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This morning, before going to school, my daughter asked me to pick her up earlier.
During the last two hours she wouldn’t have class because her science teacher was

absent, and that way she could study at home for her math exam.

She paused. A silence that lasted too long.
I lifted my eyes and found hers fixed on me.
“And don’t you dare come wearing those old pants pulled up to your waist,” she said,

pronouncing each word slowly. “Dress like everyone else.”

At the beginning of the school year I went to pick her up in my “ancient-style outfit,”
as she calls it.
She says I embarrassed her in front of everyone, and she didn’t talk to me for

months.

I love her with all my heart. I don’t want to lose her again.

But going out in public with my pants hanging low... that’s hard to swallow.

Fashions have always come and gone: skinny jeans, flared pants, ripped ones, shiny
ones... trends that disappear and then return.

But this one — wearing them dropped down to the ankles — has stayed.

It makes me think of someone who forgot to pull their pants up after leaving the

bathroom.

The worst thing is that everyone has adapted. Young people, adults, the elderly.
Even babies wear them.

For newborns, I admit it’s practical: you can change their diapers faster. And maybe
it suits the elderly too — with their pants down, everyone walks more slowly, and no

one gets left behind.



I've argued with my daughter many times, to no avail.
It used to be me telling her she couldn’t go out dressed a certain way. Now it's her

who sets the rules.

And I tried. When she stopped talking to me, when my affection and attention went
unanswered, I decided to make the effort. Again and again, I put on my pants and let
them fall to my ankles.

I hopped toward the mirror, out of practice. Tried to move like everyone else and
watched myself. I could hold a straight face for a few seconds, biting my cheeks to
keep from laughing.

But then, inevitably, I'd burst out laughing at how ridiculous I looked.

I confessed my embarrassment to my daughter. She, in a moralizing tone, told me:
“Dad, we get embarrassed when we’re different. The best way not to feel

uncomfortable is to be like everyone else.”

She was very convinced of her words. I remained puzzled.
“You have no idea how I feel when they make fun of me,” she went on, softer now.
“They ask if my dad is just as old-fashioned in the head too, and they make monkey

noises.”

The social studies teacher, who likes me, asked if I wanted to report it as bullying,
but that would draw even more attention. They'd write an article in the paper with a
photo of you wearing those outdated pants to bring the sales up. I'd never dare to

leave the house again.
“Please, Dad, start dressing like everyone else!”
She was speaking to me again. And I was happy!

It's true: I'm the only one remained who wears his pants pulled up.
On the street, people stare at me. Some laugh, most just look astonished, as if I were
a dangerous lunatic.

Even a family with kids throws rotten vegetables at me from their windows.



They’ve figured out my routine with Bull, our dog. I've had to give up my habits. Now

I go out at different times every day.

Bull, used to his regular schedule, is constantly alert. Whenever I pass by, he gets up
and looks at me, as if asking, “Is it time for the walk again ?”

And I, so as not to excite him, tiptoe around the house.

In truth, I try to go out when there are fewer people — during meal times — to avoid
all the stares. I've even started ordering groceries online.

Sincerely, I hardly feel like going out any more. And I used to love it: being surprised
by a random encounter, chatting with a stranger, listening to neighbourhood gossip.

All of that is over. This fashion has ruined my life, and Bull has lost his peace.
I must give in. Drop my pants. Dress like everyone else.

I asked my daughter if I couldn’t just go out without pants altogether, since with
them so low you can see the legs anyway.
“Don’t you dare!” she yelled. “You can’t go naked, the police would arrest you! And

besides, it's disgusting to see hairy legs coming straight out of socks.”
There are things I just don’t understand. Maybe I really am getting old.

I finally bought a long shirt. She explained that’s how it’s done, so that your
underwear doesn’t show.

She also said I needed to buy new pants — they make them elastic now, more
comfortable to wear low.

But I already have so many pants; I'm not wasting money on new ones.

So I put on the shirt, one of my old pairs of pants, keeping them at my ankles, then
socks and shoes.

I went to the mirror — and again, I burst out laughing.
I wondered if this was just a nightmare, an absurd creation of my mind.

I went out to the balcony and looked down at the square.

As far as I could see: everyone with their pants down.



Young, old, foreigners... even a priest, with his white collar and shortened cassock,
had black trousers bunched around his ankles.
And he moved well — taking short, careful steps. Like everyone else: not too long,

limited by the pants, nor too short, so they wouldn’t fall off completely.

My daughter explained in detail how to move. Last year she even showed me a
TikTok video of a fashion show in Paris — Giorgio Armani’s new line. She happily
pointed out every movement: when to turn, when to stop, praising the elegance of

each model.

And now I watch this crowd moving.

With steps so short they barely swing their arms. They seem to glide, like ballerinas
on pointe.

Or like that game I loved as a child — moving a hidden magnet under a cardboard to

make the figures on top slide by themselves — that’s what it looks like.

Two years ago I said it was such a stupid trend it wouldn’t last two weeks.

Now it's no longer a trend: it's the uniform of 21st-century humanity.

Insisting on being different isn't doing me any good.

I've decided: today I'll go pick up my daughter dressed properly.

I stand before the mirror. I must not laugh — I have to do it right.

With the long shirt, I actually look pritty elegant.

And since I exercise, my legs are toned. I admire my thighs. Not bad at all.

I start imagining women looking at me. Maybe I'll finally catch the girl of my
dreams...

I'm getting distracted. I stop my fantasies and refocus. I need to practice.

Up and down the hallway. Quick, short steps. It's hard. I'm sweating. But improving.

In the mirror I look satisfied. The laughter has given way to self-approval.

It's time. I comb my hair, put on perfume. I want to impress my daughter — to look

handsome, elegant, to make her proud of her dad.



At the street door, without opening it fully, I peek outside.
I'm not dreaming: everyone’s still wearing their pants down.

I head to the school, taking short steps. Honestly, I'm not looking bad at all.

I glance around discreetly, watching others, and notice that not everyone is an
expert.

Some take steps that are too short, others keep tugging their shirts down — maybe
their underwear is dirty.

Another stops to look at his phone, but I can tell it’s to get back into rhythm.

And that one... you can tell from a mile away he’s not used to it — surely at home,
behind the blinds, he wears his pants pulled up.

I, on the other hand, move just right. What a satisfaction!

I've reached the school. I ring the bell, the door opens.
I resume my short steps. I watch where I place my feet — I don’t want to trip on the
first step of the stair. I look at the second step. And the third.

But I can’t keep looking down — that’s not elegant. And I lift my head up.

And there she is — my daughter.

I instinctively raise my arm, smiling happily.

“See? I did it,” says my radiant face.
She tries not to smile, but I see her eyes shining.
I want to hug her, though I know she won’t allow me in public.

Still, I speed up, driven by instinct toward her.

Something goes wrong. I lose my rhythm, step on the edge of my pants, lose control.
My hands aren’t fast enough — my face slams against the edge of the last step.
A cracking sound, searing pain in my mouth, an electric jolt through my head.

I wonder if I've lost consciousness.

I gather my hands to get up.

When I bend my neck, I feel something in my mouth — a hard piece. Two, three.



I run my tongue along my gums and find a gap.
My upper incisors are gone.

I keep my eyes shut, as if that could keep the pain outside of me.

I hear voices. Laughter.
Someone says, “He can’t even walk.”

And laughter echoes through the wide entrance.

I stay still, hidden in the darkness behind my eyelids.
A hand on my shoulder.

“Dad,” my daughter whispers. “Dad, are you okay?”

I rise slowly. The sweet-bitter taste of blood move on my tongue.

With an hand I cover my mouth, I don’'t want her to see me bleeding.
We go down the stairs together, in silence.
Behind us, laughter.

I have no money to fix my teeth. My sisters-in-law stole my savings.
Now I've also lost my front teeth. I don’t dare to smile anymore.

In the mirror I see a toothless old man.

But on the street... people’s eyes don’t react to my teeth.

They don’t look at my face.

They couldn’t care less about my mouth or what I say.

Their gazes stay fixed below, offended — terribly disturbed that they sight don’t find

my pants down at my ankles.



