Kidskin gloves: the true story.
In our museum You can see many wonderful items of the pre-revolutionary period. One of these items is very dear to us. My story is about kidskin gloves.

Time is inexorably moving forward: dates, people, developments passing by... Let us move back in the XIXth century. Dinner parties, luxurious balls, reverences, gallant cavaliers,  secular ladies in astonishing dresses. People of that era are gone so long time ago, but, fortunately, the memory of them is kept in items.
Imagine yourself entrancing sounds of waltz...

I accidentally said about waltz – it has been danced exactly in these kidskin gloves. Waltzing without gloves was as indecently as dancing with unfamiliar young man. That`s why schoolgirls came to balls with their brothers and cousins. If a young man wished to get acquainted with a lady, he wrote a note to her and it was channelled by a special secretary.
Girls loved balls and that`s why a lot of time in gymnasium was given to dance education.

Lessons were given is halls specially provided for the lessons. When I look at these gloves, I think: what were they needed to? Maybe to look more graceful. A hand in the glove looks slim and refined. Just look at these spiritual faces. How similar they are to their noble tutrix! Look at their neat hairstyles and amazing posture. By the way, the discipline in the gymnasium was strictly monitored. A girl had to walk straight with slightly raised head. She sat on the edge of the chair, decently folding hands on the laps. If a schoolgirl slouched, she could be punished by two heavy wooden rulers crossed on her back. Between lessons girls walked in corridors in pairs. They walked slowly, ceremoniously. If a girl behaved unworthily – ran, talked and laughed loudly, she was remarked. And it was worse than any punishment. It was a shame. 
So why did the gloves preserve after so many years? If they were not worn, they should be thrown. It seems like they were not needed. And that`s so: there came XXth century, the century of progress, speed, changes. A woman finally took her place in society, so she had to go with the times. She had no time to wear these long gloves. They became shorter and were used only to save hand from cold in bad weather. Dancing gloves were forgotten. 
When I look at these gloves, I imagine myself a schoolgirl that after many years takes them from the chest and puts them on. She recalls her youth, balls, friends. Unwittingly sheds a few tears, moving to those times. Years will pass and her granddaughter will find the gloves that will remind her about her grandmother...
The story I`ve told you is not a fiction. In 1955, when we were celebrating 150th anniversary of our gymnasium, an elderly woman came to us. She brought us many things that belonged to her grandgrandmother – pupil of our gymnasium. Among them were the gloves, and she told us their story.
