.

* k% k% %

It didn't take the police long to figure out which of the three had committed the crime. Only one had been
in Portland that day. She hadn't even tried to cover her trail.

Susanna Weeks had been the youngest member of the creetive team. She had idolized Aristaand had
even tried to finish the piece in the weeks after Arista's death. When Paloma had disbanded the
company, Susanna had gone to the others, demanding that they take Plomato court.

It had been Vi who had talked her out of it. Vi, who believed that the best thing they could al do was
move on.

That was before Paloma systematically destroyed Vi's career.

Susanna had survived, though. She could gtill dance. One of the best modern dance companiesin San
Francisco picked her up. She danced for them asa principal, learning the new techniques, but not really
adopting them. Her greatest desire wasto finish Arista'slast piece, and PAlomawouldn't et her doiit.

No one knew exactly what set Susanna off. Tate had atheory. The story of the lawsuit against Kitani



Dance Studios hit the San Francisco papers the Sunday before the murder. The article had focused on
the young dancer, and her reaction to Paloma.

_Sheruined my life |, thelittlegirl said.

Sheruined alot of lives, Vi knew, and it didn't ook like the damage was done.

* * % %

Susanna plead guilty to second degree murder, with a chancefor parolein 25 years. The authorities had
everything -- from aplaneticket to Portland that morning to fingerprints on the statue she'd used to
knock Paloma senseless.

At firg, the defense wanted to take the case to trid, believing Susannatoo smal to lift PAlomaand hang
her from the catwalk. But Tate, after having seen Vi, knew that dancers were strong. He found video of
Susanna lifting dancers twice her size, and that hel ped the prosecution's case.

Vi went to the locution, listened to Susanna recount the crime. Susan looked frail, so beautiful in her
tailored suit, certainly not strong enough -- not crazy enough -- to hang awoman and watch her die.

Tate sat one row back, handsfolded in front of him asif he were clasping them together to prevent
himsdf from drangling her.

Susanna's voice was flat as she recounted dl her grievances againgt Paloma, how much she had hated
her, what Paloma had to Aristals memory. It wasn't the newspaper article that set Susanna off. It was
onefind phone call in which Pdlomatold her that she was going to finish the dance hersdlf -- adance she
had never seen performed, a concept she'd never really understood, and a production she couldn't begin
to undertake.

From that moment on, Susannastewed, until shefinaly couldn't take it any more. Then shed flown to
Portland and ended everything.

Vi's handswere in the pockets of her suit, pulling it down. Her entire body was tense. She'd never heard
anyone recount a crime before, and she hadn't expected to hear such an emotionless tone. Wasn't
murder acrime of passon? And if it wasn't, shouldn't it be?

When Susannawas done, and the judge had gaveled her sentence down, the guards handcuffed her to
take her away to a place where there was no dance. As she turned around, she saw Vi and her face lit

up.
"l savedit, Vi," shesaid. "l savedit."
Vi'smouth fell open. She didn't respond. She couldn't -- not before they led Susanna away.

People weremoving al around Vi, conversation building. But Vi couldn't bring hersdf to stand. She
could barely bregthe.

Someone sat down beside her, and awarm hand covered hers. She looked up and saw Tate studying
her.

"Youdidn'ttdl her," hesad.

"Shell find out soon enough,” Vi said. And think it Vi'sfailure that the company wouldn't reopen. Think
that it was Vi who was now betraying Aristals memory, when Vi had nothing to do with it.



"I'll make sure someonetells her that Kitani died without awill," he said.
"I'm not sure you want to do that,” Vi said.

Hefrowned. "Why not?

"It might upset her more.”

"Why?

"The copyrights,” Vi said. "They're part of the estate. Pdloma had no family. God knows what'll happen
tothem.”

"Won't they be put up for sale?" Tate asked.

"Maybe," Vi sad. "Or maybethey'll just be forgotten -- or bought by someone who can afford them,
someone who understands them less than | understand Jerome Robbins.”

"Y ou understand him well enough to teach him."

"To beginners," she said, and stood. Her knee threatened to buckle benesth her, asit often did when
sheld been sitting too long.

"I'll buy you coffeg," Tate said.

Vi shook her head. She wanted to be done with dl of this, to forget it, to pretend it had never happened.
She wanted to bury the emotions that had been overwhelming her the last few weeks, the anger -- not at
Paloma, but at Susanna.

If only Susanna had done this before the will was settled, before the transfer of assets had been made. If
only she had doneit right after Aristadied, then the Littlefield Dance Company would still exigt. Vi would
still be creative director, and Aristas work -- alifetime of work -- wouldn't have been destroyed.

But the gods were crue, especidly the gods of dance. And they were unforgiving. Aristahad known that.
In her sketch of the piece, the sacrifice had been regjected.

The goddess had been destroyed.
"You sure?’ Tate asked.

It took Vi amoment to understand what he meant. "Y eah,” she said. "I have along drive, and then
rehearsd tonight."

"Have they learned how to dance yet?' he asked.

She gave himasmdl smile. "They're not falling down any more."
"That'sadart," hesaid.

"Inthiscase," shesad, "that'sdl | can ask for."

"It'sal we can ever ask for," he said.

She dmost argued with him. And then she remembered. Dance was impossible. Only afew managed to
conquer it, and never for life. Only for amoment.



And it was those moments that had to last alifetime. That was what Susanna had ignored, what Paloma
had never learned, and what Vi would never, ever forget.

- END --



