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T h e Co un t ry "Foli c"y
By ELIZABETH ROBERTS MACDONALD

AGOOD illustration of that judicious coin-bination of work and play wbich is sup-
posed to keep jack f rom being "a duli boy"
can be f ound in the old-time, but flot yet

obsolete, country "Frolic." Tbere are wood-frolics,
land-clearing f rolics, barn-raising frolics-frolics
in connection with any kind of.,work in which a
number of neighbourly foçlk unite; and there are
barn-dances, too, sometimes following an
afternoon of work, somietimes a separate
social function.

I have heard my eIders tell of many such
merry-makings-and fragmentary recolections
conte to, me of a wood-frolic beld in my in-
fantine days. Just such queer, patchy
memories they are as might be expected to
survive in, a very youthful mi. It was
winter-there is a frostiness and sparkle and
arelisb, of the goodly hearth-fires in my mînd.
I sem to see a country rectory, brick, set
around witb sheltering trees and shrubs. In
the yard there is the merry jangling of sled-
belis, the stamiping of feet, and the sound pf
loud, hearty voices. The men f rom ail the
country round have come to bring, cut up,
and pile, the rector's winter supply of wood.
The rector leads in the work and in the
joking. In the bouse a sinall child stops often
ini ber fiittings to peer out through'partly-
f rosted windQws at the fun.

Witbin, wbat bustle of culinary prepara-
tions, wbat ieaping fires, what spreading of
long tables-for were not the men of aIl the
country round to botb dine and sup within
those hospitable wails? In the kitchen some
of the neighbour-womnen were assisting, and
the sinali cbild (who was shy) was as much
repelled froin its precincts by their chatter as
sbe was lured thither by delicious sineils. She
wouid dart in now and again for a luxurious
sniff, and dart out to take refuge in tbe f ront-
parlour, with ber kitten and ber doîll Those
neighbours were good and kind, no doubt, but
tbey had a peculiarly depressing way of say-
ing "My, but don't bier eyes look too big for
ber face, somehow ?" or, "Sbe don't look real
rugged, does sbe now?"

The smaîl cbild decidedly preferred the
men, wbo neyer said thinga like that.

In the evening there were games and songs, and
motto-crackers to pull-a startîing cîty novelty.
And a small child was forgotten in the excitemient,
and left to f ail asleep ini a retired corner-anid car-
ried up to bed (years after, it seexned>, and asIeep

again, with the sound of "Tell me, ye winged
winds," in hier ears.

But frolics and bees and similar whole-souled
festivities are not extinct. StilI they form one of
the chief diversions in many a retired settlement.
I had the pleasure of taking part in a barn-dance
flot many-not incalculably many-years ago. It
was in a New Brunswick settlement, one of the

The Old-f.ashoned Barni Daunce.

most attractive of the backwoods places. Ob, how
good tbe air was tbere; how f ull the woods were
of flowers, vines, and ferns; bow the poplars wbis-
pered secrets, nigbt and day, around the sinail, grey
bouse 1

It was f rom that sinail, grey bouse we went to

a barn-dance, one evening in autumn, when a littie
tang of f rost was in the air.

That barn-interior, where we danced, would have
nmade a good subject for an impressionist picture.
Illuminated only by lanternis-not Chinese-lanterns,
but good, safe, reul lanterns-hung froin wall and
rafter, it was full of strange and mystical effects
of light and shade. The high-peaked roof was ail

in darkness; the mows were heaped to the
tops witb this year's hay. But the great floor
was swept and ready for the dancers, and
along the sides were benches where the weary
merry-makers might rest. I thought at first
that those benches were for the wall-flowers,
but soon saw that no such fiower was known
in Forest settiement. There are more men
than women in that. happy Iarld I

Yet there was a goodly number of girls
assembled in the barn that night-pretty girls
and plain girls, awkward girls and graceful
ones-but ahl full of genuine brightness'and
cheer, and every one with a devoted swain.
Most of the music was furnished by a fiddler,
percbed on a big box at one end, of the barn;
but some of the dances were accompanied by
songs. One, 1 remember, had a refrain of:

"Oh, dear, what can the matter be?
Two old women up in an. apple-tree 1"

Another, haif a dance and haîf a gaine, was
called "Hunt the Squirrel." One, I f aintly
suspected, really was a kissing-game, for
when th~e Iast figure was started, the lassies
Iaughed and shook their heads and vetoed it,
with significant glances at "the city girls."

Ah, but they could dance, those country
youths and maidens! There was no rough-'
ness or uncouthness there, none 'of the care-
less rollicking of somte ugly modemn dances,
but real grace and real courtesy. ,

And *lhen the dancing was over, how
hungry we were! How good the steamning
coffee tasted, and the doughnuts, rusks, and
apple-turnovers. No oyster-patties or pis-
tachio-ices can rival those home-made dainties
ini my memory.

Then camte the brisk walk "home" to the
little, grey bouse, aciross frosty pasture-fields and
under glittering stars.

The good old country Frolics!1 May pro-
gress and education utilize (flot abolish) tbem,
for tbey are part of the poetry of Canadian
life!


