2012 – DANCING WITH THE STARS 
         “Have you been up on the top deck where there is another large dance area?” another dancer said, “It’s great! The music is recorded, but there are Hosts and very few dancers. Nothing like the crowded mess here.”
          Excitedly I bellowed, “Let’s go.”
          We took the elevator to the top floor. When the door opened, I gasped, “Wow, this is fabulous!  Look at that vast, black sky with a million sparkling diamondlike stars dancing around that gorgeous full yellow moon.  Listen to that incredible sound of the calm ocean rolling over and over lapping at the ship’s side as it cuts smoothly through it. What melodious background music it gives to the music being played. There’re only two couples dancing on that large oval shaped dance floor, no chance of someone bumping into you and knocking you off balance.”
           As we approached where the third Host was standing, they began playing Glenn Millers “In the Mood.”
           I began Jitterbug movements, “My favorite jitterbug, OOP! I’ll show my age with that comment, Swing. My father taught me to jitterbug to that song when I was eleven years old.”
           Before I realized what was happening, the Host grabbed my hand and we began Swing dancing atop a ship, ocean air tossing my hair this way and that, soothingly caressing my face, body, and filling my ears with euphoric sensations. 
2-       “You’re really good.”  The Host commented.
          “Thank you, I’ve been dancing Swing since it was called the Jitterbug, possibly long before you were born. You’re quite good yourself.”         
           I sat, caught my breath, listened to all the marvelous sounds surrounding me, the soft whirl of the breeze, the gurgling sound of the ocean as it lapped up against the ship, and of course the recorded music as it seemed to be in rhythm with the surrounding sounds.  
          Then to my utter amazement, the Tennessee Waltz began to play. I gasped, “My parent’s favorite Waltz song.  They were beautiful dancers and won prizes for their waltz dancing. Wish they were here.”
            An older gentleman was motioning for me to dance. I leaped up, walked over to him. We introduced ourselves and walked to the dance floor. As instructed so many years ago by my parents, I lifted my arms and elbows upward, placed my left hand on his upper right arm, extending my right arm out, I placed my right hand on his left hand. I then lifted and tilted my head upward and turned it to the left. Coming up on the front part of my feet, the dance began. The slight hand movements of my partner’s hand on my back made it quite easy for me to follow. For so many years I seem to have been trained for this magical moment.
          As I glanced across the dance floor, in my imagination, I saw another couple, almost cloudlike, but very visible. My father 3-  in black pants, a white dress jacket, a black bowtie with my mother in a shimmering long waisted flowered silk ankle length dress of the 1920s, in perfect waltz form gliding around our dance floor.
           I quietly gasped and muttered, “This is marvelously unreal.”
             My white gauze ankle length Chiffon dress flowed soundlessly in a ghostly-like manner as we glided effortlessly around the entire oval spans of the floor. Around and around. The sound of the gentle rolling of the ocean waves added the perfect background rhythm to the Tennessee Waltz. It was mesmerizing.  The million glittering little lights of the stars in the sky forming a background for the two lone bodies moving as one to the beautiful sounds engulfing them.
          As the music came to an end, I uttered, “Thank you, that was one of the most beautiful experiences I’ve ever encountered. I shall always remember this as my most momentous dance experiences.” 
          I glanced around looking for the other couple only to see them gliding off into the star-studded night. I remembered how they both loved the ocean. Many nights living in Miami, the three of us would drive over to Miami Beach, sit, or stand near the 
4-    ocean and inhale the sounds and the salt air mist of the ocean. [image: A picture containing person
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