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I snowing here m New York, and Pm looking out of the
window of my 50th Street apartment at the building across
the way where I run a dance school. Behind the larpe plass
panes, the students m leotands have stopped thear pome work
and entrechars prachce. Az a change of pace, my daughter,
whoo works as my assistant, 15 shoaang them a jaze step,

I'll jom them m a few minutes,

Among the students 15 a litthe gad who wears glasses. She
set them down on a chair before the lesson started, the way |
used to when [ was her age and taking lessons wath Madame
Drsmadova, You don't wear plasses when you dance. |
rermember tiat when [ aas sath Madame Dasmanlona, Twould
practise not wearmg my plasses dunng the day. The shapes
of people and things lost their sharpness and everything was
Murry. Even sounds became muffled. Withoue my glasses, the
world lost its roughness and became as soft and downy as
the big pillow T used to lean my cheek aganse before pomg
b sleep,

“What are you daydreaming about, Catheriner™ my Father
wonld asl me, “You should put your glasses on™

I dd 2z he sad, and evervthmg changed back o its
everyday sharpness and precision, When 1 wore my glasses |
saw the world as it was, [ couldn’t dream any more,

Here n New York, [ belonged o a ballet company for a



few years, then taught dance lessong with my mother, When
she retived, T contimued without her, And now [ work with my
daughter. My father should retire, too, but can® brmg limself
o Achually, what would he be retiving from? T never knew
exactly what kind of work Papa did. He and Mama live i
a small Greemaich Village apartment. We're nobody special;
st Mew Yorkers, like so many others, Only one thing
iy life 15 out of the ordinary: before we came m America, |
spent my childhood m Pang, na neighbourhood off the 10th

arrodicremen, That was almost thirty years apn



The place looked like the luggage moom of a country raibway
station, There were always crates and packages piled on top
of one ancther There waz a scale, oo, with an enormows
platform ar Aoor level that must have been desgmed for heavy
loads, because the dial went up to six hundred pounds,

I never saw anything on the scale’s plattorm. Except
for Papa. At those rare moments when hig partmer, Mister

We lived above a kind of shop on Hauteville Street, with
a stee] shutter that Papa rolled down every evening at seven,
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Casterade, was out, Papa would stand silent and sall in the
centre of the plattorm, with his hands in his pockets and
his head bowed. He would thoughtfully gaee at the dial; T
remember it read one bundeed and seventy pounds.
Sometimes Papa would say, “Come here, Cathenne,” and [
worild poan hum on the scale, We would stand there, the two of
us, Papa’s hand on my shoulders, without moving, We looked
as if we were posing for a photograph. 1 mok off my glasses,
and Papa took off his. Everything around us became soft and

fugsey. Time stopped, We felr fing,

(J[]L‘ day Mister Casterade caught us standmyg on the scale,

“What are you doings™ he asked,

The spell was broken, Papa and T put our glasses back on

Wie're weighmng ourselves, can’t you sees” Papa said,

Without bothering to reply, Casterade trotred briskly to
the office at the back of the shop, Behind a glass partimon,
bar b walnut desks with swavel chairs Faced each other:
Papa’s and Mister Casterade’s.

Mister Casterade started workmg with Papa after Mama
left. She'’s American, When she was twenty, Marma belonged to
i dance troupe thar came o Parcis on tour, She mee my father,
they gor marned, and Mama stayed on in Pans, dancing n
e halls: the Empare, the Tabarn, the Alhambra .. T saved
all the programmes. But she was homesick, Afrer a fewr years,
she decwded to po back to Amenca. Papa promised her we
would pon her there, as soon as he wrapped up his “busmess
affairs,” Crr at least that was the explanation he gave me. Later
o, T understood that thers were other reasons for Mama's
departure.

Every week, Papa and [ would each get a letter from
Amenca, in envelopes bordered with litde red and blee stopes

Mama's letter abovays ended wath: “Catherrme, o my gy and
dervaes, D almayr thendigg of yor. Mawa,™

sometmes hMarma made spellmg mistakes



WI wn Papa tilked to me about his parmer Ravmond
Casterade, he aloayz called him “The Pall.™

“Catherme, honey, 1 cant pick you up at school this
afternoon. 1 have to work all evening with “The Pall” *
Migter Casterade had brown hair, dark eyes, and a very
lomg chest, In fact, his chest was so long and saff, you couldn't
see hus legs moving, 50 he seemed o be ghding along on roller
shates, or even ke skates

Later, I leamed that Papa had ovignally hied Mister
Casterade as his secretary, He wanted someone who was good
at spellmye, and when he was young, Mister Casterade had goe
a degree m hterature, Later, “The Pill” became his partner.

Migter Casterade would lecture people at the drop of a
byat.

He also liked to announce catastrophes, In the mommg,
he would sit down at hus desk and slowly open the newspaper.
Papa would be sipting acrosz from at him b desk, with his
glasses off, Mister Casterade would report on the day's crimes
and disasters,

“Georges, you aren’t listenmg,” Mister Casterade would
senld, “You're woolgathering,  You're afrad o see the world
as it 1% You should put vour plasses on,”

“Mugt 17 asked Papa.

“The Pill™ had another odd habat, that of dctanmg letters,

He would do this moa loud voice with hig chest puffed o
How many fmes did T see Papa typing business letters while
Mister Casterade dictated, without daring to tell him — out
of polieness — that the lerers served no purposer Mister
Casterade would spell some words out and even supply
punctuation marks,

Az goon a2 s parmer rarned hig bacl, Papa would np up
the lerters
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