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Flight of the Butterfly

Dancer


I take a bow.  The entire stage is throbbing, as the audience loudly applauds our performance.  This is the moment every dancer cherishes; the moment after you have poured forth your heart and soul for others to see and admire.  The curtain closes as the audience continues to cheer, and I am left in muffled darkness.  I hurry to the left wing of the stage where my fellow dancers are waiting.  


My heart slows down and the adrenalin wanes.  Then, and only then, as I approach my dance partners, does it hit me.  This is my last performance on this stage.  The closing curtain marks a closing chapter of my life.  I finally meet the other dancers with open arms, proclaiming what a great performance we achieved.  I notice that a few of them are crying.  This is it.  This is goodbye.  I am leaving.


To use a military term, my fellow dancers were my “comrades.”  To be a dancer is to be in a close-knit community.  My role of dancer was one of much communalism with others.  As a dancer, there is no such thing as personal space.  In the dressing room before each performance, my comrades and I would help each other change in and out of costume.  Everyone had a sense of family and familiarity.  I played the part well; I helped the other dancers and supported them if they were struggling with a specific dance.  I praised them for their accomplishments.  Love, loyalty and support were the gifts I continuously bestowed upon my fellow dancers because I knew that as their comrade, I owed them these things.  They did the same for me in return.  As a part of the group, I was expected to attend all rehearsals regularly and punctually.  My instructors were to be obeyed and respected.  I was supposed to always smile while on stage.  It didn’t matter if I had had a horrible day.  While on the stage, my duty as a dancer was to please the audience and give my all.  


Unfortunately, there comes a time when your all is not enough.  For me, this time came when my family and I had to move away.  It was no surprise to me however, to be forced to bid farewell to my dancer role; this time had come for me before.            

Girlfriend

This is it.  This is the last time I will see him.  This is the last time I will feel the warmth of his hand in mine.  The tears that are seeping down his cheeks at this very moment are real.  They are an outpouring of his heart.  But they will not remain real to me for long.  I am leaving. 

As the military might observe, my position as his girlfriend has been “terminated.”  But what did it mean to be Alex’s girlfriend?  At first, the character of girlfriend was easy to play.  Alex made loving him effortless.  I trusted him, I supported him, and I grew as a person because of him.  As for my responsibilities as his girlfriend, I fulfilled them painlessly.  I was Alex’s confidant.  I was his joy, his source of laughter.  I was his sympathy, his healing.  At times, I was also his discipline.  Love, loyalty and support were the gifts I continuously bestowed upon my boyfriend because I knew that as his girlfriend, I owed him these things.  In time, however, I had another character to play.  As the military would have it, my role as daughter of a military officer “subordinated” the role of Alex’s girlfriend.  

I remember the day that I told Alex the distressing news.  My father had once again received orders, and we were leaving at the end of the summer.  One summer was all we had left together.  That day, Alex gave me a sterling silver chain-link necklace.  It was strong and solid.  He said that the necklace reminded him of me.  The necklace symbolized my ability to stay strong under pressure.  No matter how often the chain-links of my life threatened to be ripped apart, I remained solid.

Daughter

Solidity is something I learned from my father.  Being an Air Force officer, he has devoted his life to serving his country and protecting the rights and freedom of all – including foremost his family.  The only downside to this is the fact that he lives in a splintered world; a world where he is forced to splinter off in various directions and at various unpredictable times.  In other words, home is wherever the Air Force sends him.  Clearly, as the daughter of a military man, I live in the same detached world.  I carry the same nomadic burden.

What exactly does it mean to be the daughter of a military officer?  It means that I put my family first.  I travel with them and grow with them along the journey.  I obey my father just as he obeys the Air Force.  I adjust to the ever-changing surroundings which are my home.  As the daughter of a military officer, I empathize with my family’s nomadic struggle, and try to be a protagonist, not an antagonist.  I make sacrifices, such as the sacrifice I made when I had to say goodbye to Alex, or when I had to say goodbye to my fellow dancers.  Above all, I love.  Love, loyalty, and support are the gifts I continuously bestow upon my father because I know that as his daughter, I owe him these things.  

From day one, I was born into the role of daughter of a military officer.  Throughout my life there has been a plethora of other roles to fulfill – a dancer, a girlfriend – but this one has remained static.  More than once I have found that my variable roles become “engaged in conflict” with this static role.  Undoubtedly, as in the situation with Alex, or the one with my final dance performance, the role of daughter of a military officer takes priority over all others.

Butterfly

A friend once asked me for an analogy to explain what it is like to move around all the time, to continually end my life in one place and begin a new life in another.  I told my friend to think of a butterfly.  First, visualize a butterfly as it dances around a flower.  Its actions are fast, fleeting, and energetic.  Its wings beat rapidly in a chaotic commotion.  Sudden flecks of color and intricate patterns catch the observer’s eye.  

All the while, as the butterfly dances its way through existence, it remains silent.  Not a single whisper penetrates the air around it.  The butterfly is a mime; it acts out this chaotic ritual dance – which is called life – but within, it remains calm, quiet, solid, and strong.  Then, suddenly, just as quickly as the butterfly caught the observer’s eye, it vanishes.  

The butterfly silently performs its dance for one flower, perhaps even choosing to land and settle on the petals for a moment.  But in the next moment, it is unavoidably off to seek another flower.  Think of me as the butterfly, a mime indefinitely flying through life, fulfilling my role as the daughter of a military officer.        

