Inside I’m dancing
Creaking limbs and aching joints
Worried brow and anxious gait

My  heart hangs too heavy
Sometimes.

Tiny movement in a finger

Rhythm pulsing in an arm

Something draws me out to move

Sometimes.

Awkward swaying of a hip

Spine stirred  in shy  release

Neck softens in small swivel

Sometimes.

Inside I’m dancing all the time

Full of freedom and delight

I forget to let it out

Sometimes
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