Twist In Peace
by Lucy Mac

Behind the bike shed, you taught me to twist.
“Dance like you're putting out a cigarette.”
My swaying hips mirrored yours. Our hands grazed. Unintentional. Electric.

On a moonlit beach, graduation gowns billowing, you asked me to twist again. When you rose
like the tide, I dropped to one knee.

Into bed we fell, fingers entwined, our babies twisting dreamily between us.

Under twinkling lights, our granddaughter twirled with her new wife. Hips creaking, palms
together, we showed them how to twist.

“Not long now,” the nurse said.
Tubes twisting into your skin, I take your hand one last time.
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