
Chairmanôs Thoughts 

Dates for your Diary Royal Scottish 
Country Dance  

Society 
 

April 2010April 2010  

Friday 16 April  The Galloways  
Band - Robert Whitehead  

Supper included 
Grange Hall, Radcliffe on Trent. 

Contact  Julia Varney 01332 757177 
  

17 April Leicester RSCDS  
Band - Phil Jones 

Avenue Road Leicester. LE2 3EJ 
Contact Pam Hood info@leicesterrscds.org.uk  

 
 8 May Corby SCD  

St. Andrews Church Hall, 
Occupation Road, Corby 

Marion Oram 0779 303 3647 
Eileen Smith 01536 515460 
eileen79@btopenworld.com  

 
   8 May ASCDS Festival  

Ollerton Leisure Centre  
 massed dancing and evening dance 
Pam Hood info@leicesterrscds.org.uk 

 
15 May Nottingham RSCDS Annual 

Dance.  
 Band- Chris Dewhurst  

Supper included  
West Park Pavilion, Loughborough Rd West 

Bridgford,  
NG2 7JE  

David & Rhona Page  
0115 981 3215 

DPage60051@aol.com  
 

  5 June. 7.00 pm  Market Harborough  
60th Anniversary Ball  

DINNER included  
Band- Robert Whitehead  

Assembly Rooms, Welland Park Road,  
Market Harborough. LE16 9DR 

janet@marchand.me.uk  
Tickets from Sally Gardner 01858 464247  

BOOKING REQUIRED BY  3 MAY   
 

24th June 7.45  
 Leicester RSCDS AGM  
Social dancing afterwards 

 
10 July  

day event + evening dance inc. supper  
Leeds White Rose Festival  

Band - George Meikle  
The Gateways School, Harewood, 

 Leeds   Pam Hood info@leicesterrscds.org.uk  
  

Committee Matters  
Minutes of the committee meetings are available for you to read on the 
notice board. 

How time flies when youôre having fun. Itôs March already and 

time for another newsletter and Easter is just around the cor-
ner. In spite of the extremely wintery conditions during Janu-

ary and February, the Tuesday and Thursday classes contin-
ued as usual. So a big thank you to everyone who made the 

effort and braved the snowy and icy roads to come to class. 

We only missed one week and that was because of building 
work at Holy Cross. 

The February Saturday Social Dance, to CDs, was well at-
tended, thanks to Sue for convening it. There were concerns 

that the Day School would not be viable and we did have to 
cancel the intermediate class because of insufficient numbers. 

On the day, however, there were 40 dancers at both the 

morning and the afternoon sessions. This year the teacher 
was Helen Russell, from Hull. Helen has taught at a number of 

Scottish Country Dance courses in the UK and around the 
world. Her instructions were clear and she worked on a num-

ber of points of technique. Bob Shakespeare was the musician 

and his music complemented Helenôs teaching. All in all, it was 
a very enjoyable day. Thanks very much to Pamela and Keith 

for convening the Day School and the evening social dance, 
and to everyone else who helped to make it a successful day. 

 
After the Easter break the next Saturday Social Dance will be 

on 17th April dancing to Phill Jones. This yearôs ASCDS festival 

is on Saturday 8th May at the usual venue in Ollerton. The 
White Rose Festival is on 10th July at Harewood, Leeds.  If any 

of the new members are interested in coming to either of 
these please speak to Doris. There will be practices for both 

festivals on Wednesday evenings nearer the time. 

This year the AGM is on Thursday 24 June, at 7.45pm, with a 
social dance following the business part of the evening. As 

usual, all the places on the committee will be open for elec-
tion, so please consider standing. Under the current rules 

Pamela has to vacate the position of Secretary this year, so 

we will be looking for a replacement. She has been a very effi-
cient Secretary, ensuring that the branch activities run 

smoothly. And I have her to thank for providing my scripts for 
the Thursday notices. The committee meets about six times a 

year, usually on a Tuesday evening, at Kirkby Muxloe Library.  
If you would like to know more about the work of the commit-

tee, please speak to me or any of the other committee mem-

bers.  
Keith Evans 



DAY SCHOOL 2010  

Chapter 1.  
 

                How many Scottish dancers does it take to switch on a cooker? 
Saturday 14th. March, the usual bright blue skied weather and the committee gather around 8.30 a.m. at the usual venue.  We 
have recovered from the alarms and excursions of the previous fortnight which had threatened possibly no Bob Shakespeare and 
even cancellation of the whole day. We walk through the building painstakingly check -listing with the Caretaker. Doris, in the 
thrall of some subconscious presentiment (more of which later!), asks that the staff room be opened to allow easy access to w a-
ter for Margaret the master tea maker.  The caretaker leaves and we set about chairs, tables, badges etc. Bob Shakespeare and 
Helen Russell arrive, coffee and biscuits are partaken of and the class begins. 
Charlene arrives with lunch and innocently asks, ñHas the cooker been switched on?ò No, but that is easily taken care of and one 
member is dispatched accordingly. Some time later, 5 folk are gathered in the wee kitchen, the cooker is not switched on be-
cause we canôt find the switch!  We óphone the caretaker who has gone walkabout without his mobile!  Meeting in the aforemen-
tioned lately opened staff room, we spot another cooker happily sporting a clearly visible switch.  Some time later all the p ota-
toes are stuffed into the lately, but TOO lately, switched on cooker. By this time it is very clear that the potatoes will ne ver be 
cooked in time, a cold buffet loomséé..and then we spot a Microwave! 
 

Chapter 2.  
            How many Scottish dancers does it take to switch on a microwave? 
A cold buffet looms even closer as 5 folk now wrestle with a recalcitrant microwave and the caretaker is still awol.   The ti me 
wants only 30 minutes to lunch time.  
To cut a long story short 3 things happen almost simultaneously, Keith O.  beats the microwave into submission, finds the mis s-
ing other oven switch which we now donôt need and 
ééthe Caretaker phones!!  Charlene performs mira-
cles as she hurls potatoes in and out from oven to 
microwave and v.v. Suffice to say, greatly relieved, 
the shattered 5 and everyone else finally enjoyed a 
really delicious lunch! 
(Well how difficult is it to locate a cooker switch I 
hear you cry?  The fact that it is tucked way up in a 
high side cupboard cunningly sheltered by dozens of 

boxes of bandages and plasters may have had 
something to do with it!)  
The rest of the day was well nigh perfect, Helen 
Russell and Bob Shakespeare making a dynamic 
duo.  Itôs now 5.30 p.m. and with tired feet propped 
up, we relaxed and ate our tea in the fortuitously 
opened staff room. A very enjoyable evening dance 
closed a super day.  I should mention that Char-
leneôs parting words were,  
ñ Please can one of us remember where the switch 
is next year, because, you know, the same thing 
happened last year!ò(CH.3. How many SCD does it 
take to remember from one year to another??)     
  Pam Hood 

Bob Shakespeare and Helen Russell  

Skye News  

Yes, itôs that time again. I expect you are all booking your holidays and in the meantime enjoying your dancing. 
Up here we are pleased to see the back of a cold Christmas and very icy conditions. The snow on the tops of the higher mounta ins 
has only just about melted.  
Unfortunately for us bowlers, we have been unable to practise our skills (!!!) in the Portree Community Hall since Christmas owing 
to the fact that Someone turned off the water supply to the Hall, BUT Someone turned it back on again and left it running all night, 
hence a very wet floor, Ho Ho!  
Family news ï just three cats now; two, sadly had to be put to sleep, old age caught up.  
In January 24lbs of milk bottle tops were taken to Kyle to be crushed and made into fishing creels. A good day out for two 
neighbours and I, and a good meal on the return journey. It was declared that we will enjoy ourselves again in due course.  

I enjoyed myself for an hour just inside the Co -op store in Portree last Saturday, a bit nippy each time the door opened but I w as 
well wrapped up. 
I was collecting for the Marie Curie Cancer Care and, I must say, most men were very generous - turning out all their loose chan ge 
from their pockets. I would then say óNow, would you like another Daffodil, a balloon or a sticker?ô A bit silly, I suppose, but they 
joined in the fun. The organiser collected my tin before I left and during that evening phoned to say that £644.28 had been c ol-
lected that day at the Co-op. 
At the last meeting of the Scottish Womenôs Rural Institute Dunvegan Group we were on our feet experiencing Taoist Tai Chi. Inter-
esting, but not for me. Good to have tried it, though.  
Recently I have paid £5.00 and joined the Skye gardening society. Last year I filled a gap if someone could not a make a trip , I  shall 
feel óofficialô this year and enjoy the outings. As long as they do not want to view my little strip of a garden ï it is the rig ht size for 
me, now. 
Regards to everyone, 

Olive. 



May I, in these lines of rhyme,  
Go back through seven days of time, 
Not in detail-that wouldnôt do, 
It might just worry one or two!  
 
But seriously, Iôm sure Iôm right, 
In saying on this final night,  
This weekôs been great and quite a treat, 
Despite some aches and tired feet. 
 
You all came here perchance to dance, 
And you have taken every chance, 
To show the Scottish country form,  
Is good for brains as well as brawn!  
 
The trips, excursions, what you will,  
To towns and villages, vale and hill, 
Were really fine and so ensured, 
We had no reason to be bored! 
 
And now Iôll draw to your attention, 
The odd event deserving mention. 
No names, no pack drill Iôll give out, 
But you will know them Iôve no doubt. 
 
The juice dispenser caused commotion, 
Each time the thing was set in motion.  
You placed the glass and drink did choose, 
The button pressed ï and filled your shoes! 
 
I met a man the other night,  
I thought heôd suffered in a fight. 
His kilt and shirt were drenched in red,  
Concerned, I sought the wound that bled.  
But then I learned the true mishap ï 
A vintage chateau-neuf-du-pape. 

 
Och! That ancient CD beastie, 
Caused such panic in the breastie! 
Each DJ complained in vain, 
When told to play a track again!  
 
Take this advice passed on to me, 
In confidence and secrecy. 
When dressing for a day excursion, 
Demanding steps, inclines, exertion, 
Youôll be embarrassed if you dare, 
Wear non-elastic underwear! 
 
We have a meteorological man, 
Who forecasts weather when he can. 
With seaweed and a hazel branch, 
He clearly wonôt rely on chance. 
 
Success has brought this weather guru, 
The strangest power put before you.  
The ladies cannot but be drawn, 
To this fine master of the storm.  
 
His entourage grows ever greater; 
One wonders, maybe soon or later, 
To satisfy these ladiesô needs, 
Theyôll bring the prophet to his knees! 
And then weôll have to guess again, 
And pack our mac in case of rain. 
 
 
The Spanish police are quite concerned, 
From recent information learned, 
That following on from lager louts,  
British tourists are hereabouts, 
 

 
Visiting clubs and when they close, 
Are pouring onto streets in droves, 
To shout and scream and leap and prance, 
In a ritualistic Scottish dance.  
 
One night the noise from this hotel,  
Sounded like the yells from hell. 
But all was soon explained away - 
Theyôd heard a Scottish piper play.        
He didnôt stay for long and soon, 
Heôd played his final highland tune. 
 
At first the locals were perturbed,  
To have their beauty sleep disturbed. 
But then they cried, ñO look, how nice!ò 
ñHeôs rid the town of rats and mice!ò 
 
A snapshot of our group was planned, 
And so we gathered round to stand,  
Whilst photographic apparatus, 
Malfunctioned such to cause hiatus. 
And as we ï impatient ï stood and waited, 
An artist could have sketched and painted, 
All of us in every hue, 
And hung the picture in the loo!  
 
Itôs only left for me to say, 
As this short week now fades away, 
Thanks to you all ï MCs, DJs, 
To those who in their various ways,  
Have helped to make this dancing tour, 
Leave all of us to beg for more.  
 
But the biggest thanks, you must agree,  
Now goes to George, for it was he, 
Who brought us to this venue here,  
To build upon his first idea.  
So clap your hands and tables knock 
For George ï the Shepherd of our Flock!! 

A Nejra farewell, written by the Nerja Poet in Residence, David  Anderson  

UK Pensioners Riot in Spain  


