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				Wanna Dance?
			   Linda Monnahan Peterson

	At around eight o’clock on a frigid winter night many years ago, a car came into 
our farmyard and pulled up through the snow to our back door. Finding this somewhat strange, since nobody but us and our close friends and neighbors used that route to our house, we wondered who was visiting us at this hour of the night.
     As my husband, Gordon, went to the door, he was met by two young guys who offered, “Good evening, sir. We are here to offer you some dance lessons.”
     “You’re here for what?” Gordon asked.
    “Dance lessons. Wouldn’t you like to take the missus out for a nice evening of dancing?” the one asked as he demonstrated a fancy step on our porch.
     Gordon had never been a dancer and was not about to start now. After quite a bit of back and forth on their part, since they were not easily dissuaded, he told them to take their offer down the road, slamming the door in their faces.
     After he had locked the door behind them, and as they left the yard, Gordon noticed 
two burlier men in the back seat of their car. This made him think their real intentions were much more nefarious than they let on.
     As we watched them turn in the direction of our young neighbors, I decided to call to warn them. “Jerry,” I said as he answered my call, “We just had a carload of guys stop here trying to sell dancing lessons.”
     I could hear the smile creep across his face as he said, “Okay Linda, we’ll be on the lookout for them.” He thought I had been into the cooking sherry or something.
     But I had the last laugh later that week when our phone rang on that Friday night. It was Jerry; “Linda, you know those dance teachers you told me about? I just read in the paper about them being arrested in northwest Austin, trying to sell the same thing!” 
     I had just regained my neighborhood credentials.

*Austin, Minnesota, the home of the flagship factory of Geo. A. Hormel meat packers, is twenty miles northeast of us.
