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Mirrors

Ihate mirrors. | use them to get ready and to self-correct during dance class, but it always
showed my imperfections when I didn’t want to see them- it exposed my true self and emations.
There’s no hiding from a mirror, and I hated my reflection because I disliked the person I was.

The school year always kept me busy and stressed. Usually, I could manage copious
amounts of work. However, last year I enrolled in a program to commute midday to a different
campus- every day. Between traveling, homework, and aches from pushing myself too hard, I
noticed my negative mindset growing. I distanced from my friends and always compared myself
to others.

My only escape from this was my dance studio, where I frequently stayed until closing
because my mother worked to support my tuition there. I took advantage of empty rooms at night
as the last classes finished.

An empty studio is my happy place. It's quiet, safe, and comforting to feel the solid floor
beneath my feet or to hear my heartbeat like a melody in my ears. The music is the
‘accompaniment to my freeform solo as I let the building of the notes flow from my core to my
fingertips and let each breath initiated the next movement. I didn’t care how I looked; no one
could judge me. The world and my problems dissipated, leaving me in a meditative-like state,

listening to my body for what felt right and wrong.
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Twas still on this movement-high when I stopped dancing. My lungs were about to burst,
but my feet felt light. Glancing up, I caught myself in the mirror, but instead of turning away, I
took a second look. Instead of seeing an overwhelmed girl, I sensed a hint of optimism- a speck
of confidence.

“That night was the first time in months I've done anything solely for my benefi, to take
care of myself. My life was cluttered with a myriad of activities that dictated my life. While I
will always want to work hard, dance taught me to focus on my mind and body first. There are
still times I dislike the figure in the mirror, but dance reminds me that with a bit of self-care, I

can leam to love the person staring back at me.




