The End

I am a tango lead.  In a small way, my partner when I dance, is my audience.  And I am a dancer.   No longer ballet, my shoulder is replaced and I cannot lift.  No longer folk, my knee is replaced and I cannot twist.  So I tango.  Bless me, last but best.  To be a better dancer, for my partner, I do not need any more or any fancier steps.  I need to be sensitive to what steps work for her, for the music, for the floor, and for me.   It is not a technical achievement.  It is a personal achievement.  I am better when I am rested, exercised, stretched, warmed up, fed, not overfed; and I think, after a glass of wine.   I am also better in good clothes.  I never feel it when my feet hurt.  Or my knee.  Or my shoulder.   Until I get home, and then it’s OK.  It’s normal.  It was always dance.  It’s also worth it when one of my follows says, “that makes my night,”  or “that’s as close to flying as I have ever been,”  or just sighs, just so, at the right moment for a sigh.   In tango, you don’t “nail it,” like in hard dance.  You make magic.

