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books, she is a contributor to a number of anthologies coming out in 2007/2008. Known for writing about relationships and family in a prose, storytelling style, an art
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Dancing With Dad

The square dance begins at 7.
I am there on time, and so is my dad-
In his cowboy hat and sequined shirt,
holding hands with the woman he took up with
weeks after my mom died.

They step onto the dance floor
and he twirls Lois, as the caller starts;
“Promenade right, swing your partner,
dosey-doe, now promenade left.”

Lois says to me when they come off the dance floor,
“Go dance with your father.”
I think, “How can I dance with him,
when I never saw him dance with my mom?”

He holds his hand out, to take me onto the dance floor.
I stare at it for a while, but agree to take his hand and go-
as the caller starts again, “…take your partner, bow hello-
twirl your partner, ready to go?”

Then he bows to me, actually bows to me-
A man who used to berate me,
when I stepped in between him and my mom.
How could I betray her, by dancing with him?

I notice he is bald on top and looks very fragile…
But his hands are soft and strong
and when he holds mine,
I feel safe with him, for the first time.

I step on his toes; he steps on mine…we laugh
.
I glance back at Lois and she’s is waving at us.
And I think, “She looks a lot like my mom,”
and I take comfort in that, somehow,
and the fact my dad and I are dancing,

He’s holding my hand, actually holding my hand.
I never wanted to hold his hand until today.
And when the dance is done, I also notice,
neither of us wants to let go.


