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The family had just moved to Rhode
Island, and the young woman was feeling a
little melancholy on that Sunday in May.
After all, it was Mother’s Day—and 800
miles separated her from her parents in O-
hio.

She had called her mother that morn-
ing to wish her a happy Mother’s Day, and
her mother had mentioned how colorful the
yard was now that spring had arrived. As
they talked, the younger woman could al-
most smell the tantalizing aroma of purple
lilacs hanging on the big bush outside her
parents’ back door.

Later, when she mentioned to her
husband how she missed those lilacs, he
popped up from his chair. “I know where
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we can find all you want,”he said.“Get the kids and C’mon.”

So off they went, driving the country roads of northern Rhode Island on the
kind of day only mid-May can produce: sparkling sunshine, unclouded azure skies
and vibrant newness of the green and growing all around. They went past small
villages and burgeoning housing developments, past abandoned apple orchards,
back to where trees and brush have devoured old homesteads.

Where they stopped, dense thickets of cedars and junipers and scrub birch
crowded the roadway on both sides. There wasn’t a lilac bush in sight.

“Come with me,”the man said. “Over that hill is an old cellar hole, from
somebody’s farm of years ago, and there are lilacs all around it. The man who
owns this land said I could poke around here anytime. I’'m sure he won’t mind if
we pick a few lilacs.”

Before they got halfway up the hill, the fragrance of the lilacs drifted down to
them, and the kids started running. Soon, the mother began running, too, until she
reached the top.

There, far from view of passing motorists and hidden from encroaching civi-
lization, were the towering lilac bushes, so laden with the huge, cone-shaped
flower clusters that they almost bent double. With a smile, the young woman
rushed up to the nearest bush and buried her face in the flowers, drinking in the
fragrance and the memories it recalled.

While the man examined the cellar hole and tried to explain to the children
what the house must have looked like, the woman drifted among the lilacs. Care-
fully, she chose a sprig here, another one there, and clipped them with her hus-
band’s pocket knife. She was in no hurry, relishing each blossom as a rare and
delicate treasure.

Finally, though, they returned to their car for the trip home. while the kids
chattered and the man drove, the woman sat smiling, surrounded by her flowers a
faraway look in her eyes.

When they were within three miles for home, she suddenly shouted to her
husband, “Stop the car. Stop right here! ”

The man slammed on the brakes. Before he could ask her why she wanted to
stop, the woman was out of the car and hurqing up a nearby grassy slope with the
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r wheelchair, alone, head bowed, her back to most of the others.

‘porch railing went the flowers, into the lap of the old woman. She lifted

head, and smiled.

‘For. a few moments, the two women chatted, both aglow with happiness, and
then &e.ym woman turned and ran back to her family.

ithe car pulled away, the woman in the wheelchair waved, and clutched

“Mom,”the kids asked, “who was that? Why did you give her our flowers? Is
she somebody’s mother?”

The mother said she didn’t know the old woman. But it was Mother’s Day,
and she seemed so alone, and who wouldn’t be cheered by flowers? “Besides,”she
added,“I have all of you, and I still have my mother, even if she is far away. That
woman needed those flowers more than I did.”

This satisfied the kids, but not the husband. The next day he purchased half
a dozen young lilac bushes and planted them around their yard, and several times
since then he has added more.

Now, every May, their own yard is redolent with lilacs. Every Mother’s Day
their kids gather purple bouquets. And every year she remembers that smile on a

lonely woman’s face, and the kindness that put the smile there.
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Iam dancing with my father at my par-
ents’ 50th-wedding-anniversary celebration.
The band is playing an old-fashioned waltz
as we move gracefully across the floor. His
hand on my waist is as guiding as it always
was, and he hums the tune to himself in a
steady, youthful way. Around and around we
go, laughing and nodding to the other
dancers.

We are the best dancers on the floor,
they tell us. My father squeezes my hand and
smiles at me. All the years that 1 refused to
dance with him melt away now. And those
early times come back.

I remember when I was almost three

and my father came home from work,
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swooped me into his arms and began to dance me around the table. My mother
laughed at us, told us dinner would get cold. But my father said, “She’s just
caught the rhythm of the dance! Our dinner can wait.” Then he sang out, “Roll
out the barrel, let’s have a barrel of fun,”and I sang back, “Let’s get those blues
on the run.”

We danced through the years. One night when I was 15, lost in some painful,
adolescent mood. My father put on a stack of records and teased me to dance with
him. “C’mon,” he said,“let’s get those blues on the run.”

When I turned away from him, my father put his hand on my shoulder, and I
jumped out of the chair screaming, “Don’t touch me! I am sick and tired of
dancing with you! ”

I saw the hurt on his face, but words were out and I could not call them
back. I ran to my room sobbing hysterically.

We did not dance together after that night. I found other partners, and my
father waited up for me after dances, sitting in his favorite chair. Sometimes he
would be asleep when I came in, and I would wake him, saying, “If you were so
tired, you should have gone to bed.”

“No, no,”he’d say.“I was just waiting for you.”

Then we’d lock up the house and go to bed.

My father waited up for me through my high-school and college years when I
danced my way out of his life

Shortly after my first child was born; my mother called to tell me my father
was ill.“A heart problem,”she said, “now, don’t come. It’s three hundred miles. It
would upset your father.”

A proper diet restored him to good health. My mother wrote that they had
joined a dance club. “The doctor says it’s a good exercise. You remember how
your father loves to dance.”

Yes, I remembered. My eyes filled up with remembering. g

When my father retired, we mended our way back together again;hugs and
kisses were common when we visited each other. He danced with the grandchil-

dren, but he did not ask me to dance. I knew he was waiting for an apology from
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méi I could siever find the right words.
‘: “As ‘my [;ﬁrents‘SOth anniversary approached, my brothers and I met to plan
B !ilmipm My older brother said,“Do you remember that night you wouldn’t dance
5 ,wit* him? Boy, was he mad? I couldn’t believe he’d get so mad about a thing
like that. I'11 bet you haven’t danced with him since.”
‘] did mot tell him he was right.

My ‘yhunger brother promised to get the band. “Make sure they can play
waltzes and polkas,” 1 told him.

I did mot tell him that all I wanted to do was dance once more with my fa-
ther.
 When the band began to play after dinner, my parents took the floor. They

4

‘glided around the room, inviting the others to join them. The guests rose to their
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feet, applauding the golden couple. My father danced with his granddaughters,
and then the band began to play the“Beer Barrel Polka”.

“Roll out the barrel,”] heard my father singing. Then I knew it was time. I
wound my way through a few couples and tapped my daughter on the shoulder.

WHBRS AR
ShdBE T HESHRFSY

“Excuse me,”] said, looking directly into my father’s eyes and almost chok-

ing on my words, “but I believe this is my dance.”
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My father stood rooted to the spot. Our eyes met and traveled back to that
night when I was 15. In a trembling voice, I sang, “Let’s get those blues on the

My father bowed and said,“Oh, yes. I’ ve been waiting for you.”

Then he started to laugh, and we moved into each other’s arms.




