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A Day with Miss Johnstone of Ardrossan 

 

All was in apple-pie order�a first-rate keyboard in 
the car, Marion Turnock of Leicester Branch to be 
picked up at seven, music, shoes, kilt�and I was 
just embarking upon the climb into the Wolds 
when I began to wish I’d brought the kitchen door, 
because I’d left the keyboard stand leaning 
against it.  I said the word, loudly, and drove back 
to collect it�just the stand, however, not the door 
since otherwise there’d be no place for Marion’s 
keyboard and stand .  We pulled in at the school 
in Parsons Green, London, just in time for a 
genteel infusion of tea before the serious business 
began. 
 
We found ourselves being addressed by an 
inspirational lady who somehow managed, within 
ten minutes, to have a weird miscellany of 
pianists, fiddlers, squeeze-box merchants, a 
guitarist, a drummer and a flautist playing in 
ensemble as if we’d been rehearsing together for 
weeks. Tips on technique and setting of speeds, 
particularly on matching the accompaniment and 
its dynamics to the figure being danced, were 
interspersed with `quotable quotes’ �a small 
reference to the `Ghastly Garry’ drew a murmur of 
general approval, as did a mention of `Rent-a-
Bands’ who somehow seem to continue in 
business without frequent and regular rehearsals. 
The morning was spent completely upon reels 
and jigs, and once she had got us up to speed 
with `Earl of Mansfield’ Muriel gave no quarter 
whatsoever and we played several sets of 32 bars 
eight times through!   
 
A tasty lunch was followed by an afternoon 
session on strathspeys, during which it emerged 
that despite the information sent out, Muriel had 
somehow contrived to put us in as a cèilidh item. 
So a scratch rehearsal of `A Waltz for Kylin’  for 
piano, fiddle, flute, guitar and drum took place 
before a fly cup of tea and a rush to get the 
keyboards into the hall in preparation for the 
cèilidh, after which Muriel addressed an audience 
on `Music -  a help or a hindrance?’  All day we 
had been frantically searching through sheaves of 
music and now Muriel, after a superb 
demonstration of how to play a strathspey tune in 
eighteenth century style but now wishing to play 
through the lead tune for `Culla Bay’ to illustrate a 
point, was beset with the same problem.   Could 
somebody sing her the opening bars ?  There 
was a long silence until, not wishing to let loose 

my bathroom baritone and make the heavens 
open for the remainder of the day, I whistled it�. 
 
The cèilidh featured several firm favourites, 
including `The Starry-Eyed Lassie’  and `Neidpath 
Castle’  plus two dances from the London dem 
team, Eric Finley’s inimitable rendering of `The 
Wee Kirkcudbright Centipede’, a couple of waltzes 
and our item which in the end was arranged for 
pianos, fiddles, guitar and drum, mostly at the last 
minute! 
 
One unexpected bonus: Marion and I found 
ourselves seated in front of two excellent 
fiddlers�only later did it emerge that we were all 
teachers, escaped or otherwise�and, had time 
permitted, we would have been delighted to 
rehearse with them and perform as a quartet.  
Some other time, perhaps� 
 

The Dem that Never Was 

 
Quod NON erat demonstrandum�  so there we 
all are, in position, immaculate in kilts, white 
dresses and sashes and looking for the organiser 
who has sworn great oaths that we shall be 
performing right next to the PA system.  For the 
moment the sun is shining but meteorological 
awareness, fine-tuned through decades of 
chasing steam trains with cameras, tells of a dirty 
great nimbus wafting over from Hinckley all ready 
to drop the lot in minutes.  The tarmac upon which 
we shall be performing in honour of Terpsichore is 
now occupied by a fire appliance whose driver, 
anxious not to get himself bogged in case there’s 
a shout, has driven off the grass and on to the 
road.   I find a somebody who, at the third attempt 
on a geriatric radio-phone, gets hold of the 
organiser.  Meanwhile, a brisk two minutes’ walk 
away, I spot the PA system which comprises two 
speakers about the right size for your front room 
parping merrily away in front of a strip of mud and 
puddles which bids fair to award us the world 
première for SCD mud-wrestling should we be 
daft enough to try to dance anywhere near where 
the noise is coming from.   We still have no music 
but Rhona, luckily, has brought some emergency 
discs, though there is some doubt as to whether 
or not the PA system will play them as they’re 
rewriteables.   So long as we don’t mind dancing 
`Wild Geese’ to the music for `Rothesay Rant’, 
`Bratach Bana’ to `Anniversary Reel’  and 
`Dundee Failure’ to dear knaws what we’re ready 
to roll.  We might just fit it in before that cloud 
gets too close for comfort�so can we dance 
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NOW?  Sorry, says the organiser, the dog-show 
isn’t finished yet.  So the four-legged fiends strut 
their stuff in full sunlight, we have a walk-through 
in outdoor shoes and smirring rain,  Shuggie gets 
the photos and we all hope for the best but all of a 
sudden it’s bucketing so there’s a mass rush for 
the cars.  Fifteen minutes later we’re back to 
drizzle so I go across a deserted field to the brave 
lads on the PA�who’ve just been told that they 
can pack up because the weather’s so 
awful�.whose idea was this??? 
 

 
Photo: Studio Shuggie 

Is it handbags at dawn for First Lady’s place?  
Answers on a postcard, please. 

 

The Art and Practice of Coarse Scottish Country 
Dancing�continued� 

 
Meanwhile�to most people it may be the title of 
a little-known novel by H.G.Wells but for those 
thirled to the weekly dance class it may carry the 
doom-laden message of  `Ye’re oan yer own, 
pal.’, especially to the dancing couple. If you’re 
lucky there may be just one Meanwhile in the 
course of thirty-two bars, where you execute with 
due lightness and grace what you honestly 
believe the perpetrator had in mind, meanwhile 
hoping like hell that the remainder of the 
meanwhilers are doing their bit, if for no better 
reason than to keep out of the way of the 
Wednesday night drunks in Casualty, well 
lubricated with something other than Midnight Oil.  
Should you be rash enough to attempt Mr. 
Drewry’s brilliant jig `The Flying Spur’.to this day 
I don’t know whether the racehorse or the Clyde 
Port Authority tug was the inspiration for the 
name�you will find a Meanwhile in each and 
every one of the eight-bar phrases, and when the 
dancing couple are performing a half figure of 
eight through their hard-working supporters who 
are dancing rights and lefts but at ninety degrees 
to the orthodox, the dance-floor begins to 
resemble one of those military motor-bike 
displays, the difference being that one hopes that 
the soldierly bikers have had more than five 
minutes’ perusal of a damp and tatty crib-sheet 
plus a quick ride-through before they face their 
particular brand of music� 
 
 

Did you Guess the Dance? 

 

 
 

This is the memorial to the men of the 51
st
 

Highland Division who fell in battle on the Somme 
in 1916.  Barely thirty years later the `Reel of the 
Fifty-First’ would take shape in a German 
prisoner of war camp.   
 

Dance Scottish Week 

 

 
Photo: Dilys’s friend 

For the Branch’s first contribution to `Dance 
Scottish Week’ Tony Payne led a taster session at 
East Leake Village Hall.  So early in the season it 
is always a challenge to spread the word but 
nonetheless twenty-two people, some of them 
complete beginners, came along to have a go and 
a good time was had by all. Thanks also to Garth 
for his valiant efforts for publicity in East Leake.  
 

Preparations for the 50th 

 
When the Committee met on 3

rd
 November the 

members did all that they could to clear up all 
outstanding business in order to concentrate on 
two big items for 2009 – the Branch’s 50

th
 

anniversary and the ASCDS Festival. So far we 
have the venue, a band and a caterer; the next 
steps will be printing for tickets and flyers, wider 
than normal publicity, a celebration cake and 
perchance a dance-book . Watch this space! 
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International dem in Loughborough 

 
Two demonstration dances were organised in 
Loughborough over the last month. We were 
invited to dance as part of the International Youth 
Conference. Gina, Garth, Sue, Andrew, Pip and 
Shuggie had a last minute talk through from Tony 
on the dances. We danced Village Reel followed 
by Mairi's Wedding. We then showed the 
audience  Highland Rambler in the hope that 
some people would give it a go. After a bit of 
persuasion we managed to get the floor full of 
willing volunteers to dance Highland Rambler 
followed by The Gale. There was a lot of laughter, 
and fun was had by all.  We were invited to stay 
for the rest of the evening. People from different 
countries shared stories and had traditional food 
and drink from their own country for everyone to 
try. There was some Greek and Moldavian 
dancing that we all got involved in.  
 
The second demonstration was as part of the One 
World Week in Loughborough. There were talks 
and dances from different nationalities. There was 
a demonstration from an Indian lady which did 
make me think that we had a lot to live up to, as 
she was very good. This time the same team took 
part except that Dilys stepped in instead of 
Shuggie. We danced The Duchess Tree and 
Bratach Bana. We then managed to get a 
surprising number of people up on the floor to join 
in. The most surprising thing was the number  of 
people we managed to fit into a very small dance-
floor!                                                   Pip Sperling 
 

Summer Garden Dances 

 
The two garden dances last `summer’ received 
honourable mention at Committee recently and 
we would like to repeat and perhaps extend this 
option next year since both were so well 
supported. 
 

The AGM 

 
 Forget the easing of aching beam-ends, the 
eventual scramble for lukewarm tea and the 
fruitless pursuit of a light meal in a dark and near-
deserted city centre when the proceedings ground 
to a halt after a mere 3¼ hours: we as your 
delegates cast our votes in accordance with views 
expressed at recent Committee meetings, though 
voting on the most contentious item – the 
possibility of joining a Branch but not the Society – 
was, wisely, postponed until AGM 2009. We will 
remember 
 
� The futility of framing `one-size-fits-all’ 

principles in a Society of autonomous 
branches, resulting in motions and 
amendments whose full implications had 
eluded their proposers, and endless 
discussion and points of order to the detriment 
of consideration of later business when many 

were anxious [a] to get ready for the evening 
dance and [b] to get up off their bahoochies 
on any pretext at all� 

� The chairman who, during the tangled 
discussion and voting on these amendments, 
more than once forgot on what we were 
supposed to be voting – and who could blame 
him? 

� The Kiwi lassie who announced that it was 
unlikely that anyone there present had three 
hands: 

� The delegate who raised a point of 
information on item 12.3 when the rest of the 
meeting was still on 12.2: 

� The unbelievable news that the job-spec for 
the new Secretary, who was present at the 
meeting and whose remit included a share in 
the overhaul of the Society’s financial 
structure, omitted any reference to financial 
background or qualifications!   

However, in the doom-laden words of OFSTED, 
there are faint gleams of light at the end of the 
tunnel: 
� However belatedly, the Management Board 

seems to be emerging from behind reams of 
management-speak and waffle to take charge 
of the knees-up in the brewery and confront 
the financial realities of the new century: 

� The estimable Elspeth Gray is to be free to 
concentrate on communication between the 
high heid yins in Edinburgh and the Branches 
– and more power to her elbow! 

 

ASCDS Festival 2009 

 
Our postie has just dropped next year’s choices of 
dances for the massed dancing through the letter-
box, so now it’s a matter of convening a sub-
committee to trawl through the whole lot and 
come up with twelve out of over a hundred 
submissions�anything not taken for the massed 
dancing will be considered for the evening social. 
By the way, since we’re co-hosting the 2009 
Festival with the Galloways and our part in it is the 
afternoon session, we shall be asking for help 
from as many volunteers as possible to carry out 
all the tasks which help the Festival to run 
smoothly.        
             

St. Andrews Summer School 2008 
 – after a 35-year break 

 

It seemed a Good Thing to go back.  We’d never 
had sufficient leave-of-absence time that 
coincided to make it practicable without disrupting 
the family or work – which had been a pity.  So – it 
was time to return, with a mixture of eager 
anticipation and nervousness.  We duly drove up 
via Melrose, and registered on a cloudy Sunday 
afternoon.  Immediate first purchase for £1 – 
recap book for all the evening dances.   
 
The application forms had given us an idea of 
what was different and what was almost the same 
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as in 1973 (the RSCDS’s Golden Anniversary 
year), and the week tended to confirm this.  
Summarized, they were: 
 
Differences:- Less rigid dress code:  relatively 
much higher fees: much more variety and quantity 
of good-quality food: tea/coffee-making facilities 
and supplies in the rooms: more choice of evening 
dances published: parallel Musicians’ Course:  
classes for Seniors in parallel with “open” classes: 
afternoon sales of shoes/dresses: tighter 
organization for `stooges’ for the Teacher’s 
Certificate practical examinations. 
 
Almost the same: accommodation/venues and 
parking arrangements: organisation of the day 
(two morning classes, free afternoons,                                                                          
evening dances with an evening cèilidh):                     
grading of the classes: choices for the second 
class (Highland/Step dances as well as                                                                  
more Country Dancing): the bookshop:                             
the organisation of the “big” Younger Hall dance 
on Thursday evening: the Friday evening cèilidh 
(the “Macbeth” Witches sketch,                                            
the Sherry Dance, lots of quality-performance 
music): the high standard of the advanced 
dancers: nice friendly people. 
 
Both of us (in different classes) enjoyed two 3-day 
sessions with different teachers and learned a lot, 
including (for me) correcting technique faults and 
slacknesses that had crept in (even at the cost of 
an Achilles tendon strain occurring as Thursday 
started).  A lot of good laughs happened; there 
was “space” to relax; the office staff were 
unfailingly helpful.  As we started back, we agreed 
that it had been a Good Thing – and we don’t 
want to leave it too long before going back.                                                         
Tony 
 

Hong Kong shoes? It’s all an ugly rumour! 

 
My dance-shoes having reached the stage 
associated with David Broome’s infamous hard 
hat, with a hole getting bigger by the class-night 
forbye, it seemed sensible to call in at Glenrothes 
and St. Andrews Shoemakers for a replacement 
pair on our return from the East Neuk.  It was 
rather surprising to discover that the reception 
area doubled as a fitting-room(!) but nothing was 
too much trouble for the staff in this friendly and 
sensibly small-scale establishment.  Before I even 
tried on my replacement pair, kilt hose appeared 
from nowhere, probably because nobody really 
wanted to see my bare feet anyway�Rhona, who 
only the previous day had faced the perils of 
Lundin Links golf course on the Fife Coastal Path 
and sustained an avulsion fracture of her right 
ankle, also managed to try on a new pair, at which 
point the proprietor appeared and asked whether 
we would like a tour of the factory?  So we met 
the Master Shoemaker and his assistants, and 
were shown the varied types and colours of 
leather in stock – even Scottish deerskin, 
especially popular with German customers – 

before seeing the process from beginning to end; 
how the uppers were cut out from leather – 
supplied from Barrhead -  in either one or two 
pieces using press-tools made in the exact shape; 
how the insole was treated with primer and then 
with glue before being heated in a second cousin 
to one of those awful hotel toast-machines, 
followed by bonding to the sole in a press under 
45 lb.psi pressure; how the upper and the 
complete sole were placed on the correct size of 
last, glue was carefully brushed on and, of all 
things, the shoemaker then took hold of a pair of 
snipe-nose pliers to grasp the upper and fix it 
firmly to the glued sole. As ever, he made the job 
look easy but told us that it had taken him six 
years to master the craft.  We were assured that 
the use of glue to attach the soles rather than 
stitching made for a stronger end product.  
Strangely, a rumour has been circulating in SCD 
circles that the company’s shoes are made in 
Hong Kong: we beg to differ!  
 

Saturday Social, 27
th

 September 

 
The first Saturday Social of the season was held 
in the West Park Pavilion and the programme 
attracted a good attendance.  Tony Payne kindly 
acted as MC for the second half since yours truly 
had been invited to set off for the Emerald Isle at 
some ungodly hour on the following morning and 
had to retire to bed after supper!  

 
 

Hungary for more? 

 
If anyone would like to know more about a 
forthcoming dance weekend in Budapest, Klára 
and Tómi have application forms and flights are 
available from about £50, hopefully inclusive of 
goggles and parachute� 
 

Dates for your Diary 

 
Saturday, 29

th
 November:  Nottingham Scottish 

Association, St. Andrew’s Night Dinner, Masonic 
Hall, Goldsmith Street, 7.30 for 8, £23. 
 
Saturday, 6

th
 December: Our Branch Saturday 

Social, West Park Pavilion, 7.30 p.m., recorded 
music, £5/£3. 
 
Wednesday, 31

st
 December: Our Branch 

Hogmanay Dance, West Park Pavilion, 8 p.m. to 
midnight, recorded music, £6/£3. 

GOOD HOME WANTEDGOOD HOME WANTEDGOOD HOME WANTEDGOOD HOME WANTED 

ROYAL STEWART KILT 32/34 

CLAN CHATTAN KILT 32/34 

SGIAN DUBH 

TARTAN HOSE 

SPORRAN 

See David or Rhona and haggle! 


