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FonTana inu2icE RESORT 
Fontana Dam, N. C. 28733 

TEN 
DANCE VACATIONS .  

111111111!+ ANNUALLY 

FONTANA FLING: April 20-27, 1980 

SWAP SHOP: April 27—May 4 & Sept. 21-28, 1980 

REBEL ROUNDUP: May 4-11 & Sept. 14-21, 1980 

ACCENT ON ROUNDS: May 18-25 & Sept. 7-14, 1980 

FUN FEST: May 25—June I & Aug. 3I—Sept. 7, 1980 

FALL JUBILEE: Sept. 28—Oct. 5, 1980 

ALL INCLUSIVE 
PACKAGE RATES ARE 

A REAL VACATION VALUE 	HOST CALLER, ALL FESTIVALS 

Only $26.50 per person, per day, Seventh 	 AL (TEX) BROWNLEE 

day free. All dancers must be registered 	Recreation Director Fontana Village Resort 

on the Package Plan to participate in any 
festival. Rates are guaranteed through the 
fall of 1980. 

Live music by Fontana Ramblers each 
evening except Sundays. 
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"If you're not progressing, you're 
standing still." Someone famous said 
that, in so many words, perhaps that in-
spiration of editorial workers, Benjamin 
Franklin. That's a lead-in to say that 
we've taken a giant step forward. We 
have received this week another 
technological miracle, an Editwriter. (It's 
been five years since our last 
mechanical conversion to an electronic 
typesetter.) This new partner in our 
business is a programmable computer-
type of typesetter. If we are programmed 
correctly to compose the feature ar-
ticles, we can program our big blue 
friend to spew out gorgeous copy in col-
umns, boxes, and small and large type. 

However, don't look for great innova-
tions in this issue. Three days friendship 
with CE#2 means we've mastered 
straight copy; frills will have to come 
with practice. The constant deadline 
meant there was little time for practice 
or training with the options when the 
marvel arrived; it was immediately time 
to do the practical typesetting for this 
August issue. 

Watch for new and better layouts this 
fall as CE#2 repays our tender loving 
care with an outpouring of precision 
copy. It can even set crossword puzzles, 
if we discover the right buttons to push! 

Needless to say, a computer/com-
poser of this type is a big investment for 
us. but we're expressing faith in the 
square dance activity in times of 
economic unrest and faith in the longevi-
ty of this magazine. 

We've put our subscription blank on 
the bottom of this page so we could tell 
you of a very special offer. You've pro-
bably read of the postal service plan to 
raise postage rates in 1981. Did you 
know second class rates also were hiked 
again last month, in July? They were. 

CO-EDITORIfil 

These raises play havoc with budgets 
of businesses, such as ours, that are 
conducted largely by mail. Regretfully, 
we announce that a subscription for 12 
issues in 1981 will cost $9.00, with 24 
issues (2 years) costing $16.00. Compare 
this price with any other magazine which 
issues twelve editions a year and you'll 
see it's still a bargain! 

Our special offer is for renewals at the 
old price throughout the remainder of 
1980: $8 for one year; $14. for two. For 
those who really like a bargain, we'd like 
to extend the option of a three-year 
renewal for $20.00. This is a once-in-a-
lifetime chance, which probably can 
never be repeated. Send your renewal 
now! 

We've reaffirmed our faith in square 
dancing and American Squaredance 
with the purchase of a half-ton 
mechanical monster for the office. Why 
not express your faith in the future with 
a three-year renewal? 

AMERICAN SQURRE ORNCE,TnB x1-1484848 39  
Please start my subscription NOW. My check (or money order) is enclosed. 

One Year at $8 	J Two Years at $14 
	

Three Years at $20 

Canadian and Foreign add $1 per year postage 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY - 

STATE 	 

       

       

	 ZIP CODE 
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This summertime issue features a commencement message by Noah Garrls, 
superintendent of schools in Huron, Ohio. What he says is appropriate to all of us as 
we "commence" a new square dance season in a new decade. If you've never asked 
yourself what you "expect" of the future in square dancing, do it now. 

Cal Campbell, much in the news recently along with his wife, Judy, for their promo-
tion of a square dance balloon, traces geometric designs in dances for us. Is his 
theory that dancers enjoy geometric flow the reason some of the newer calls seem 
so lackluster? 

Dorothy Brown gives us a short, short story, complete on one page, and good for 
summer reading. Don't look ahead to the ending. 

The center spread gives a look at contributors to square dance choreography over 
the years. Material for this page was contributed by Bill Burleson, Don Beck and the 
late Will OrtIch. 
All of our regular feature writers are included in this August issue, even though 

you'll notice fewer pages. We like to thank these faithful contributors whose copy ar-
rives on schedule month after month. One reason square dancing continues on is 
the dedication and commitment of its leaders. Such qualities are found in the writers 
who prepare features for you monthly, always with the dread deadline monster 
creeping up and peering over their shoulders. Sincere thanks to all of them. 

Ame,,can SOvareCance August 1980 
	

5 



6utut Zip 

I would like to commend you and 
Cathie for your excellent magazine and 
also the tremendous effort you put forth 
toward getting it into the hands of the 
square and round dancers. If they would 
but take heed of the many fine articles 
printed, our activity could do nothing but 
grow. Keep up the good work. 

Les Reider 
Milton, Florida 

The ash hit Spokane fairly hard. We 
had a half inch of the stuff covering 
everything. Even now, it coats cars, 
walks, driveways and some streets 
billow huge clouds when you drive. 
Dance halls were temporarily shut down 
(about five days) while cleanup crews 
swung into action. As usual, square 
dancers were great about volunteering 
to hose, sweep, and shove. Our state 
festival at Yakima is still go. 

Ed Stephan 
Spokane, Washington 

....This current issue was especially in-
teresting. We enjoyed Stan's account of 
his balloon ride in Albuquerque. We were 
there at the recent... festival and enjoyed 

meeting Cal and Judy Campbell and see-
ing the balloon basket they had on 
display. I did hope I would win a ride in 
the balloon, but wasn't lucky... 

Betty & Larry Cress/er 
Phoenix, Arizona 

Got our American Squaredance this 
week and I have it nearly read through. 
Dick and I thoroughly enjoy it and as 
editors, appreciate the time and work 
that goes into it. 

However, after reading "Dancer Con-
cerns" I felt the need to write...Apparent-
ly the writer has had his/her toes step-
ped on to be so critical of dancers. We 
dance around a lot and I think I have two 
answers to the question, "why?" in the 
portion on "retaining dance space." 
Also because this is from Miami, maybe 
one of the answers is quite legitimate. 

Answer 1: Ten years ago when we took 
lessons, one of the first things our 
teacher told us was, "Don't dance way 
down at the end of the hall. Come on up 
here with me." Answer 2: We know 
several dancers with hearing problems. 
They always dance at the front of the 
hall so they can hear the caller without 
any trouble. Also, some of the halls we 
dance in have bad acoustics and you do 
have trouble hearing anywhere but the 
front of the hall. 

Thanks for letting me share with you. 
Maybe you can pass the info on to the 
Florida people. We all know there are 
folks such as decribed in the article, but 
I think they are few and far between. I 
really feel a little sorry for them, as they 
can't be having much fun.... 

Dick & Shirley Whyman 
Prattsburg, New York 
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440 So. 104 E. AVE. 
TULSA, OKLAHOMA 74128 
(918) 838-0890 

- — 	
NEW RELEASES 

SOS 1001 FULTON COUNTY FAIR by Warren 
Mosely 

SOS 1002 TULSA COUNTY FIOEDOWN 
SOS 1003 ABLE BODIED MAN by Mel Carter 
SOS 1004 HOW MUCH TIME DOES IT TAKE by Mel 

Carter 
SOS 1005 ARE YOU TEASIN' by Maurice Pianalto 
SOS 1006 THREE TIMES SEVEN by Mel Carter 
SOS 1007 SUPPER TIME by Warren Mosely 

SOS 1008 THE SHELTER OF YOUR EYES 
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May is like magic. Come, 
prestidigitate, rotate, and motivate with 
me as we move thru the "merry month." 
At this writing the crocus has already 
croaked, the forsythia has long ago "for-
soothed", and the hyacinth has "hied 
itself hence" to greener pastures; but 
let's pull the old cat out of the hat, as it 
were, and make those glorious thirty-one 
days reappear in a wink of time. We'll 
hoodwink Houdini into wondering 
whodunit. 

Both May and June were zap-happy 
months for yours tour-ly as I covered the 
continent rather record-breakingly. But 
before we hit the travel trail, may we 
digress with a touch of pride to a per-
sonal aside or two. 

The other day we had a little party 
at our house in Huron. It was graduation 
time. Party time. Open house all day to 
celebrate with friends the once-in-a-
lifetime occasion of three Burdick kids 
(Count 'em— three.) all receiving educa- 

tional degrees from different institutions 
this season. Our youngest, Sue, did it 
with honors at Huron High. Paul pulled a 
B.A. from Heidelberg College. And Bruce 
earned his M.S. from Ohio State. A cake. 
A candle. A toast. A time to recall those 
growing-up years, ever so fleeting, and 
then the fledging flock is flown, launch-
ing a new generation. bent on doing it 
better than we did. So we sit at dusk—
Cathie and I— marveling in disbelief at 
how the granulated, graduated grains of 
sand have gravitated to the bottom of 
the hourglass, persistently, inevitably, 
infinitely, finally. Time marches on. 

The other event, two weeks later in 
early June, concerns the distaff side of 
the coeditorial team. Cathie had receiv-
ed a personal engraved invitation from 
the White House to attend a reception 
given by our First Lady, Rosalynn Carter. 
The "honor of your presence" had gone 
out to all presidents of all girl scout 
councils across the nation, and our "co-
ed" accepted for the Erie Shores (north-
ern Ohio) Council, along with a hundred-
and-a-half other olive-drab dignitaries, 
who beat a green path to the capitol city, 
faster than a GS cookie can crumble. 
Rosalynn herself shook hands with all. 
spoke of new GS programs, and ushered 
the group through the lavish diggings to 
a board groaning with goodies designed 
to make a hundred heads swim under 
the green berets. Again, a portfolio of 
fly-high flittings and flourishes made our 
May-June sojourns so memorable we 
couldn't resist a mention. 

Yes, May was chock full to the brim 
with whimsical visitations and musical 
manifestations both hither and yon. A 
great western swing to California and 
Washington was in the offing, and I was 
off to it with gusto, as well as some 
stately stints east and south. 

Sheffield, PA— Just a quickie in-
and-out drive past Pittsburth and Warren 
to Sheffield for a fire-site chatter with 
the Apple Siders. They're ripe and ready, 
right to the core, that bunch. 

Memphis (Germantown) TN— One 
super day in the hometown of the Na-
tional just a month before the big one. I 
flew down for the annual subscription 
dance in that cool Spurs & Saddles Ger-
mantown hall, and stayed with Swiss-
bound caller-hosts Eddie and Sally 
Ramsey. As usual, everyone came out. in 
spite of being as busy as honey bees in a 
blooming clover patch. The Memphis 

American Souaredance August ?980 
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emphasis on friendliness is always 
there. 

St. Marys, WV— I drove south to the 
West Virginia panhandle area and east 
to this little town near Parkersburg and 
south of Denver (Denver Britton, the 
caller) for the Missing Squares dance, 
where those nuclear energy silos march 
down the Ohio River, looking like stately 
quadrillians of a past century prom-
enading to a cotillion. 

Owego, NY (Binghamton area)—
Eastward thru the pensive Pennsylvania 
peaks I perked on the pike, until I could 
steam northward to the cutting edge of 
the Empire state and do my thing for the 
Cir-q-laters in IBM-land. That night the 
club unveiled a unique banner that was 
actually hooked as Aunt Hepziban 
would hook a rug. Sorry I didn't note the 
names of the hookers. On the way home 
I drove that scenic, rolling southern tier 
on Rt. 17, resplendent with memories of 
some mighty good years I spent in that 
country. 

I got home just in time to celebrate 
the double-barreled festivities of 
Mothers Day and Cathie's birthday in 
one package, then made things ready for 
the big western swing. 

Eureka, California— Up the upland 
Pacific coast I coasted in my orange ren-
tal Pinto after landing south of the San 
Francisco slope (the gay Bay brae), and 
drove that six-hour redwooden paradise 
route with aplomb (and a prune) to gold-
rushin' acreage. The ASD dance was a 
real lucky strike for me. Fifteen sets at-
tended the Redwood Squares festive 
eve. There were flowers on stage, a large 
welcoming sign, a parachute 
"chandelier", lavish refreshments and 
pure gold hospitality. Thanks to the 
Jacksons, Lemleys (my hosts), the 
Hickeys (caller), Clarks. and so many 
other 24-carat couples. 

Visalia, California— Another 
"sunny-Cal" day and a long Pinto pull 
east towards the giant Sequoia area 
where the new Redwood Squares club 
under the caller/leadership of Al & Con-
nie Whitfield (formerly of Eureka) set up 
a jig gig for me. Fine riggins in those 
humble diggins. Ever see a cookie-cake? 
Good, low-budget idea— an oversized 
cookie on a platter, frosted like a cake. 
splashing an icy but ever-so-warm 
welcome. Try it. 

Bay area bivouac— Free day just to  

bum around, spent by this half-spent 
caller, spendthriftily and splendidly with 
new-found caller friends Ken and Norma 
Dibble in the Bay-San Jose area. Fun to 
coat-tail Ken to see his busy afternoon 
Senior Center sallies, followed by an 
evening crash to where Harold Freeman 
calls at Callers Choice. A pizza parlor 
kaller-klatch with Dibble. Davis, Classen, 
Peters and others topped the day nicely. 

On the way to Seattle next day, we 
flew close enough to see Mt. St. Helens, 
quiet as a sleeping cat, a couple of days 
before she violently blew her top. 

Seattle, Washington (actually Ed-
monds)— Caller/hosts Jim and Betty 
Davis set it up with their "Jim Dandies" 
Plus 2 club at the Masonic Hall. What a 
ball, y'all! Those Dandies dance dandy- 
grandly. 	be back. Jim is creating a 
pretty perceptible splash in the Pacific 
northwest 

Vancouver, B.C., Canada— After 
landing in Seattle I charged another 
charger for the north-of-the-border hike. 
up where witty Ken & Gladys Oakley 
and the Wheeling 8's (a wheelchair 
dance club) set up a dance_ Those 
smooth Canadians danced everything 
from teacups to gears. Surprisingly, so 
did the "8's", in a demo set. Love that 
lemon meringue pie, Gladys! 
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Bremerton, Washington— Back 
down around Seattle I zoomed and 
cloverleated upward in the peninsula to 
Bremerton, where caller Jerry and Jean-
nie Vaughn lodged me in their comfor-
table trailer parked beside their house 
for two days/two programs. Jerry is a 
gutsy guy hit by MS but kicking it with a 
strong resolve. The Peninsula Teachers 
and Callers hashed over common calling 
concerns with me at Spike Reed's place. 
Full house (20 + sets) kicked up their 
heels at the lovely Kitsap S/D Center for 
the Square Steppers "Boot" toot. 
Thanks, Milow Haugen, and many 
others. They even went so far as to stage 
a volcanic eruption to entertain me that 
weekend. 

West Union, Iowa-Time for a date with 
the eager Swinging Squares in this tiny 
rural town. I flew from Seattle to 
Rochester, Minnesota (via Canada at no 
extra charge so the pilot could give old 
boiling Mt. St. Helens a wide earth berth) 
and wheeled southward. Carpooling is 
fact, not fancy, out there where they may 
drive a hundred miles to dance. On the 
way to Waseca the next day, caller Les 
Lalone took me to tiny Spillville to see 
the fantastic Bily brothers hand-carved 
clocks. Truly a "little Switzerland" en-
counter— a collection worth a million—
and behind it the lifelong dedication of 
just two very plain plainsmen who felt 
like cutting up. 

Waseca, Minnesota- My hosts were 
caller Whitey Aamot, and his wife, Bar-
bara, and daughter Sara (a caller in her 
own right) for an ASD dance in a new 
area for me. Whitey's a long-time school-
teachin' tech-spert who's influenced 
thousands to realize there's a fourth R 
called Rhythm, vital to any curricula, and 
that spells "square dance" in every gym 
or cafeteria. Keep at it, Whitey. Nice 
showing, all around. 

Newport, Kentucky— Caller George & 
Marjorie Mueller met me at the Greater 
Cincinnati airport and hosted me again 
(Mm-m, what pie she serves!) for the an- 
nual ASD dance. Swiss-bound caller Phil 
Kozlowski (He's Polish with polish!) and 
Nancy and son Aaron (See ASD, Feb. p. 
53) were there too, along with a full hall 
of rootentooten three-state Kentucky 
Twirlers and friends. They booked me for 
the next three years. (My, such con-
fidence— Co-ed.) 

Mountain Home, Arkansas— The flight 
from Cinci to Memphis was a short hop  

in a big bird. But then— Saints preserve 
us!— I hopped a little puddle-jumpin' 
charter flight in the "Mt. Homer" 
through the blinding rain with two other 
passengers west to Ozarky-razorback 
country. That little Legion clubhouse 
was full again for the Twin Lakes Fun-
timers wingding— a real pretty Partee 
party—a Holiday Inn-spiration—a noon-
hour Rota-remake— another cloud-
hopper to Memphis to board a bigger 
bird for the OKC run. 

Oklahoma City, Oklahoma— My last 
stop on this fortnightly foray was cloud-
ed with a bit of bad luck. New smallest 
ASD dance record goes to this area. On-
ly two sets (count 'em— two) showed up, 
not through errors by my hosts, caller 
Dick and Carole Manning, but Memorial 
Day weekend put a shroud on the crowd. 
Oh well, love, laugh, and live it up. I flew 
home to rest and regroup. 

A closing word. As I pensively pen 
these lines it is late June and Memphis 
looms mightily (Can't wait to see y'all at 
the National.), but beyond that, as you 
read these dippy dabblings it will be 
almost mid-August and— excuse a per-
sonal reference again— Cathie and I will 
be celebrating twenty-five years of wed-
ded bliss and blisters together. Some of 
you will say, as you glance at our co-
editorial page. "How do they look so 
young?" I'm glad you asked that. Cathie 
was a child bride. And I refuse to print 
anything but my high school photo. year 
after year. Some time, after I'm gone, 
folks will probably say, "He was a living 
lemon in his own thyme!" 
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