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"My Papa's Waltz"
by Theodore Roethke
The whiskey on your breath
Could make a small boy dizzy;
But I hung on like death:
Such waltzing was not easy.	Comment by 19267johnson: The smell that is when people don’t control themselves. When they don’t take responsibility for their actions.	Comment by 19267johnson: The feeling that you get when you are spinning around too much. Something that you hold tight onto.reason.ed to punch me.h. 	Comment by 19267johnson: When you are clinging for dear life, afraid to get hurt.	Comment by 19267johnson: A complicated dance, that I feel only older people can do.
We romped until the pans
Slid from the kitchen shelf;
My mother's countenance
Could not unfrown itself.	Comment by 19267johnson: Something that you cook with.	Comment by 19267johnson: Something that happens when you run across water.	Comment by 19267johnson: The way she ignores me.	Comment by 19267johnson: The feeling could not make it self any better.
The hand that held my wrist
Was battered on one knuckle;
At every step you missed
My right ear scraped a buckle.	Comment by 19267johnson: My dad’s hand on my wrist when he was getting mad.	Comment by 19267johnson: Blood and cut up on the knuckle that he used to punch me.	Comment by 19267johnson: The times he would beat me, I couldn’t even walk straight.	Comment by 19267johnson: When I fell off my bike.
You beat time on my head
With a palm caked hard by dirt,
Then waltzed me off to bed
Still clinging to your shirt.	Comment by 19267johnson: Wasted his time beating me, for no reason.	Comment by 19267johnson: The boy played in the dirt.	Comment by 19267johnson:  He put him off to bed, as if nothing happened.	Comment by 19267johnson: Something that you hold tight onto.

