Magic Dance
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“] saw you dancing with her.”

(5i|ence>
«|t was hot. Not a cloud in the blue skg. And you were dancing.”
(Silencc)

« And the dust you kicked up. | saw it. Yourfeet made the dust Hg off the

grounc{.”

(Silencc)

“An& then you kissed her. You kcpt dancing, but you kissed her on the
liPs. And you both smiled and laughec].”

(And still | remained silent. ] said nothing. Thcre was nothing to say. ]t

was all truc.)

“Did you think that no one would see you? You were dancir\g in the wide

open. Angone could have seen 9ou§ | saw 3ou!”

(5ilcrxce)



“Damn it, say something! Don’tjust stand there. 583 something) you

bastard!”

(But ]just stood, looking out over the dusty desert, those last few
hundred feet before the sand became part of the beach, and then the ocean. A
strong breeze came off the ocean. [t smelled of salt and humidity. Put it was
desert, as hot and dry and scented of scorched rock as any in the world. T he
salt and humidity reminded me of her lips. T he blue of the ocean and the sky
reminded me of her eyes. | he dunes and ridges and gentle swell of the incoming

waves, her bo&y. The breczc, her hair, her voice...)
“W}‘so was s}*ne, anyway?’ 5ome local slut 3ou....”

(| was surprised how fast | moved. | had her arm, her wrist, was twisting,
She stopped talking suddenly, a flicker of pain and terror in her eyes, suddenly
turning to triumph as fire blazed in mine. She gasped as | let go, pushing her
away. | let go, and turned back to the ocean, the sand, the breeze. She gave me

a sidelong look, rubbing her wrist.)
“Must have hit a nerve there.”

(] still said nothing. What was there to say?)



“We”, ['m Packing. |'s time for us to go.”

(She busied herself, Packing away the last few things, loaded them into
the car. ]just stood on the porch, looking out at the sea, fecling the breeze. |t
was so simple, the water, the sky, the sand and rocks, the few plants that grew,
harsh and gnarled. [~ ventually, she came up to the porch, took off her

sunglasses and looked up at me.)
«(_ome on now, or we'll miss our plane,” she said.
(I finally broke my silence.)
“I'm not going,”
(T he first words |'d said in hours.)

“|s that all you’re going to say? Of course you’re going. You've got to be

back at work in two days. We’ve got to catch that P]ane.”
“Whg did we come here?” | asked.

“You have got to be icic!cling,” she said, a look of disgust crossing her

face, twisting the tone of hervoice.

(] said nothing,just continued to look at her.)



“A” right) then. We came here to be together) to try to find somcthing,
he”, angthing, we may still have in common, to try to put our marriage backin
order. We came here to get away from work and our families and our friends, so

we wouldn’t have any distractions. Now getin the goddamn carand let’s go.”
“We came here to find magjc,” | said.

“What are you ta”dng about? Thcre’s no magic. There’sjust you and me,
and a very strained re]ationship, and a Plane that we have to catch,” she said,

exasperatec{.
“So you didmt feel angthing this whole week we were here?” | asked.

“What? Olﬁ, sure. By 3ester&ag, ] was almost happy being with you. ]:irst
time | felt like that in years. | felt like we were rea”y making some progress. Unti] |
woke up from my siesta this afternoon and saw you dancing on the beach with

some other woman.”
(] looked at her and shook my head.)
“Thcrc was no other woman. ] was dancing }33 mgschc.”

(Furﬂ twisted her face. Amcter a moment, words bcgan to tumble out of her

mouth.)



“You..bastard! Dont you stand there and lie to me like that. | saw the

two oFgou with my own eyesl”

“You said there isn't any magjc. ] guess that means that for you, there

must be some other woman.”

“I-Juh?” she said. “Aw, Jesus 7. Mouse! You're going nuts, aren’t you?
Look,just getin the car and let’s 0. Let’s getout of here. We can talk on the
drive. We can talk on the Plane. We can talk to a marriage counselor when we

get back home.”
(]just looked at her, ]ooking up at me.)

“When was the last time we rca”g kissed?” ] asked her. “] mean a rcal,
sweet, cleeP, soul kiss? | like to kiss, but we don’t, not anymore. We haver’t
kissed in years. Wc haven't kissed all week that we've been here. Even when we

were making love.”
“You kissed your native slut,” she shot back.

(I shook my head.)

“There was no other woman.”



«Oh, god) you make me so 1Cuc‘<ing mad sometimes!” she almost screamed.

“Let’sjust getin the car and 20, okay? We can talk about this later.”

“You said that there is no magjc, but there was no other woman. ] was
dancing bg mgselmc on the beach, but you saw me with another woman. ]guess

that makes it pretty c!ear,” | said.

“|t makes nothing clcar, 3oujcri<. Why are you doing this to me? O]ﬁ, never
mind. Nowjust getin the car and LTS GOw

(5he turned and motioned to the car.)

“You dor’t believe in magic, do you?” ] said. ]t was not rca”y a qucstion.

“You dont believe in ]ove, do you?”

(She made a choked, gurgling noise, and stomPed to the car. She
oPcncd the door and Pu”ed out two of the bags, my bags, and dropped them on
the ground. Dust sprang up around her feet and around the bags. 5he

slammed the door and turned to face me.)
“AWell? You coming?” she gc”cd.
“W!’)@ﬁ was the last time that you said ‘] love you’ to me?” ] asked.

(Ycars, l was sure. l couldr’t remernfberJ but l was sure it had been gears.)



« Ahhhh!” she said, her teeth clenched.

(S}‘se slammed her hand down on the car's hood. She climbed into the

driver's seat and started the engine. 5}‘16 glared, alook of contempt and hatrec{,
through the windshield at me, then gunnec{ the motor. Rocks and dust flew as
the car rocketed and swerved out of the drivewag and onto the road, tires

squealing, back toward town and the airport.)

“Thereis magjc,” | said, to mgsehc because she could no Ionger hear me.
Magic is the same t}wing as love. T here was magjic because | danced on the
beach !:)3 mgsellc, imagining mgschc with the woman | had married, a woman who

loved to dance and loved to kiss and who loved me, and whom | had loved, once.
And she had seen me c]ancing with another woman.
Thcre is magic, but there is none for her.

| stood for a ]ong time, watching the waves roll onto the beach, Fee]ing the

desert heat and saltg moisture of the sea.
Skg‘ Sand. Water. Wind.

Magic.



Kemembering the dance, that sa]ty, &elicious) humid kiss in the Parchecl

desert air.

]r: time, ] might learn to love mgsehc again, ] thoug}‘st to mgsehc. And then,

after that) ] might learn to love another woman.

But for now, there was no other woman.



