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Memories

Frontier celebrating: do-si-do-ing

The Last Dance

By Inez Schneider Whitney

One of my fondest childhood memories is thinking about
the fun_| had going to the countr¥ dances wrth Ma a and
Paﬁa Oklahoma hadn’t been a State ver ong and th ese
dances were the main recreation in uster C
community. Some farmers wouIdntrqo ecausete
thought dancmg was wicked, but they we e inthe mmorrty

% dances “were_ held in homes fm were friend
neighborhood atherrn S. Entrre fami |es attended First
ther was a potluck su [per with ev(w ousewrfe ring| Ig
thet rng she cooked best. When the delicious meal was ove
the children were deposited on quilts sgread on the bedroom
lgors. Most were soon In slumberland, but | was one who
fergned sleep; then after the music started, | tiptoed to the
dodr to peek out at the festivities.

mers. Although Papa had
§ an ear for mt?src d)r? was
1lan, violin,.and bass violin.

The mérsrcrans were all Ioc?]l
never had a music esso]n he
%tltteeacgﬁg]ep e o e ccoordian, Vol an0 bass o

S s violi wr called the

bass idd e Tod pSt rm pla d first fiodle, an hars wife.
% y, cnorded on the or an, Jack ang George Allen

rot ers, p (aayed second ficldle. Ja%k also drd the calling for

the square dances. T can still hear him yelling *Do-si-do"and

around Kou go.” The musrcrans donated their services; it
was an onor to be asked.

Although Papa played instruments the whole evening,
Mama never lacked for pariners, When I peeked out, shie
was always dancing. Most of the time herpartnerwas Sam
White, a earb n?]rghbor He was tall and'thin and always
wore a jacket and high-topped laced boots. Afrrnge ofhar
hanging almost to hrs huIders encircled his Bald head.
One time, Mama said to Papa, “Can't I say no when Sam
Whrte asks me to dance? You know how much trapping he
dogs, and he smells just like a skunk.”

“Ohno,” Papa answered. “That would hurt his feelmgs "

AII at once, wedrdnt[go 0 the dances enymore. d)d
askin ;ﬁna ‘Why cantwe go? [t’s so much un. Ednaa

Loreng s
Her reply Was always the same. “Your apa and | have a
ot ofwtho 30 We?l just too tired. pap

One time after | was rown and back home for a visit, |
Eard Mama, it wasas ame you and Pap ahad 0 workf
ard that we had to stop going fo ances T ey were really
wonderfuI entertarnment for whole families.

r]at was]n’tt e real reason,” Mama replied, and then
she told me the story.

Mama’s Story

The Hrlds were nearh nerdhbors It was_their turn to
havete ance gate up}o earl Then BrII DaI the
nired hitched up the horses g the wagon, aan
Paﬁa sat on the front eat, anﬁ [ sat etweTnt em. RudoI
% neider, O{nygran dt ad com to Iive with us after
He and Bill DaIey Himhed onto the seat
behm us and awav we went.
When we reached the HrIds quite a crowd had already

“F Iks,” Mr. Hild said when it was trmeto eat, “my wife
and | aveagood batch ofwrnfewe madet rssumme err%

%\omg to qIvi everyone a litt san\)\})e An abun anc%
sgrew own near the Washita River, and te[y
mggg 6en)oel nt wine. Mama never would allow Papa to
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“l won't have it around,” she said. “[t can cause nothrng
but troubIe There s always someone who likes 1t too well
emea Was rnrshed and rt was time to start the dance.
E t\4r lld announced, Iaveafta esetuﬁrnte
r%/ar ‘and alantern hanging on atree for Jight. | toud
Eh)g en who usually play Prtciwould enjoy béing out In the

Sev raI of the older men widowers like mZ %randfather
and a ewotherswo rntwa {10 dance stally played
Prtch Instead of dancing; sooutte went.
terpagmga few James, m ranétfather said, “Why
don’t we play Drink or Smell? The Hil shave lots of wine
[Jﬂhthere In‘their cellar, and they'd be glad for us to have a

A shout of approval went up and they started to play.



After each game, the winner would o down and bnn
aJar of wine.”After opening It, he would pass it aroun
?h one to have a smell, When it got back 10 him, hewould
down the whole thing, As the evening ware on, the

|tc Ia’%ers hecame qune hilarious, espemallﬁl the
winners. Mrs. Hilg’s canned runwasontesameSf(ves
with the wine. If ajar of fruit was brou%htu mistake, It
was just tossed mto the yard. Soon there were fruit and
broken 8Iass everywhere,

Grandpa was nexceIIent I_:player and was reall tlﬁsy
when the time came to leave. Everyone came out an
Mrs, Hild saw the fruit and broken glass strewn all over the

%a;dsewasfnous he screaméd, “Hours and hours of

work for not mgl What are wegomgi toeatt IS winter?”

‘| was never so émbarrassed in"my life,” Mama said.
told Papa that if he didn't go right ther, I'would take you and
start walking home.” .

“Pa, come on. We're omq home,” Papa said.

“No, no, Eddie, How ¢an | eave? I’mthe winner, and I can
win some more.”

o \gﬁ t%Id it(he hired hand to watch Grandpa and said, “I'll

‘ at a enge en7”lasked
| told gur apa no more dances or me., Th ere
ettln 100 rough. It was no p %f {0, taeacl hg
to 0 an aPlah his hass fiddle, |t was all r| tWI

as st home with you. He wou E
‘é‘” hou us 6owe never went again. That was the last

INEZ SCHNEIDER WHITNEY of ARLINGTON, VIR-
GINIA, grew to womanhood in the Custer City area. She has
excellent credentials asa WESTVIE Wwriter as a result ofthe
beautiful memories she has of the eighty-three years she has

lived on Planet Earth.
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