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For the good are always the merry
Save by an evil chance

And the merry love the fiddle
And the merry love to dance

W. B. Yeats
Dear Friends,

I'm not going to spread this around, but I’ve discovered the secret of
longevity, - not personally you understand, but I’m definitely on to the
formula. Last November, Frank Sheridan (Orpington) chalked up his 100th
birthday and by way of celebration took a trip round the Bay of Biscay
in Concorde at some 1,340 mph, this being slightly faster than the
aircraft of the RFC in which Frank served during World War 1. Brigadier
Hugh McIntyre will be celebrating his century on 11th September this
year. Margaret Lucas (Deal) with whom he set up the Deal group in 1948,
tells me that he is in good form and that she has photographs of him
which she had at the Ball. Two gentlemen and now a lady. The
grandmother of Paul Phippard (Canterbury & Thanet) - and he is obviously
a double influence - achieved centenarian status on 18th April. And the
secret? 'Jist keep birlin’ like a swelchie nor a peerie, 0.K?'" There
1s no better way of doing it than through Scottish Country dancing, is
there now?

Florence and I have been round and about quite a bit since the last
newsletter. The country is becoming a weel-kent place, but we are
beginning to suspect that someone is moving road works to coincide with
our routes to dancing venues. We have had a most enjoyable winter’s
dancing, and for that we have you to thank; we greatly appreciate the
warmth of your welcome and your hospitality. We have thoroughly enjoyed
the Ball and the Cobtree event at the Police Training College, we can
recommend the venue. No doubt all the graduates of the excellent teach-
in organised by the Tunbridge Wells branch of the RSCDS, will be
demonstrating their upgraded skills. Keep a weather eye open for a
certain ex-RN chap, R*y *sm*nt of Medway (I spare his blushes), who
still thinks a jetee is something you tie boats to, and a poussette is a
miniature version of the cat-o’-nine-tails.

Doing the rounds at Orpington these days is the German Friendship Cake,
a sort of edible chain letter. The idea is that on receipt of some
"mixture', the cook adds bits and pieces which, magically as far as I am
concerned, causes fermentation (if that is the correct term) producing
four times what is required. Chef then bakes the cake with one quarter,
and passes the remaining quarters to three friends. It’s very tasty,
and if anyone would like to try it, Florence has said she will arrange
the initial supply.

Let me just record my thanks to all those who have contributed to this
issue, and particularly to Joan Davidson (Sheerness) and Dick Barford
(Cobtree) for producing it.

On returning to his native Aberdeenshire, a proud father was asked what

his son did in London’s West End. 'Ah weel,'" he said, "He keeps a curn
0’ quainies and a wheen widdyfous and gars them fissle and loup and mak
murgeons to please the great fowk.'" What did the son do?

Best wishes,
Yours aye,
David Cullens




























