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                Shattered Dreams 

It’s over. Nothing more I can do now. The countless years of blood sweat and tears training to be the star I should’ve been, and now what? Am I finished? Is this the end of me? Is this going to be the end of the dancer that was Lilly Rose Hulton? The next big thing gone to waste?  

Ballet always came top of the agenda and there were no two ways about that. Living in a tiny neighbourhood in a small town definitely didn’t help the dream become a reality either! As soon as my mum realised that the little neighbourhood that we used to live in was going to get me nowhere we moved almost straight away. I suppose she was right though, if I was going to be the prima ballerina I was predicted to be then there was no chance of that happening in that pathetic excuse of a town. 

Lying here with my first ballet shoe in my hand, and oh how the memories come flooding back! They wouldn’t go away even if I told them to! Of course not all good memories, definitely not, but still memories. It’s amazing to think that this ballet shoe is what started me. Mind you it’s a lovely ballet shoe, even though it was my first its still of the highest possible quality. My mum always made sure I had the best there was! I remember sitting in the ballet shoe shop on the fitting chair for hours trying on nearly every ballet shoe in the shop, just so my mum could make sure I had the best and nothing but the best! She always went the extra mile in making sure I was fully prepared to be taught and to perform. 

The doctor’s just left after telling me the news. I will never dance again. It’s all I’ve every known and now... Well it’s just all gone and there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it. There’s a sense of freedom now though, a sense I haven’t really felt before. It’s like a huge weight has suddenly been lifted from my shoulders and I can now breathe again. It goes without saying ballet’s intense.

My friends were always chosen very carefully. No tom – boys, no druggies or no alcohol abusers, trust me my mum made sure of that. Looking back at it now all my friends were very ‘safe’. I don’t think I ever noticed it then but as I look back I am really starting to realise how ‘safe’ everything was around me. 

It feels surreal, like some sort of dream I’ve meant to of woken up from a long time ago... I’m still pinching myself expecting to wake up any minute! Right now I would’ve been warming up and doing my stretches, preparing for the big final exam, which is now held in the north hall instead of the south, as the south hall, is undergoing some maintenance at the moment. Arghh it looks like its going to take a while for me to move on, as I still remember everything too well and now I need to put my time and energy elsewhere as it’s the end of the road for my ballet.

My mum should be here soon; I’ve just got off the phone with her. I tried to tell her what happened but she didn’t want to know. I get it; it’s a lot to take in. She sounded incredibly upset; in fact that’s an understatement! I think most of it is shock to be honest, but there’s no doubt it’s going to take her a long time to come to terms with the situation we’re in and what has happened to us. There was never any doubt in her mind that I’d make it. She said I was destined for greatness and that I’d be the next Darcey Bussell but better! Well everyone can forget that now, ITS NOT GOING TO HAPPEN! The sooner everybody accepts that the better! I’m not going to be the next Darcey Bussell and I’m trying to move on and so should everyone else. 

All my life I’ve been restricted from certain things, and now after this accident and I’m left not being able to dance again, I feel like my life has no purpose anymore. No more ballet classes every day of my life, no show’s, no exams, no nothing it feels like, and I still have absolutely no idea what to do with myself. Moving on is one thing but after that what is there to do? I suppose I’m just going to have to cross that bridge when I come to it, but there’s no doubt that I’m dreading it. I feel alone, I’m scared, I’m afraid and all I really need right now more than ever is love.
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