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___________________________________________________________ Balagan   

… from ch 4 Balagan

Not long after Igor arrived back in the Square, he was drawing audiences that matched those of the jugglers across the street. At first there had been tension when several of them visited Igor between shows to explain “how things worked” in the Square. They tried to explain that other performers don’t begin shows while they are performing. But Igor didn’t allow himself to be bullied. He supposed that their problems stemmed from minor temporary jealousies. He continued to do his shows in a good-natured way and knew he was gaining their respect and friendship when they began to address him as part of their acts. Peter Panic added to his juggling show a new one-liner he could shout across at Igor.

“Hey, puppet-boy!” he’d yell. “I got a pair of scissors here with your name on it!”

With the petty tension gone, Igor enjoyed going for a beer with his talented new friends. Though he didn’t much like the bitter drink, he loved the camaraderie. Not since he and his friends formed the theater in Pushkin – before they had betrayed him by destroying it – had Igor spent time with his artist friends. He had missed it.

Igor found some of his American busking friends intriguing and admired their free spirits. He enjoyed stopping after work on the walk home with Asya and the children to listen to Ned Landin in the center of the Square. And Genya and Anna liked to sit and play with his little dog, Potato. Ned and Igor intuitively appreciated each other’s work. Both exuded a generous spirit in their performance. And both stood out as exceptionally gifted, especially to other buskers. To Ned, Igor resonated with the idea of the immigrant’s dream, having only realized his potential in a new country.

Igor bristled on the rare occasion that anyone referred to him as an immigrant. He was a guest in the U.S., not an immigrant. Still, he acknowledged easily that he had gone from being nothing in Russia to being a local attraction in Cambridge. He felt amazed, and grateful. 

…

 He felt no claim to the craft he had become so skilled in. Every art school in the world was filled with aspiring creators. What right did he have to deny an imitator? The arts belonged to everyone willing to learn. What Igor hadn’t learned in school, he had discovered through endless experimentation. He had discovered that American Basswood was ideal for carving into puppet parts, because of its softness and even, straight grain. 

Mastering a craft like puppetry was a lifestyle, not an impulsive decision. Igor was always on the lookout for objects and shapes he could use as puppet parts. He had recently found a wooden object in a flower shop that had become the body of a new kiwi-bird puppet. Recently, he had even been caught digging through a Harvard Square restaurant’s dumpster after noticing some old pieces of wood sticking out of it. To him, these were not garbage. They were art supplies. 
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