
Dancing 
 

When my husband of 37 years passed away  
in 1984, I felt like an uprooted tree with  

my roots blowing in the wind. 
I was at such a loss with nobody to go home to 

and so much empty time. If it weren’t for dancing, 
I ’d probably still be feeling that way. 

The minute I step on the dance floor, every tired 
ache and loneliness was gone.  You’re floating, 
you forget about everything else.  If I have a 

smooth partner I could dance all night.   
It ’s such fun! You meet so many nice people;  

no news, no gossip, just dance your way to heaven.  
Your thoughts and worries- gone.  

For me it is like a prayer, floating in the clouds. 




