DANCING

WITH THE STARS

(of Buckley and St. Bernard’s)

MUY ONE SAID GROWING U IN MANHATTAN was normal, Tn
fifth grade, because jee-skating, mannastics, plane lesons; balle
chass, Bob's Spons Clob, and religious school weren't enough, |
joined the waltz of single-sex private school kids. Literally. Every
Maonday night, 1 pulled our the requisiie white gloves from their
plastic Cerntel package and donned one of my Fancy party dress-
es. To ensure that T never wore the same dress two weeks in g row,
I kepr a derailed Tist of whar I'd worn and when, Movember [8%h:
greenr plengd Joanr Calsbreese dress, wnaicling grecnvelived beadband,

(T awvodd Being the next Tones Frew 1 ioest acdimin thae some of
the details in the story ace a livde haey, I anyone does remember
what I wore on November 19, 1986, by ull means, correct me.)

Irx vy all-picls school, Brearley, there had been alk of finle ¢lse,
Between French verh conjugations, Offver Tiorse discussions, and
dodpeball, we'd been swapping our outfit selections for the night,
berctit-cireuit mavens in the making. “Bar 1 was planning to wear
a white blowse and velver skire!™ one of them would ery,

My dancing-school carcer commenced w Barclay's, one of the
tweor élite ballroom-dancing schools in Manhaoian, Ooce T received
the much- coveted nvitation o Knicketbocker (the other one, con-
vemiently located around the comer Fram my Tamily's aparmment),
my parents whisked me over 1o the Cosmopalitan Club in my
Bowe's party coat and matching cap, and never locked back,

Insicde the Cos Club, after all the parents and nannics haed said
poodbye, the pirls fined wp on one side of the long hallway, the
boys, in their miniatore tes and blazers, on the other. T used wget
s nervous heing remotely close o bows thae T found it virually
impossible o speak, The facr thar T towered over most of them,
thanks 1 myv carly growth spurt, didn't help, TTad T known then
that [ would rever pass 727, 1 would have savored the experience,

When the oversized mahogany doors finally cpened, we
marched down the machle balhway into the massive grand ballroom
and tock our seats, boy-picl-boy-girl, in a cirele of folding chairs
wncer the erystal chandelicr. The instructors, anall, liche, European
couple with incomprchensible accents, demonstrated cach step
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with exopgerited motions, pointing their woes and owirking like they
were performing Stews Lale, Then, it was our tum,

Fiest came "l chodee,” Mo givls sar in our party dresses on the
cold chuairs waiting 1o be chosen a8 the boys gigeagged across the
oo to find partners, Evens the gids in the “in-crowd™ at school
were reduced to tears if they didn't ger picked eady enough.
Usvally one of my Family friends or religiouns-school clussmates
would ke pity on me (and my braces) and extend a sweaty palm.
in-ny direction, The relicf [ fele at petting off those chairs was epic

The dancing irsell was pormure. My ]':-:Lmnt-]r_'atl:ut:r Mary Janes
must have been magneric; every boy in the room managed to step
onthem. Eyve contaer was of-limins, so despite holding & boy's hand
arid having his aroy around my waist, T had o painfully avernt my
pavet, Sinvce s oo shy o speak amvwoy, | conrented mysell with
Focusing exclusively on the steps. 1 would muster the cha-cha!

All hour long, my mother’s advice played on repeat in my head.
“Tust be yoursell!l” she would chirp. Who on earth was that? T'm
almagst 30 now and T'm just getting close to an answer.

“Ciirls choice™ dances were much more pleasant. My steategy
wis o Mok my poar targer from across the room so that the
moment the inserictor said “go™—wham! [ was off. [ never chose
the boys we all had cousties on for fear of rejection. Mo, 1 went for
their friends, my Episcopal nurseryschoal buddies, or cven the guy
sitting next tome, | just couldn't risk geting stack with one af the
nicknamed bovs. How could § e seenwith “Pencil Faee2!” At the
end of the night, we trotted out w the lobby, breesing past the
opposite sex 1o fire off answens 10 our parents’ 20 questions about
the fox troz. The gloves went back in the closet wntl the next ws:d{. :

[.{'rcﬂ-:ing back, T can't believe T ook puarrt I such an :.'luldﬂ{'d._
exclusive custom. Now, T can't even find online referances o0
Barclay’s, Knickerbocker, or any comparable classes, It’s as if the
whole ritual mever existed, Bur T know it did (ane stll docs). When
it came time 1o mke dancing lessons for my wedding last year, my
lusland and 1 ook one class and ler the gift conificae for the ather.
four sessions expire. We didn't need them [ was 2o, #
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