Jefferson School Dance Moment Remembered
by Galen Danis
 

Readers may remember how the girls hugged the wall on one side of the gym, while the boys lined the other and we marched toward each other randomly rendezvousing (advanced French) with our dance partner. This was to ensure that even the dorks got hooked up with a pretty girl sometimes.

It was possible to look down the line and calculate who you'd end up with.

This was during a time when we had what we called “fast dances” and “slow dances”. Our particular style of body clinching (I mean slow dancing) in that era required that the male superimpose his body over that of the eager young hottie (I mean girl), and the two come to perform what might be described as the dance of the undulating unidexter. TJ PE could be a thrilling adventure.

Anyway, I was rather taken with this jeune fille who was the beneficiary of an extraordinary physical construction—particularly in the torsal area.

And one day, ONE DAY, it happened! We were geographically located for the BIG CLINCH (I mean we were positioned just right for the SLOW DANCE).

My heart pounded, pounded, pounded, could it really be happening—yes, yes, YES! We were together, she was passionately locked in my seething embrace and we rocked first on the left foot, then on the right, then back on the left and again the right and then the 180 degree turn before the grind (I mean dance) recommenced with the left/right foot stuff.

Had all the seas torn themselves from earth's embrace and flung off into space it could not have arrested my ecstasy (I mean happy moment). But then... a slight wrenching – the removal of her face from my smothering chest – told me her lips had reached my ear and a whisper was forthcoming. Oh...joy, joy, joy!! “What is it my sparrow? Speak...!!!”
“This is a fast dance.”

