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were thus refreshing themselves, there came the cry from the 
dance hall, “ E-e-ev’rybody dance.”  And dropping everything 
they rushed into the other room, where they found the fiddles 
scraping, and the dancing in full swing.

The room was decorated with evergreen, and lit up with 
hundreds of candles. The scene was hilarious, young and old, 
big and little, all dancing; and as the stentorian sing-song voice 
of the caller bade “ everybody dunce as pretty as you can.”  
fifty heels struck that rough, board floor with a bang. Never 
for a moment did the dancing cease, until, as the clock struck 
twelve, the advent of the new year was announced by the 
harsh clanging of a dozen cow-bells, and with a cry of 
"Happy New Year”  and three cheers for the X 1 T, the 
dancers made a rush for the supper room. ,

The supper room was trimmed atter the manner of the 
dance hall. It contained three long tables, spread with long 
white cloths, and in the center of each table was a large, white 
cake covered with icing and bearing the letters X 1 T The cook, 
with three of the boys as assistants, decked out in snowy white 
caps and aprons, served the guests. And such a supper: roast 
beef, boiled ham, salads, sauces, cakes, pies, oranges, grapes, 
bananas, nuts and candies,with delicious tea and coffee.

“ Don’t be afraid of that grub. Us fellows fixed it up.”  an
nounced one of the waiters proudly.

“ And didn’t I get the smoothest, prettiest brand you 
ever seen on them cakes?”  asked the Big Bob Fudge, his shiny 
face wreathed in smiles.

Every one lingered in the supper- room, till the floor manag
er yelled, “ Hurry up. young folks, the floor’s gettin’ cold.”  
Then there was a rush for the dance hall. The command “ Git 
your pardners for a quadrille”  was instantly obeyed, and with 
the announcement,“ Allset.”  the dancing was resumed in earnest.

With the ciy “ Balance all”  the dancers were in their pro
per place.

‘‘ Honor your pardmrs right and left, then join your hands 
and circle to the west.,”  and so on all through the quadrille, 
while the dancers romped like children. There was no thought 
of stopping until the tired fiddlers called out, “ When are you 
folks agoin’ to quit? It’s 7:30 and daylight.”


