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“Coda,” essay in Sweetheart Roller Skating Rink, 2016, Fall Line Press, 337 words. 
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Forty years after taking photographs at Sweetheart Roller Skating Rink, my dad 

sat with my mom, my sister, and me around a booth in Moon River Pizza in Jacksonville, 

Florida. Our server was moonlighting as a Roller Derby skater, and we were talking 

about the storage boxes at home filled with photos of skaters and what we should do with 

them. The photographs would eventually go on display in the gallery down the street. 

And then to Boston, New Orleans, Atlanta, and now into this book. 

Seeing these photographs more fully in the world reminds me of the images on 

page 85. The skater drifts around in buoyant contrapposto. For a moment another skater 

follows. A moment later, she glances back, flashing a smile toward nothing but the dark 

rink in the distance.  

We come to know the world through movement. In a dark room we reach for the 

walls. But when skating, one enters a controlled free-fall: constantly moving while 

dodging the walls with glancing contact from other skaters. The free-fall of skating is the 

moment in the dark room right before finding the light switch: pure, inexhaustible 

potential.  

I can see why my father gravitated to the Sweetheart rink, and the skaters to him 

for that fleeting year. Patrons momentarily drifted from the mundane dread of everyday 

obligation. For my dad, it was an escape from the storm that was his life in Jacksonville, 

bumping up against the foul walls of its good ol' boy culture. He was searching for the 

light switch and found it in the Honeywell Pro Flash and flow at Sweetheart Roller 

Skating Rink. 

To see the images the four of us have lived with, almost like family portraits, 

collide with the outside world says as much about my father as it does about the current 



Calder	Yates	 3	

moment as it does about rural Florida in the 1970s. I think it has the most to say about the 

nature of drift and flow and our profound and ordinary search for the light switch.  


