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+5€ man situng next 1o me at the
top of the bieachers in the Barnard
g¥ym was obviously not’a member
of the English’ Country Dance
Society  As we waiched a nuge, |
hot. joily crowd of people working |
“its way th ough the ~0nawavs~
dance, rip to Paris,” he said,
CIts such an anach’r@msm-—-E |
. mean, [ never would have believed 4 4
that there were this many people ine-|
New Yor k who'd do this kind of
hing.” -

s

i1 rﬂmember thmkmg the same -
thing ‘vears ago when | attended:
-one of the society’s regular ses-.
5i0ns. - but the annual Christmas:
party reaily  knocks the message
-home. fere were these peopie of
ail ages and sizes come together, -
- 0ot jusi for each- others’ com—i
pany—aiifough -they piainly  en-d
_ joved that. and not for the cookies
and Hawaiian they: consumed 1
. suckezs of bothi. buz because they .
A;ove these dances.
- Most. oi' the dances- are. those
( ,vhose ilddie tunes were written
“down by Jonn Playford in the 17th
century  The {unes, pretty and |
‘fresh and sprzghtly found their-
way into a tot of important English-
music—FPurcel] orchesirated some |
: of them. The dances have- little~
fancy footwork; their beauty lies in
the ‘compiex patterns the dancers
must weave with their furns and
ruase:, and circles. Each is set up
in a particular way: langways
square sets, sets of five couples,
sets of three couples. and so on.
Most of them are coupie dances,
but an occasional one may have
more unusual “Walpole Cottage,”
for example, has a circle of alter-
nately facing sets, each of which ‘
consisis of one man and twoj
'"omen The PB’I’ES are terrific: |
Parson’s Farewell,”” “Hole in the f
“mﬂ " Mr. Isaac’s Maggot.”
The Christmas Festival featured |
country dances for everyone, a few
complicated ones (“for those who
know it.”” said the program firmly) -
and three American square dances.
A iively littie ensemble played the
tunes. and Director Genevieve
Shimer <1 believe it was she) and.
Director Emeritus May Gadd.,
talked the Jdm: s In hearty, unflap-
bable British voices.
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‘bals:« the dancers’ feet and. bells

round. and white-haired, execute
the requisite “iauniy walk' for “'A
Trip i Paris’'—maintaining 1
smyoll: glirde underneath a hint of a |
bounce, swisung slightly o eye her !
pariner with her whole body as he -
passed. Properiv done. the dances

have a charming sobriety. a stur-
dy, country cleverness.

I arrived at Barnard as the Tirst
interiude was ending--just in time
to see the ‘vicms dancg, the "Nut-
ting Girl Jig.” A large group of the
men, all wearing white shirts and
trousers and black hats trimmed
with  holly, resplendent with ‘red
ribbons -andbells, capered and
pranced in. arcircle with skill and
spirit.. There are no drums or cym-

prick out the rhythms against the
suppie and itvely sole violin: Big
jumps that spend one of their three
counts inthe -air soar. surprisingly
out of the ane«stamp-to-awseat S:ex~
mre 2 .

he seconﬂ mteriude xeqmred the
- Uckfuss Mummers’ Play and “The
High-Walbiggen.”.a sword dance.
The play. like most of its kind,
features sweetly inept rhymes and
rowdy comedy, with contemporary
colloguialisms grafted eddly onto
the remnants of an ancient rite
concerning the death and resurrec-
tion of a vegetation ged, the spirit
of the year. The bref Uckfuss play
begins with Father Christmas as a
kind of narrator, St. George as a
loud and pompous hern, and Simon
Simplethefool. To St. George is op-
posed the King of Egypt and his
son and champion, Bold Siasher. In
a tight circle- of oniookers, St.
George and Bold Slasher fight. In
good school pageant tradition, the
latter falls with the hero’s sword |
grasped firmly under his arm.
 With stxmngly simple eloquence,
the king of Egypt laments his dead
son, ‘‘Alas, you've broken his tool |
and ended-his life.” After much
qorseplay with a giant pill, the doc- §
tor. a gemal guack (1 have a bot~
tie under my belt ihai makes|
voung girls feel better than they |l
ever felt’) resurrects the dead. |
Then the Tommy and the Betty (a
man and a man-woman) lead on
! the sword dancers.

In the last mumming I saw, the
sword dance was the means of kil-

this time it

| plauded each pattern breathiessiy
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their left: Byl a series of eome
plicated k'nottmg passes over and
under : each others’ arms, they
make the swords into a loeked star
pattern that one of them can’ Lift
and display-to.the audience. There
are_many ingenious ways in which
they achieve the star- one, . for
example, involves - three of the
men backilipping the other-two
over the swords. It's fast and in-.
iricate and anbehevame thimg.

Two bay “,abmza *& werp m?.zmg
nexi io met-wzt therr mouths.
nanging opery. and everyone ap-

At he 2n¢. e sword danecer-;

s—again of all ages, men who'd’

been dancing all evening—were,
cheered loud and long by their
friends. By all of us. It was an oc-
casion. for both taughing and unch-
trusive weeping because of the
beauty of the dance itself, of the
trouble the men had taken to leam
it, the skill they had achieved, and
the love which they and their
audience had for dancing. And the
pndé in it. What they wers doing
didn't ‘involve any kind of remote

virtuousity, but a degree of excel-
lence—greater than, but no dif-
ferent from—that of everyone who
was there to dance that night It

made up for-a lot of dancing th
doesn't get done in America. And lf
spring comes, I'l write them a
thank you note.




