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MISCELLANEGUS.

AN OLD TIME DANCING PARTY.

Those who today attend a ball in Utah
expect to enter a fine hall, well lighted
and tastefully ornamented, and to dance
to the best of music, because this is the
general rule. But it was not always so
in Utah, s many of our elderly people
will recollect. To illustrate the difter-
ence | give a sketch of one which I at-
tended 1n early days.

It was in Parowan, Iron county, in the
fall of 1851. The largest house in the
place was a log building ysed for Sunday
meetings, schools, dancing and other
public assemblies, and in this the merry-
makers met. As this parly was to be
rather a “'swell’* aflair, extra exertion
was made to obtain the best of music
regardless of expense, and so two fid-
diers were engaged instead of one, the
usual number, and each gentleman was
expected to bring two candles to pay for
his ticket, those not burned to go to the
musicians as their pay. This was no
small matter, as candles were very
scarce, and generally were kept in re-
serve for cases of sickness or other ex-
tra occasions.

This wise arrapgement as to candles
promised a brilliant room, but unfortu-
nately, when the timearrived to light up
It was found no one had brought a can-
dlestick. The committee, their minds
overburdened with the magnitude of the
affair, had entirely forgotten this neces
sary appendage toa candie. But when
was Young Americahindered from danc-
ing by soslight an impediment?”’” Some
took their jack knives, stuck a blade in-
toa log, and 1his, whien partly closed,
would hold a candle very well; others
rushed home and brought large potatoes
or_turnips which were transformed

uickly into candlesticks by sticing off
the bottom for a base and by making a
hole in the top to hold the candie; and
shingles stuck between the logs at intet-
vals made very good brackets for them,

Then we come to thie dance. The
musicians are seated at one end of the
room, upon a table, while the company
ocCupy seats a ong the sides, formed of
‘rough boards covered with quilts and
upheld by blocks and benches The
younger part of the company show un-
mistakable signs ol impatience until
the Bishop, in humbie prayer, asks the
_blessing of God upon the evening’s en-
Joyment. He ceases, and expectation
lights up every eye. *'Numbers one to
twelve,” cries the floor manager, and all
holding 1hose numbers rush for their
partners. The numbers, by the way,
were drawn, lottery fashion, from a hat
gassed arcund at the commencement.

ut one of these dancers was a youth
evidently new to social functions of this
kind, and was a picture ol embarrass-
ment and unrest as he sat casting covert
glances towards *his girl”—his first boy-
ish love perhaps—watching the moment
when he could lead his partner to the
floor unobserved by any ome, and she
apparently a little flurried too. Here a
couple of tall gawky youthsare just bow-
Ing awkwardly to their partners, but un-
luckily they stand back to back and are
a little too near each other The result
is a collision entirely spoiling the dignity
of their salute, and causing a titter in
those lucky enough to witness the scene,
muchio the inward wrath of the un-

¢

lucky youth, But the music and “circle
al’’* quickly banish all remembrance of
the incident, and away they go. How
delicious to watch this elderly couple
who are just learning to dance! The
only thing they seem to have really
learned is how to make the most mis-
takes in a given time. But no one
laughs at them, as they evidently are
doing their best, and friendly Lands pull
them this way or push them the other
until the figure 1s finished, and they
stand, the picture of pleasure and con-
tent, as having got through, thus tar, a
very difficull undertaking.

Mosl young menin those days con-
sidered that the greater the number of
“steps’’ they could executelo the second,
the greater their skill as dancers, and so
the boys' feet fiew and the girls? skirts
swished in marvelous fashion. But
such violenl “skill’’ brings copious mois-
ture to the brow, which ihe few who are
lucky enough to possess a handkerchief
remove by {ts use; while others, not so
favored gy fortune, use their shirt
siceves. To wear a coat on such an oc-
casion would sadly intefere with this
convenience—a coat being an arlicle of
no real use, and always in one’s way
Besides this, most of the boys didn’t
own a coat, but wore shirts ol linsey or
flannel, with two big pockets on the
bosoin. The second figure being
finished, the caller cries *Promenade
all—you know where,”" and each swain
proudly leads his paitner to her seat
But new arrivals have filled all vacant
places, so one girl holds another on her
lap, the boys looking on enviously and
wishing they could hold them instead.

After a while a rest is called; some

one siogs a song or speaks a few words

until all are rested—then, ""on with the
dance!” About 11 p. m., many glances
are cast towards a corner where many
backets, pails and pans are piled, and
and the younger ones whisper, **When
will they have the picnic?’? Reproved
by their elders, their eyes still plead,
though their tongues are silent; for you
know, boys are always hungry. But
others, too, are hungry, and soon the
eatables are all spread by the sisters,
and eaten with a relish.

Let us examine the contents of this
pan. Here i3 a cake—a little dark in
color, perhaps.  Well, that is,_because it
is sweetened with home-made molasses
made from coru stalks, beets, melons or
parsnips, each of which will make a
passable syrup. Here are cakes with
dried service berries in them—rather
tasteless—but 1t is the best we have, and
good enough for anybody., Sugar is al-
most unknown, raisins and spices en-
tirely so. But, luckily, happiness does
not depend upon delicacies, and all are
happy without them.

Again the dance goes on, and by this
time the candles are becoming short and
flaring. What is that fellow doing? Oh,
just scraping off, as much as possible,
the” grease that has dripped upon his
only coat, as he sat under one of the
candles. He says nothing, but his eyes
speak volumes of wrath. Poor fellow!
He only wears his coat upon the most
momentous occasions, and we must ex-
cuse his ill-feeling. But oh, the perver-
sity of human nature! His mind be-
comes serene as he beholds a rival en-
gaged in a simlilar manner; or, the girl

—

who had refused his escort to the dance,
scraping the tallow from her best dress
—the girl whom he has idolized in se.
cret for the last three weeks. ‘*Sgaryes
her right,”’ he says to himself, She,
noting his look of exultation at her
trouble, vows inwardly to get even with
him, even if she hasto marry him to ac-
complish it.

The dance is dismissed with benedie-
tion, and ali have enjoyed it; not ap un-
kind word or oath has been i)eard; not a
single breath tainted with liquor; peace
and good will bave reigned supreme.

d now, while the mothers gather
their pans and baskets, a crisis is ap-
proaching which, to the inexperienced
1s appalling, while itis to others a de.
lighuu! amiicipation,—the pairing off
and seeing the girls home. Sae thoge
two youngsters,—timid where girls are
concerned, but brave as lions when
facing Indians or grizzlies. They both
secretly watch the same girl ang try to
meet her at the door, fondly believin
no one notices them. Vaigp thoughﬁ
She sees them both, and secretly re-
oices, as she perfectly uunderstands:
while seemingly utterly unconscious of
all. She carelessly delays, 1o give them
opportunity, and is irying to decide
which of them to favor as they ap-
proach. Thus, it may be, she may be
unconsciously settling, for good or for
ill, the most important event of her life;
a union that may endure through all the
eternities, or may result in %nal and
elernal separation.

This description of an old time party
is not a fancy sketch, but  will be recog-
nized by many of the older readers of
the NEWS as a true picture, and bring to
their remembrance many happy reunjons
in days long past, with friends who
long ago have passed behind the vail.
But | will confidently assestthat no more

"real enjoyment can today be found in a

dancing party or a Bradley-Martin ball
than those of olden time within the log
walls and upon the rough floorof our
primitive schoolhouse.
J- H. MARTINEAU.
Colonia Juarez, Chihuahua, Mexico.

WISE MANAGEMENT AND MORE,

It was Aunt Laural [ kpew that I
could not be mistaken, although seven
years had passed since I had seep her,
and during that period, I had passed the
boundary from childhood to maiden-
hood, She stood in the hall door as I
opened it, and looked very hard at me,
as if to make sure it [ really could be
the little Lol she had sent away from her
without kissing, because she was angry
with the child’s mother.

But I .did not wait for her to settle
the question. I just threw my arms
around her neck and screamed out:
"*Mother] oh, mother! here’s Aunt
Laural””

By the time mother had jumped up,
thrown the stocking she had just finished
mending into «the basket, thrust the
darning needle into the cushion and
brushed her apron and hands, I had
marched Aunt Laura into the room, and
the two sisters who, seven years ago,
had parted in icy coldness, now em-~
braced, and for som= moments sobbed
and wept on each other’s necks,

As | stood and watched them, I
thought of the meeting of Jacob and
Esau, and [ wept, too; 2lmost anyone
would have done the same,

“Laural” mother said at last; and




