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The Ruthie-Town dancing hall overwhelmed Kelsie. 

For the first time all day, she didn’t care that the end-of-May air was sweltering hot, and definitely too warm to be wearing something as voluminous as a homemade hoop skirt. She was too enchanted by the space around her. Open-mouthed, she could barely tear her gaze away.

Normally, the space was open and empty. The decor was limited to flowers on tables placed around the room, where the arched windows could shine light on them. The stage was bare, the velvet curtains pulled back, and kept plain for the musicians who would play there.

Today, sumptuous garlands had been strung across the ceiling. Enormous bouquets of roses sat at the front door. Chandeliers lit the space with a warm and inviting glow. It made Kelsie want to weep with happiness. 

To think I almost didn’t come today, all because I didn’t have my car, she thought, taking a turn around the room. I certainly wouldn’t have been able to walk here from my house. A mile in this dress would’ve been terribly difficult.

She let her heart open up to the place, and the simple pleasure of being in this grand hall. It was as if she’d been transported back in time. The word ‘home’ came to her mind. A quote from Ecclesiastes also floated through her head:

“There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens...” 

Perhaps this was her season of happiness and revelry.

Yes, she knew. There was a reason she’d seen that advertisement in the notice board clutter outside her waltz class. This was where she belonged: dancing in a preserved grand hallway, wearing an antique-style gown that she’d made herself. This was right and good.

The caller for the event tapped the mic and, after introducing herself as Margo, asked everyone to pick a partner for the first dance of the evening.

My dad would faint if he saw that such a grand occasion was using a DJ instead of a live band to perform the music! Kelsie thought, biting her lip to keep from laughing. And then he would insist on playing the piano himself, while Mom sang a perfectly period accurate piece. Oh, if only they could see this now.

“Excuse me.”

A sweet, resonant voice spoke to her left. Startled, she turned to find a dashing young woman beside her. Her dark, thick hair curled around her forehead, and her equally deep gaze held Kelsie’s, more gently than any man’s ever had. Unlike the other women in the room, who were in long ballgowns and crinolines with hoop skirts, this woman wore a three-piece suit.

It took Kelsie’s breath away, until she noticed the shy way she ducked her head and stood a healthy foot away from her.

“My name is Lauren. Would you care to dance?” she asked.

“Yes,” Kelsie whispered. She took Lauren’s outstretched hand and let her lead her into the center of the floor. Soon, they were surrounded by other dancers taking their places, too.

Her friend, Callie, was one of them, already standing in wait with her partner. She practically floated in her pink hoop skirt. As Kelsie stepped up beside her, Callie smiled.

At the sight of Lauren, Callie gasped. “Oh my,” she whispered to Kelsie behind her hand. She let out a nervous giggle that made Kelsie blush. “Hold onto that one, my friend. She looks quite charming!”

“I’m sure she’ll have a dance with every person here,” Kelsie said, waving her friend’s giddiness away. Inside, she couldn’t help the butterflies that had erupted in her stomach at being near her partner.

Lauren gave her a shy smile.

Then she remembered something very important. "My name is Kelsie," she said. 

Lauren smile brightened. "That's a beautiful name," she said, making something in Kelsie’s heart pitter-patter. 

The only thing she could notice about her in that moment was how nice her hands felt in Lauren’s: warm and gentle, as if she didn't dare hold onto Kelsie too hard, for fear of hurting her fingers. 

Then, the caller instructed them to bow, take their positions, and the English country dance began. She didn't have time to think about Lauren much while she leaped, spun, and hopped her way across the dance floor. All of her attention stayed strictly on the other dancers, following their movements when she got lost, and gliding after them once she had the steps figured out. 

As she danced, her skirt swirled around her. She couldn't help the laughter that bubbled up from her throat. If she closed her eyes, and ignored all of the modern lighting and speakers pumping music into the room, she could easily believe she was back in time, when dances such as these were so commonplace, they were nearly unremarkable. 

It nearly broke her heart when the music ended. Smiling, she joined the other dancers as they bowed to their partners, and then clapped for the musicians. To her delight, she had managed to wind up back beside the attractive woman who had first asked her to dance with her. 

"Thank you for accompanying me this time, Kelsie," her partner said, folding her hands behind her back. 

She blushed, trying not to fiddle with her fingers out of nervousness. "You're very welcome...my goodness, I'm sorry, I forgot your name," she said. Her cheeks went hot with shame and she clapped her hands over her mouth. 

Her partner laughed a little. The sound was so low, she felt that it nearly rumbled in her own chest, though they stood at least a foot apart from each other. "I'm Lauren. My friends like to call me Lo, or Law because I'm studying the subject, or on their more wicked days, Laurie." 

That made her smile. "Like the character from Little Women?" she asked. 

Lauren shook her head, confusion tangling her features. "I'm not familiar with that. Is it a book?" 

The very question made her gasp. "Yes! Oh my goodness, it's quite a popular one, as well. They made several movies about it," she said. She had rocked onto her toes in her excitement, and forced herself to calm down, dropping back onto her low-heeled shoes, in case she embarrassed herself. "It's a classic piece of literature." 

"And this Laurie character—are they decent?" she asked, studying Kelsie with some amusement. 

She nearly melted into the floor. "The most decent. He's a true gentleman, as you are a true gentlewoman," she said, biting back a shy grin at her own boldness. 

Laurie leaned closer, a new smile on her face. "Then I'll read it, on your recommendation, and you alone may call me Laurie, for knowing that reference." 

Kelsie wanted to faint with glee. “And do you have a book you could recommend in return?” she all but whispered.

Laurie blushed. “Endymion by Keats, I think,” she said, a smile tugging at her lips. Her eyes fairly shined as she held Kelsie’s gaze.

Kelsie nodded hard, repeating the title to herself. Before she could get another word in, the caller announced a jig was to be performed. The moment the dance was announced, Laurie clicked her tongue with something like disappointment, and then took a step back. 

"I'm not so good with jigs. I'll leave you to enjoy the rest of your evening, Kelsie. Thank you, again. You dance beautifully," she said, bowing to her once more, and then making her way out. 

"You're welcome," she breathed, staring until she had left the room entirely. 

Part of her longed to go after Laurie. She even found herself taking a couple of steps towards the door, in case she might follow. 

Another part of her longed to keep dancing. Now that she was here, she wanted nothing more than the feel of her feet leading her across a room to a beautiful rhythm. While she adored sewing, and knew in her deepest heart that that was God's calling for her, she never felt quite as joyful or exuberant as when she danced. 

As Callie approached her, glowing with happiness to perform the jig, Kelsie turned away from Laurie’s retreat. Maybe there would be other dances. She relaxed as the musicians started, and did her best not to glance over her shoulder to try to catch sight of the woman. 

By the time the jig was in full swing, she was having so much fun that she nearly forgot about her.

But she never forgot about her entirely. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2


[image: ]


“It was simply the most fun I've ever had. I think I could do it all again tomorrow," Kelsie said to Callie. She spoke as she walked up to the door of her dance class the following week. 

“If you can find a ball that's happening, I will gladly join you," Callie said. 

Kelsie sighed. "That really is the problem, isn't it? We have to see if more will be around..." She gasped. "What if we threw one ourselves? We know plenty of dancers, and the summer is winding down. We could have this be our last hurrah before the autumn comes. We could even do a theme, like the 1920s, or something." 

As she spoke, a thought came to her and she gasped. “We could do a midsummer night theme! It’s the perfect time of year and the holiday is right around the corner.”

Callie laughed. "I like the way you think. Let me finish up here at work, and then I can put some ideas together. and we can compare notes in the morning." 

"Great idea,” Kelsie said, and then gasped again, from her spot at the entrance to the school gym where her class was held. There, in the center of the room, stood Laurie, talking to the other dancers like she had always been there before. 

“What is it? Hello?” Callie said. 

“That woman is here, the cute one from the ball,” Kelsie whispered. 

Callie gasped, too. "Tell me everything when you get home.”

“Absolutely
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