Dance
My body moving, unknown,
Stepping quietly, secrets made known.
Through simple turn and leaps so high,
My spirit takes to the sky.
A shade twists with quick grace,
A silent language, in every space,
The pulse of the music, a beating heart,
As my arms twirl, playing their part.
In whirl, a world spins around,
A passing moment, where beauty is found,
The floor is their canvas, the dancer’s the brush
Painting emotions, with every rush.
From a soft swing to a strong grace,
A dance of emotion, glowing space,
A moment trapped, a rapid dream
Where hearts connect, in the light’s soft gleam
Past the steps, the rhythm takes hold,
A story whispered, never fully told,
For in the dance, the spirit is free,
An infinite expression, for all to see.
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