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Dancing with Nanny

By Joy Scaglione

“Nanny, I wanna dance.  Please?”

Nanny’s dark eyes smile at me from behind her thick glasses.  “All right, dear.  Let’s go put the tape on.”

The living room is one of my favorite places in Nanny’s house.  There is a large, bouncy couch that is just perfect for sleeping or watching television, and a blue, fluffy chair in front of a coffee table.  The turquoise carpet always makes me smile—I know it was made just for dancing.

Nanny sits in her wheelchair and watches me twirl around the room ever-so-gracefully.  I am convinced that those three years of ballet have paid off, even though I was six years old when I stopped taking them.  I spin around the room, accidentally bumping into the coffee table and knocking over a few plants.  

Suddenly I get a bit caught up in my pirouettes and completely fall over.  Nanny  asks if I am all right, and I laugh and say, “Yup! Gotta get back to dancing!” and pick myself off the floor for more jumping and spinning.

“Waltz of the Flowers” is Nanny’s favorite song, so I always try to dance especially well during it, just for her.  She smiles and says, “That’s wonderful, Joy Marie!” and “Oh, you are such a good dancer!” Nanny makes me feel like a real ballerina.  I can pretend that hundreds of people were watching me, Joy Marie, dance beautifully across a stage while the orchestra plays “Waltz of the Flowers,” by my special request.  I can pretend that Nanny is in the front row of the big auditorium, smiling at me proudly, because she knows that I am dancing for her.

I wonder if Nanny ever wishes she could be dancing with me.  I have always known Nanny in her wheelchair, but sometimes Nanny shows me her photo albums. There are pictures of Nanny without the wheelchair—Nanny ironing clothes, holding my father when he was a baby, or going to church.  I don’t remember those times—I just know Nanny’s kind eyes and loving heart.  I know her beautiful smile and gentle spirit.  I know all the fun that I have when I am with her.

When I was little I used to sit on Nanny’s lap.  I would get her big pillow that she would put on top of her legs.  Then Daddy would pick me up and set me on the pillow, and Nanny would read me a bedtime story.  Her lap was always so warm and soft, and I would sometimes fall asleep right there before the story was even finished.

My special friend at Nanny’s house is George, a toy monkey with red overalls. He likes to watch me dance while he sits on the bench in the hallway.  George is fun to play with, but I have to be very careful with him because he is very old.  I think Nanny had George when she was a little girl.  Sometimes George has tea parties with me, and Nanny lets us have cookies out of the bear-shaped cookie jar, which she always has filled for us.

When I am at Nanny’s house, I love to watch her cook.  My favorite food is her special chocolate pastry.  I sit at the kitchen table and watch her roll the dough through the machine that fills it with chocolate.  She always lets me have a taste of the sweet chocolate before she cooks the pastries.  Mom doesn’t mind too much.

On rainy days my brother David and I go downstairs to Nanny’s basement.  The basement is scary in the dark, but when my brother turns on the light it isn’t so bad.  David always goes straight to Pop-pop’s workshop, but I just like to wander around and search for all the wonderful things that are just waiting for me to find them.  I love to punch all the numbers on the old counting machine and pretend to watch the old broken television set.  I love Daddy’s box of colored pencils and Pop-pop’s Desk of Treasures, which hides all kinds of lovely things in its drawers, like mysterious papers with big words that I don’t understand, and a beautiful, shiny watch that doesn’t work anymore.  Nanny never throws anything away—which means there is more for me to play with.

Eventually my brother comes out of the workshop and explores the rest of the basement with me.  We discover the collection of old wheelchairs that sit in a dark corner and collect dust.  We discover the old board games with missing pieces and the Dick Tracy detective set that Daddy played with when he was a little boy.  Nanny has all sorts of wonderful things in her basement.  Uncle Paulie says it is junk, but I think it is an adventure.  Sometimes David and I get inspired and drag out a mop and bucket to wash the dirty floor, but it never seems to stay clean after all of our hard work.  

When we finally come upstairs, Nanny gives us something to drink and asks us what we found.  She is always thrilled with our answers and says things like, “Oh, I forgot that was down there,” and “Maybe next time you go down you could start the laundry for me,” and “You should bring up that old board game so we can play it.”  Just because Nanny can’t go down to the basement doesn’t mean we can’t have fun for her.

I love to play cards when I am at Nanny’s house.  Mom, Daddy, David, Uncle Paulie, Nanny, and I all sit around the dining room table for an exciting game of Rummy.  Sometimes I look over at Nanny and notice that she has a lot of cards in her hands.  “Nanny,” I say, “you’d better count your cards.”  She does, and when she realizes she has too many, she gets rid of two or three of them and makes a silly face.  This happens every time we play.  Nanny always knows how to make me laugh.

Block City is a great part of going to Nanny’s house.  David and I drag the giant barrels of tiny white blocks from the bedroom closet and sit in the living room for hours building our city.  Uncle Paulie comes in and says, “You two are making a mess! Get this stuff out of here!”  But Nanny always says, “That’s a lovely house you’ve built.  I hope I don’t run over it with my wheelchair!”

Sometimes Nanny lets me water her plants. This makes me feel very special, because Nanny loves her plants. She gives me a chair to stand on and a squeeze bottle with a long neck, just so I can give the plants lots and lots of water. When I am done, she brings me cookies and milk, and we sit on the back porch and talk like old friends.

When the weather is nice, David and I go outside and play in the front yard.  There is a big tree that we can climb, and Nanny watches from the front door. “Be careful!” she calls to us.  Sometimes Nanny comes outside and sits in the driveway to watch us climb.  I wish Nanny could climb with us.

There are so many wonderful things to do at Nanny’s house, but my favorite thing to do is dance on the turquoise carpet in the living room.  I think that when Nanny and I get to heaven, we will dance together forever.

The End

