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EDITOR’S NOTES
In the last edition I asked whether the Newsletter should continue in its present form – or, indeed, at all. The response from member
societies at the AGM was, on the whole, favourable, with only one group admitting they didn’t care whether we had a Newsletter or
not!

I am glad that one or two items from previous editions have encouraged or provoked responses from members. Alan Mills’s exploits in
the Caribbean inspired Bob Hunt to recount his own experiences, and Bob’s own article on wearing the kilt for the first time struck a
chord with David Papa. Meanwhile Kate Middleham, who incidentally enjoys the Newsletter so much she buys her own copy, as do a
small number of others, has written to encourage all of you to contribute your own comments.

It is believed that the epilogue which Shakespeare wrote to “The Tempest” was his valedictory piece of writing as he laid down his
pen: well, I’m no Shakespeare, so I propose to attempt no poetic epilogue as I leave my editor’s keyboard. I would simply like to say a
very big thank-you to all those who have contributed to the KASS Newsletter over the past four years, and especial thanks to David,
who has put the various items together, scanned photographs and typewritten pieces, and also typed out many of the handwritten
contributions for me. (My typing is somewhat more accurate than his, but a lot slower!)

Finally, I would like to commend my successor to you. He is none other than Medway’s own Alan Whicker, or should it be Michael
Palin – or even Robinson Crusoe - Alan Mills (110Bow Road, Wateringbury, Kent, ME18 5DY, E-Mail alanpmillsuk@yahoo.co.uk ),
whom we are all delighted to see back in Kent after his travels. Please make him feel welcome by offering him a bumper bundle of
material for the next issue.

To paraphrase Alistair Cook: “Goodbye, and thank you for reading…”

Rita Menzies Telephone: 01634 849787
38 Priestfields E-Mail: RITA@RITASMENZIES.FSNET.CO.UK
Rochester, ME1 3AG
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A WEE NOTE FRAE THE CHAIRMAN.
I cdnuolt blveiee taht I cluod aulacity usednatnrd waht I was rdaneig. Aoccdrnig to
rsceearh at Cmabrigde Uinervsity it deosn’t  mttaer in waht oredr the ltteers in a
wrod are; the olny iprmoatnt tihng is taht the frist and last lteetr be in the rghit
pclae. The rset can be a taotl mses and you can siltl raed it wouthit a porbelm.
This is bcuseae the huamn mnid deos not raed ervey lteter by istlef but the wrod
as a wlohe. Prtety amzanig is the peomnnehal pweor of the mnid!!

According to reliable sources, I believe that there is a great fear amongst the
members of K.A.S.S., that they will experience considerable difficulty in
understanding their new Chairman, both in the written and the spoken word. Well,
if you have reached this point successfully, then I am sure that you have
overcome the former problem, although I have to admit that my spell checker was
clearly upset! On the latter point, I am happy to say that English Language was
and indeed still is, on the curriculum north of the border.

In a more serious vein, however, I do count it a very great honour and privilege to
have been elected as Chairman of this august group. Unlike your Immediate Past
Chairman, who had a lengthy and dedicated involvement in his previous position
as  Treasurer, I first attended a Committee meeting in March 2000, when Sidcup
was granted re-admission to K.A.S.S. and only two plus years later, was elected
Vice Chairman.

I have thoroughly enjoyed the past two years, during which I have endeavoured to support David Menzies as far as possible.
Unfortunately Joan and I had to curtail many of our intended visits to Member Clubs when Joan became ill last year. I am pleased to
report, however, that she is progressing well and that we do hope to make our way round the County during the next twelve months.

 May I take this opportunity of thanking David, on your behalf, for his two years of service as our Chairman. He has travelled around
Kent to support member Clubs’ dances, in addition to K.A.S.S. functions and has successfully chaired all our Committee meetings. We
must, of course, also pay tribute to Rita’s considerable involvement and remember that, behind every successful
man………………………!

I am looking forward, albeit somewhat nervously, to this year in office and to working with such an excellent committee, but in
particular with Ken, Peter, Maggie and  Margaret.  K.A.S.S. is a wonderful organisation with a truly great past. We, the present
members have the unenviable task of ensuring that not only is that position preserved, but that it may be seen to retain its prominence
and indeed, grow from strength to strength. Unfortunately we are to lose our Secretary and our Events Coordinator next October and
these two critical positions must be filled at the earliest possible date. I implore members to consider offering themselves - or
encouraging others - to take up these posts. The future of K.A.S.S. is dependent on suitable volunteers being found……and  SOON!!

Iain Kinnear Chairman

INTRODUCING OUR NEW CHAIRMAN…
When I asked Iain Kinnear for some biographical details, he modestly informed me that his only real distinction was that he might truly
be regarded as being Scottish! Well, that’s a pretty good start…

Iain was born and educated in Edinburgh, which those of us from the west might consider something of a misfortune, but he overcame
that by rising to a very senior position in his profession, qualifying first as a Chartered Quantity Surveyor, and then a Chartered Loss
Adjuster, becoming a senior main board director in what was then the largest firm in the U.K. His wife, Joan, also hails from Edinburgh.
Like many others of us, the Kinnears have lived in a number of places in the country, following Iain’s career moves to London,
Aberdeen, Edinburgh, Leeds, Norwich and again to London. Their two children, Fiona and Graham were born in Leeds.

While in Norwich, Iain served on the committee of the Norfolk Caledonian Society for many years, but his first real interest in Scottish
Country Dancing began when Joan persuaded him to join Angela Campbell’s class around 1991. He was a member of the Sidcup
committee for six years and was instrumental in encouraging Sidcup’s return to KASS.

Iain has always loved sport and has played cricket, soccer and golf, more recently taking up indoor bowling. He has always been
involved in Church life, and is an ordained elder in the United Reformed Church. He also has had a great interest in choral singing, but
an asthma allergy forced him to seek other means of relaxation.

Iain and Joan are the proud grandparents to two small boys, the sons of their daughter Fiona and her husband.

Our special thanks to Angela Campbell for bringing Iain into the fold of Country Dancing, and to Iain himself for leading Sidcup back to
KASS. We wish him a happy and successful time as Chairman.

Rita Menzies. Editor
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VALEDICTION
There is not a lot of space, but I am informed by the editor that I must say something – I thought I had escaped this chore!
I have had a great time over the last two years, and, with Rita, have enjoyed your hospitality at as many dances as I could manage.
We have had a rest since I “retired” – we were rather busy marrying our daughter off to a fine young man. That is all over, so we will
shortly resume our attendance at a selection of your dances in the coming months. KASS is a good thing, in bringing together all the
various societies in Kent: long may it continue, and, hopefully, Iain will enjoy his period in office as much as I did. Thank-you once
again for giving me the chance to act as Chairman.

David Menzies Past Chairman

FROM “DISAPPOINTED OF SITTINGBOURNE”
Dear Editor

Most newspapers and magazines carry a “Letters to the “Editor” feature. I am astonished that, despite your suggestion in the KASS
Newsletter of November 2003, there was nothing forthcoming in the May 2004 edition. People tell me that on reading a magazine the
first thing they turn to is “Letters to the Editor”, apart, perhaps from some men who start from the back of the newspaper, i.e. the sports
pages. I cannot believe I am the only one to comment (no inappropriate remarks or thoughts please). Are their pencils broken, or have
they no paper? Since many seem to have a computer in the household, does that not make it easier? I don’t know. I am the original
technophobe, hence this comes to you in longhand and I am too old, too tired and too lazy to change.

Anyway, is no one interested enough to have something to say about what happens in other groups? From the November 2003 issue,
plaudits to Jean Armour (Gravesend) and Eileen Aycott (Canterbury) are richly deserved. And fancy Mo Dalton (Sheerness) teaching
Scottish Dancing in Tunbridge Wells twenty years ago! I enjoyed David Menzies (Medway)’s account of that holiday in France – all
that wine – mmm!! Vic Law (Medway)’s poem on Tim’s dicing with death, or as she less harshly put it “almost popping his clogs a few
years ago” was a delight. I did not know he had been so ill. But what a shame Alan Mills (Medway) was sorry he had nothing
interesting for the newsletter this time and had been “too busy to  to do anything that anyone would find appealing!!! Re-read his
article! And that’s just comment on the November 2003 issue.

As for May 2004, I laughed out aloud again and again at Bob Hunt (Medway and Cobtree)’s piece. I just loved it. Easily the pick of a
good bunch. Re-read it. And remember to keep your knees together, Bob, when seated.

Finally, dear Editor, I would say that it is not for lack of desire or interest that I am unable to be at more KASS events; rather it is the
physical incapacity or inability to “get there” – and here I would publicly thank all those who do get me there. And also as the poet
said, “When I have fears that I may cease to be” there is the old enemy “Time” and we all know the “Tempus fugit” adage. The older
you get, the faster it fugits, believe me.

Yours (at the last minute)

Kate Middleham Sittingbourne, Medway and Isle of Thanet.

P.S. Please don’t stop the KASS Newsletter.

OUR FRIENDS ABROAD…
Most of us have heard of the “Chattanooga Choo Choo”, but how many of you knew there was a Chattanooga Pipe Band?
Confirmation comes from a friend of Kate Middleham in Lookout Mountain.

“Our new Scottish Society of Chattanooga” was re-organized about a year ago by a new set of people. The original group had
disintegrated when the “live-wires” (the real Scots) moved away a few years ago. So the organizers located the old banner and
decided to keep the same name. It is better organized this time, I hope, and several events are planned for the year. Last Saturday
night we had the summer picnic at the farm of members, the McDougal family (how’s that for authenticity?). The Chattanooga Pipe
band performed after the picnic supper. As they began to play, a gentle rain came in – quite welcome after the sultry afternoon – about
95F, it had been! Even seated beneath the trees, we were fanning ourselves mightily. Then, as they played, the rain became heavier
and heavier. The crowd retreated to a nearby barn – and a veritable hurricane blew in! Such a heavy rain that we could hardly see the
dwelling house, and it was raining sideways. Our clothes were thoroughly wet by then, but fortunately most of it was drip-dry anyway.
The entire rainstorm lasted perhaps 45 minutes – then cleared so that we could leave the barn and return to our cars parked in the
next field. It was really a jolly party – the first in a long, long time that I have gotten so thoroughly wet that I didn’t care any more! And,
being summer, no one caught cold from it”.

(Does this tale strike a familiar note? – Ed.)
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WHAT THE PAPERS SAY…
David How and Kate Middleham have both noticed this in Andrew Marr’s column in the Daily Telegraph.

“We had a party the other day with Scottish dancing and the truth is… almost everyone likes it better than rock, which is simply
embarrassing after a certain age, or ballroom, which requires skill. Reels and jigs are inclusive, riotous and thoroughly democratic. I
cannot remember who it was who said you should try everything once, except incest and folk dancing, but he was either a fool, or he
must have been referring to that capering about with sticks and hankies that’s the English vice.

(Very nice, but I’m not so keen on the implication that Scottish dancing doesn’t require skill….)

Kate Middleham has also abridged a somewhat provocative article from the Scottish edition of The Daily Mail

“ARE we a’ Doomed?”

The late, affectionately remembered actor, John Laurie, the eternal pessimist in his guise as Private
Fraser in “Dad’s Army”, used to say “We’re a’ doomed” in his sepulchral tone. So, ARE we?
Apparently: it’s official; we Scots are a miserable lot, wallowing in doom and gloom. We know this
because an EU survey has told us so!!

“The Scots may be Brave, but they are Neither Happy nor Healthy” was the title of a report, a serious
(yes, really) piece of academic research by one Professor David Bell of Stirling University, in
response to an EU questionnaire from 80,000 people. It seems that satisfaction with life in Scotland
has not increased during the past thirty years and even devolution has failed to raise our spirits
(those of us who live in Scotland, that is). We did not need such a report to tell us that pessimism is –
allegedly – one of our national characteristics.  We might have known no good would come of this
survey. It would only confirm what we already know: that everything is for the worse in the worst of all
possible worlds. Our speech is larded with expressions of cynical pessimism: “Aye, I’ll believe it when
I see it…”    “aw, very guid, - an’ who’s gonnie pay for it?” apparently the “Grannie” was the high priestess of Scottish society and had
a deeply distrustful philosophy of life which sometimes holds good for today.

Youthful ambition was dented by blind fatalism: “What’s for ye will no go bye ye”. Anyone who got on in life was dismissed with the jibe
“Kent his faither, clapped his dug!” However, much of the power of the granny has disappeared, its place to be taken by the Nanny
state. Bad health is regularly beamed at us on television, radio and in the press – obesity, heart disease, stroke, lung cancer. So are
we as a nation more subject to these than, say, the English? Well, the simple pleasure (?) of a deep-fried Mars bar, washed down with
a bottle of Irn-Bru, has not been taken up by our friends south of the border, to name but one reason.

Yet another survey has shown that a majority of Scots would welcome a ban on smoking in public places. At the reformation, Knox
and Calvin told our ancestors that they were not put on this earth to enjoy themselves. Do today’s secular puritans seek to persuade
Scots to forsake their pleasures. The weather is generally a safe topic for conversation, even “Ca’ this a summer?” But show us a blink
of sunshine and we remain resolute in our dissatisfaction, “It’s awfy close!”. So, is a glass of 30-year old malt whisky always half
empty, never half full? Do we surround ourselves with a protective shell, anticipating the worst, so we cannot be ambushed by bad
fortune?

History shows that our national pessimism is well founded; apart from Bannockburn, think of Flodden, the Darien Scheme, Culloden,
the Highland Clearances, the potato blight, the Tay Bridge Disaster. So because bad things happened to us in the past, we expect
them to happen in the future! It could be said we are genetically programmed to fear the worst.

Then there’s the football team. The Scots take the precaution of celebrating hysterically beforehand on the realistic presumption that
there will be SFA to celebrate when they come limping back.

Moreover, is not our equal stoicism in the face of god and bad fortune an admirable restraint – what the English refer to as a “stiff
upper lip”? And is honest, Scottish reticence not preferable to plastic American social formulae about having a nice day? Well,
probably not…

PS. The Scottish Daily Mail again…

“26000 Scots Head off for a New Life Every Year”

So, does enduring that unpredictable (but usually poor) Scottish summer encourage the 26000 to indulge in the daily fantasy of a new,
happier life in another less gloom-laden country, stretching out on golden sand and sipping whatever as the sun goes down? For
some then, turning your back on your homeland does become reality from the dream. Scots are relocating to France, Australia,
Canada, even Costa Rica! Will someone, I wonder start a Scottish Country Dancing Group in Costa Rica? Surely there can’t be onr
there already…

Rita Menzies Editor
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CANTERBURY ST. ANDREW’S SPRING BALL
Thank you to all for supporting our May Spring Ball, particularly those from farther afield in Kent such as Meopham and Goudhurst. 57
dancers attended and although we had hoped for more, concerts, holidays and birthday celebrations prevented some from attending.
Anyway we all had a most enjoyable time dancing to the lively group ‘Green Ginger’ (although a few people admitted to not liking
“fiddle bands”). They certainly produced good music and kept us in the rhythm of the dance. Thanks are due to those who worked
quietly and reliably behind the scenes -- our committee for the planning, and preparing the hall and dining area together with other
club members, Malcolm who provided and sited the posters decorating the hall, and everyone who helped clear up. Thanks also to
Andrew, our chairman, for his guidance and entertainment as MC and to our raffle ticket sellers for their sterling efforts.  We hope you
may have been one of the lucky winners in our raffle and that you enjoyed yourselves and had a safe journey home. We look forward
to welcoming you back again in November for the KASS dance.

David Papa Canterbury St Andrews

HIGHLAND SOCKS
For anyone having problems sourcing white socks for wearing with their kilt, I can strongly recommend those which are made with
mohair.

They do not shrink, they are machine washable, hard wearing, very soft and comfortable, and unlike wool they do aot smell as the
fibres are smooth and do not trap bacteria.

One firm supplying these wonderful socks is Corrymoor Mohair, Corrymoor Farm ,Stockland, Honiton, Devon, EX14 9DY, telephone
01404 861245, E-Mail: socks@corrymoor.com , Web: www .corr ymoor .com. Their 'Highlanders' are at present priced at
£14.70 plus P & P. Brochures can be obtained direct from the manufacturers.

David How Gravesend

CRIEFF 2004.
Crieff Hydro is a beautiful hotel set in woodland, originally chosen for the climate in the area near Perth. The Victorian patients had to
have 3 baths a day, 3 walks a day, were expected to attend worship and were fined I d for being late for meals! Happily, it is more
relaxed now but was only licensed in 1986.

Kate Middleham and I went on the Furlongs holiday there this year. Our room was up in the old maids quarters, quite adequate even
though the furniture is probably as old as I am.

The food was excellent in the self service restaurant, I've never had haggis for breakfast before! Richard Furlong and his mum Pam
were on hand the whole time answering any queries we had and Richard MC'd in the evening.

We danced 6 nights on a sprung dance floor to top class bands. There were 3 optional morning classes with bubbly Anita McKenzie
and the other Hotel guests enjoyed the spectacle!

We enjoyed a coach trip one day, stopping briefly in Edinburgh, then on to Hopetoun House. There was a guided tour round this
beautiful stately Home with a fantastic view from the roof. On the way back we were taken over the Forth Road Bridge. In the evening
we were waited on in the drawing room then had an evening's entertainment, a comedian, a fiddler and a keyboard player.

We were surprised at how many familiar faces we saw and made new friends – we were introduced to Breezers in the bar after the
dancing̀.

All in all we had a lovely time and have booked again for 2005.

Jean Brown Isle of Thanet

ISLE OF THANET 25TH

ANNIVERSARY
This photograph illustrates the highlight of
the evening at the Isle of Thanet group’s
25th Anniversary Ball last June when we
enjoyed an evening of celebration and
dancing to David Hall’s and his Band at
Birchington. Bert is cutting the cake. From
Left to Right the ladies are Anne, Pam,
Irene Jean and Jo – all five are founder
members of the club.
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MY NORWEGIAN HOLIDAY
On 14th May 2004, I joined the group of some 90 Scottish Country Dancers at Heathrow as part of a Furlongs holiday to Norway. My
group flew out via Copenhagen to Bergen whilst another group flew via Oslo. As 14th May was the wedding day of the Crown Prince
of Denmark we were treated, on the plane, to a small traditional Danish cake to celebrate.

On arrival in Bergen we were relieved to hear that the threatened strike by hotel workers had been lifted and we would not have to
change hotels.

On l 5th May we had a tour of Bergen and the surrounding area and enjoyed visiting Fantoft - the State Church that was originally
transported to Bergen and took 11 years to put back together. It was burned down in 1992 and was rebuilt and eventually reopened in
1997. The roof is made up of thousands of wooden shingles. During the afternoon we explored the Bryggen Wharf buildings in Bergen
which are now officially a UNESCO World Heritage Site.

In the evening we had dinner in the famous Hakons Hall - how Richard managed to organise it I do not know. After our meal we were
joined by local dancers and singers who showed is some of their folk dances and songs and we showed them some Scottish Country
dancing and then taught them some of our dances and tried some of the Norwegian ones which were very energetic!

The following day some of us took a boat trip and were amazed when our boat stopped halfway through our trip to refuel at
an Esso station!

The 17th May is Constitution Day and we were to take part in the parade. Richard and Dawn Furlong had arranged to hire a lorry and
driver and brought with them balloons and flags to decorate it with. As I have had some experience in preparing Carnival floats I
offered my assistance and early on the morning of 17°' May we were to be found outside our hotel decorating the lorry much to the
amusement and interest of local people arriving to have breakfast at our hotel. Frank Reid and his band were to ride on the lorry and
the group members who wished to take part would walk behind it.

Shortly after 10 a.m. we joined the thousands in Torgalmenningen Square as the Parade formed up - all the various local groups took
part and we saw dozens of National costumes from all regions of Norway. Our group were all wearing the tartan, the men in kilts and
the ladies had sashes or some other tartan wear. We soon moved off and slotted into the Parade behind our float, it was a chilly day
but remained dry for the couple of hours that the parade took before raining in the afternoon. En route all enjoyed the music of Frank
and the band and were very friendly. It had been planned that we would do some dancing for half an hour at the Festplassen in the
evening but it rained all afternoon and so it was too wet underfoot for us to dance. Frank and the band amended their programme and
played instead. A large number of the group donned raincoats and went along to support the band. As the first notes were played the
rain stopped! After dinner some of us returned to the Festplassen for a magnificent fireworks display.

On 18th May we travelled to Loftus for the remainder of the holiday and our 3 dance evenings. The ballroom at the Ullensvang Hotel is
superb with plenty of space and a lovely floor for dancing. That evening Richard showed us the trophy which had been awarded to him
for our part in the parade, a "Spirit of Carnival" award.

Edward Greig and his wife Nina used to spend part of the summer at the Ullensvang Hotel and there is a small hut in the grounds
where Greig used to sit and compose some of his music as well as a memorial to him in the grounds.

On one of the days we visited the Sima Power plant at Eidfjord and went inside the mountain to see how the plant worked and see
examples of the giant water wheels, we then went to see the Voringsforsen waterfall, the highest in Norway at 579 feet - it was very
cold up there with icicles hanging from the rocks.

The church in Loftus was beautiful with its stained glass windows and altar cloth edged with Hardanger needlework. Having recently
learned Hardanger work I appreciated how complex it was.

On our last free day a group of us hired a minibus and went to the Hardanger Folk Museum, across the fjord from our hotel. The
museum was well worth a visit, since its foundation in 1911 it has collected, amongst other things, old historical houses, furniture and
traditional costumes including the wedding crown. There are tableaux of a wedding and family life. There is also a magnificent
collection of violins originally made in the Hardanger region.

The weather had not been as good as we had hoped, with rain every day except the day we were travelling back to Oslo for our flight
home but I enjoyed my 1st  visit to Norway and hope to visit again some time in the future.

Once again I enjoyed being part of "The Furlongs Family", Richard and Dawn's attention to detail is unsurpassed.

Margaret Bowden Deal
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MY ST. ANDREWS EXPERIENCE 2004
At the beginning of this year I made the momentous and somewhat reckless decision to sign up for two weeks of hard graft and stress
in August viz. the Teacher’s Certificate Course at St. Andrews. I had passed the Preliminary Test four years earlier under the expert
tuition of Jenny Green and so I was long overdue to carry this through to its logical conclusion. Mo Dalton kindly agreed to provide the
required reference (I had deputised for her at the Medway Beginners’ Class a number of times) and this was sent off to the RSCDS
along with my Application Form. The acceptance came through, I submitted the fee, and then the countdown began.

Eventually, the date for my journey north arrived. I packed the car with dozens of shirts, socks etc., not forgetting the kilt, and hit the
road at crack of dawn. I reached Dalgety Bay, which overlooks the Forth Bridges, by late afternoon and spent the night there at my
parents’ house before continuing my journey to St. Andrews the following day. Under normal circumstances I arrive at Summer School
full of excitement and anticipation of a fun packed week, but this time I was more apprehensive because I knew that I’d be there for a
whole fortnight and would not have much time for fun, or indeed, any social life!

I met the other members of my class that evening and realised that I knew several of them already, including a Dutch lady who had
taken the Preliminary Test with me in London. We were a cosmopolitan crowd – 3 Scots, 3 Germans, 1 Dutch, 1 French, 1 English
and 1 American – two more Scots would join us the following week to take resits. Our tutor, Helen Russell, introduced herself to us
along with our class musician, Robert Mackay. Helen had written to us all two months earlier listing the preparations that would be
essential to us if we were to have any chance of passing this crash course. We had had to memorise and analyse twelve unfamiliar
dances that we would have to perform as part of the exams. To my horror I discovered that I had been working to an out-of-date list
and two of the dances had been changed! Luckily I already knew one of the replacement dances (Follow Me Home) reasonably well.

Next morning the course started in earnest. Helen had decided to pile on the pressure from day one as there was so much to learn
and so much experience to be gained in such a short period of time. On that first day we concentrated on our twelve set dances,
familiarising ourselves with all the changes of feet and transitions between formations. This continued for the rest of the week along
with teaching experience that was designed to help us become familiar with RSCDS practices and teaching points. Over the first few
days of the course we were only expected to teach for ten minutes at a time, but this built up over the next few days to twenty-five
minute lessons that required detailed Teaching Plans. These had to be prepared in the evenings and be fitted around time-consuming
homework assignments. This meant working solidly from dinner through until bedtime. I was, however, determined to get to the
Younger Hall on Thursday night for the first big social dance and Helen obligingly handed out our homework tasks several days in
advance. By working extra hard on the first few evenings I was able to let my hair down (metaphorically speaking) and dance the
evening away with all the old friends whom I had been obliged to neglect since my arrival!

The next day it was back to the grind again and we even had classes on Saturday. One of the things that kept us going throughout
was the lively music provided each day by Robert Mackay. He selected his tunes carefully and always chose music with strong
rhythms. This was helpful both for step practice and the phrasing of dances. He was also full of useful advice about music and how to
get the best use out of a class musician (most of us had worked almost exclusively with recordings and were not used to the luxury of
live music).

At the halfway point of the fortnight I was very weary. I retraced my steps to Dalgety Bay for one night away from it all and toyed with
the idea of packing it all in to enjoy a week of social dancing instead! Luckily my will power held out. The following day I packed the car
with freshly laundered shirts (yes – I’d used them all!) and returned to St. Andrews to complete the course.

Helen reduced the pressure slightly at the beginning of the second week in preparation for the forthcoming exams. We were to sit a
two-hour written paper on the Wednesday afternoon, perform our set dances on the Thursday afternoon and then teach classes of
“volunteers” (its not politically correct to call them “stooges” any more) over Friday and Saturday. Our two new classmates arrived and
fitted in well. The bonding that had taken place early in the first week was extended to include our new friends.

Wednesday seemed to arrive very quickly. We attended our usual classes in the morning, but Helen let us take an early lunch so that
we would not have to rush to prepare for the two hour written paper at 2.30pm. The “Party Room” had been selected as the venue for
the exam, but the atmosphere was certainly not party-like when we sat down, grim-faced, with our pens at the ready. We turned over
our papers and scanned through the four questions (all compulsory). I was actually pleasantly surprised when I read down the page
and realised that I would be able to answer them in detail. The long hours of homework to which Helen had subjected us had forced
me to read through the Teaching Manual and so I had covered all the key points. I spent the two hours writing down all I could
remember about Jean Milligan, about music, and about the technical aspects of teaching steps and formations. When I left the room I
was confident that I had done myself justice. I felt so good that I actually attended the social dancing in the Common Room that
evening. Muriel Johnstone was at the piano and so the music had an inspiring lift. This was how I remembered Summer School!

The next morning I did not feel so good – I was still exhausted! – but this was the last opportunity to practise the twelve set dances
that we were due to perform in the afternoon. I just couldn’t get anything right! I messed up the recaps, my step work was untidy, and I
went wrong several times in the dances. I hoped fervently that I would be in better form for the exam.

We reconvened at 2.00pm, dressed smartly, full of apprehension.

Each couple was to lead one reel, one jig and one strathspey from the list. My partner Andrea and I were first to go. We started with
Miss Hadden’s Reel (a jig!) – could be worse. Andrea gave the recap and then we were into the dance. We were lucky that the
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examiners had not chosen one of the more difficult dances at the start. We managed to dance it through from first and second places
without incident, but I knew that my technique was still not as sharp as it should be.

We alternated with the other couples over the next hour or so, either sitting out for a couple of dances or dancing in second, third or
fourth place. The next dance which Andrea and I were asked to perform was The Gates of Edinburgh. This time I delivered the recap
and then we were off again. My brain went into automatic for the first sixteen bars, reeling on the sides, and I nearly forgot that I was
supposed to finish between the third couple ready to set. I arrived there a fraction of a second late, but from that point on the dance
went reasonably well and the second time through wasn’t bad at all!

Oh well – only one more to go. It was a relief when we were told that our third dance would be Miss Gibson’s Strathspey. Of all the set
dances this was the one that I knew and liked the best. Andrea recapped the first sixteen bars and I took over with the final sixteen.
Robert Mackay broke into that haunting tune which fits the dance so beautifully. Of the three dances I was definitely on my best form
for this one and I felt that I had acquitted myself well.

However, on balance I was apprehensive about the exam as a whole because although I had danced better than I had in the morning
rehearsal, I knew that my execution of the dances, particularly as a supporting dancer, had been far from perfect.

There was not much time to dwell on my concerns because as soon as we were finished there was Friday’s teaching exam to worry
about! At the start of the day we had each been given a dance that we would have to teach to a three set class. Furthermore, I had
drawn the short straw, which meant that I was first on the schedule – starting at 9.00am the next day. I therefore had to put together a
full Teaching Plan over the course of the evening – no social dancing for me tonight! My dance was “La Flora”. At first glance it
seemed fairly straightforward but then I started to analyse it and realised that there were several tricky changes of step involved along
with a Petronella Turning progression which would all have to be covered in some detail. By the time I had worked it all out and written
everything down the clock was reading midnight – and so to bed!

Friday dawned and I was up at 6.00am with a strong mug of coffee to wake me up quickly. I read and re-read my Teaching Plan,
memorising as much as possible. I also practised some of the changes of step that I would have to demonstrate to my “class”.

I didn’t feel particularly hungry but I ate a light breakfast because I didn’t want the embarrassment of a rumbling tummy punctuating
the lesson. I then dashed to the examination room, arriving before anyone else, so that I could practise my steps one last time. I then
conferred with Robert Mackay to agree on the music to be used.

The Examiners entered on cue and sat at their desk while the eighteen volunteers were shepherded in. I spotted a few familiar faces
and they smiled encouragement. We started the lesson with basic pas de basque and moved on through travelling pas de basque and
into transitions involving other steps. We also touched on some of the basic figures from La Flora and then it was time to teach the
Petronella Turning progression. The poor first man has a long way to travel to get two thirds of the way down the set in two springing
pas de basque steps whilst executing a petronella turn, and of course I had to demonstrate it! I took first man’s place and launched
myself down the set. I actually made it as far as the third couple, landing correctly in the centre of the set facing the top. What a
miracle! My pupils had no excuse for getting it wrong as they had longer legs than me. I explained and demonstrated other aspects of
the progression and before long they could dance the eight bar phrase. I was now running out of time and just managed a quick walk
through of the reels in the final eight bars before I was stopped and asked to instruct the class to dance all thirty-two bars of La Flora.
Robert obliged with a chord to start, and I’m pleased to say that my pupils did me proud. What a sense of relief and achievement! I
thanked the class, we applauded Robert for providing the music, and then it was all over apart from the de-briefing session.

One benefit of being examined first was the fact that my time was my own for the rest of Friday. In order to take my mind off the recent
ordeal I rushed off to a mid-morning Highland lesson in town. Although some of the steps were new to me (the rest of the class had
been practising them all week) the change did me good and by lunchtime I was feeling normal again and ate a hearty lunch.

The afternoon was spent at the local Safeway, stocking up with booze and nibbles for our class demob party on the Saturday
afternoon. In fact, the last day was really one big party with lots of social dancing thrown in to enhance the experience. At last I could
have fun with all the friends whom I had hardly seen over the last fortnight.

On Sunday morning we made our farewells at breakfast and headed off in different directions. I spent the night at Dalgety Bay again
(more laundry!) and drove back to Kent on Monday, ready for work the next day. Where had my holiday gone?

The next few days were nail biting – awaiting the results. I was confident that I had done okay in the written exam and the teaching,
but I was not so sure about the dancing. The results arrived on Wednesday and what a relief – I had passed! I would never have to
repeat that stressful trial! Email messages buzzed around the world that evening and I was delighted to discover that all my
classmates had passed too. All’s Well That Ends Well!

As a post script, I must pay tribute to Helen Russell and Robert Mackay, who worked so hard to prepare us all for the Teacher’s
Certificate exams and I’m sure that all my newly-certificated friends would wish to join me in thanking them both unreservedly for their
sterling efforts.

Mike Gould Medway and Cobtree
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BEEN THERE, DONE THAT
It was a hard life, but somebody had to do it

I was very interested in Alan Mills’s articles from the British Virgin Isles having been there in the late 1960’s with the Royal
Engineers building the Airfield on Beef Island. You will have to think back a bit I know as the last of Alan’s articles
appeared in the KASS Newsletter dated November 2003 but we (Alan and I) are on Caribbean time here. You know, like
the Spanish Manana but without the urgency of naming an actual day.     I was, however, a little bit miffed to reread the
following part of the article

“Talking to old Mrs. Shirley, whose husband is named after the recreation ground (or is it the other way round), I got a
longer perspective. I was at a reception for some UK civil servants at the Yacht Club a few weeks ago (took me two years
but I am finally hobnobbing with what passes for society on the rock). Mrs. Shirley is a lovely lady – her eyes shine brightly
as she talks and while she tells you of the past you see she encourages the youth and the future. When I talk with her
about the amount of development in Road Town, she manages to think back thirty years or more to the time when most of
the town did not exist. Where modern Road Town sits is all reclamation from the 1960’s …….”

I was, am, a contemporary of old?? Mrs. Shirley and remember well the dredging operations which led to the building of
the first roundabout in BVI. A roundabout which had to be negotiated with great care as the instructions appear to have
been left in the box and none of the islanders were at all sure (or worried) about which way to go round it.

At least I got to have dinner with the Governor and his charming wife who had recently arrived from a posting in the
Falkland Islands and regularly invited a couple of soldiers down from Beef Island for an evening in civilized surroundings.

Little did they know that, as Sappers, we had established on Beef Island, a cinema, night club, catering complex
(cookhouse) and shower block which brought in expats from all over the Leeward Islands and which in turn resulted in
invitations for fishing trips, inter island cruises and even international darts matches (Royal Engineers v St Croix in the
American Virgin Islands). For the away leg we co opted the Welsh manager of a plush hotel in St Croix onto the team and
got free use of the facilities of a 5 star hotel for a weekend. We also got to go on local TV with the All American beauty
Queen.

For the Home Leg the St Croix team landed by boat on “our” private jetty and was fed by the Army cooks who excelled
themselves with a display of food which would not have disgraced a London Hotel. Who won? –Who cares?

It was a hard life but somebody had to do it.

Then to cap it all just when we had finished the airfield and were packing up to come back to a wintry UK, the ship we
were expecting (the Sir Percival) caught fire. Some of us had to stay an extra month or so looking after the equipment until
a replacement ship was available. It had to be a landing ship, which could come in close in shallow water, as we had only
built an airfield and not a harbour. There’s planning for you! We had so little to do that to pass the time we grudgingly went
swimming, sailing, fishing, anything that would relieve the boredom. We also were able to forego army rations for fresh
caught local fish, lobster, ray and shark

By this time as well as running the Camp Electrics, Water Supply and NAAFI Shop I was also helping to run the Forces
Post Office which meant I got to meet incoming flights of LIAT (Leeward Islands Air Transport) aircraft and chat to the Air
Hostesses.

It was a hard life but ……………...

At the time of writing Hurricane Jeanne is still battering Florida.

We were living under canvas and were hit by a tropical storm of almost hurricane strength and which led the US
Coastguard to send over a helicopter from St Johns to “rescue” us. When it arrived most of us were out doing rescue work
ourselves up in the hills. Our half-built airfield had the only still operational runway for several hundred miles so we had
small aircraft parked in every spare spot.

I was responsible for camp facilities and was busy pumping out the 6 inches of water in the tents, replacing the one tent
that blew away and repairing lighting and power until a short circuit in an electrical connection took all the skin off my left
hand, leaving me the only casualty. This does how ever lead me to another Caribbean island with which both Alan and I
are connected though still thirty odd years apart.
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ANGUILLA!

Anguilla is a flat island from which all the topsoil was stripped by a hurricane years before, and which, some of you may
remember, was taken over by gangsters in the late 1960’s. This in turn led to the Paras being sent in to regain control for
the Islanders, and to me being posted there after returning to England from BVI. This time I was erecting overhead lines
and Street lights (well six of them any way). The Metropolitan Police were sent over to maintain law and order and the
man responsible for the UK end of the Mets supply line was….. John Day from Cobtree.

Whilst we were connecting the hospital to the overhead lines an Islander was brought in with a greenstick fracture of his
left arm. One of the Army Medics was on duty so we joined him to see how an x-ray was done, but every time we retired
behind the screen to actually take the x-ray the patient followed us. If it was too dangerous for the soldiers to stay ….
Perfectly reasonable thinking to us so I had to sit with him, holding his good hand, just so we could get an x-ray done.

The beaches on Anguilla are breathtakingly beautiful great sweeps of pure white sand with crystal clear blue seas, which,
at that time at least, were totally empty. Christmas dinner that year consisted of huge barbequed steaks and ice cold
beers on the beach. Did I mention that the electricity generation plant was originally built to run the ice making plant?

It was a hard life but ……………...

I have to warn Alan here though, that my only other hot country posting was to Libya. So I look forward with interest to see
just how far he is going to follow in my footsteps.

I arrived in RAF El Adem near Tobruk on a Saturday as a member of a party of RE’s sent to extend the runway, only for a
certain Col Gadaffi to stage a coup on the Monday and for us to then pack up the entire operation in Libya and come
home six months later.

Whilst we were there, though, we were able to drive up to Benghazi visiting some magnificent Roman ruins, saw the
desert bloom after a night’s rainfall and beat the RAF at the annual Tobruk to El Adem road race. This was a relay race of
about thirty miles traditionally won by one or other of the RAF Squadrons until the last year when it was run in a
sandstorm. One of the REs used to run from London to Brighton so running five miles across a desert even in a
sandstorm wasn’t exactly difficult. We weren’t allowed to leave the road because of the WW 2 minefields but at least you
knew nobody was likely to cheat by cutting corners!!

We also had a concert by Frankie Vaughan though it was the dancers that got the greatest cheers.

At Christmas there was a competition to see which unit could build the best bar. The RE s were disqualified for being too
professional.. Bricklayers, painters and decorators, carpenters, electricians, plumbers…. what did they mean too
professional?

Because the situation was a bit tense at times (Look isn’t that a Libyan soldier?) we RE s took over the running of many of
the Garrison installations from the civilians who normally ran them. I got to play with the airfield lighting system and
runway arrestor gear and my junior NCO got to run the (grossly overloaded) sewage works. He still moans to this day
though at least now we can talk him without first checking which way the wind is blowing.

It was a hard life but ……………...

Now about this old Mrs Shirley!!!!

Bob Hunt Medway and District Caledonian Association
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THE SINGING SANDS & PELORUS JOCK

In April Tony and I joined the party who annually hired a bungalow on the West coast of Scotland at Roshven, a
few miles south of Arisaig. There were seven of us, Noel and Vera Coward from Edinburgh, whose friend
owned the property, Malcolm Pole, Maisie Holmes, her brother Bob, also from Edinburgh, and Tony and me. It
was in an idyllic setting, alone on a rocky bay, completely hidden from the road by lots of trees, but from the
windows were magnificent views across the water, with many islands, including Rhum and Eigg in the distance.
We would spend peaceful moments watching the gulls and shags feeding on the water. Occasionally an otter
would appear, usually early in the morning. During our week it visited us 3 times, a fascinating performance to
watch, dipping rolling and eating the fish, or even just swimming across to the rocks.

As well as catching up on the news of old friends our reason for the holiday was to explore the many interesting
places in that area and walk a few hills, weather permitting. So, every evening the forecast was watched avidly
and the next day’s itinerary planned as far as possible.

Wednesday’s weather was going to be fine with a gentle breeze, ideal conditions for a boat journey to Eigg.
Malcolm had a burning ambition to visit the Singing Sands on the north-west coast, and, although he had been
to Eigg before he had not had time to walk that far. The harbour/quay is in the south-east approximately 4 miles
from the Singing Sands, making a round trip of over 8 miles.

Eigg is a delightful island, well worth a visit. It was in the news some time ago when the islanders appealed for
help to purchase it from the absent landlord. They have now become self-supporting with a working eco-system
for recycling etc. and local industries selling products in the harbour shop and restaurant.

Our boat sailed from Arisaig on the mainland, arriving at 12 noon. It was to pick us up at 5pm on the way back.
We had 5 hours, plenty of time to walk to the Singing Sands. Apparently there is a minibus on the island and we
hoped it would be available as Maisie cannot walk far and Bob, Noel and Vera were not too keen on an 8 mile
trek. However, it was not running that day, so six of us started off at about 12.45pm, leaving Maisie to potter
about on her own.

Well, there is only one road on Eigg, from the harbour northwards to Cleadale, where it ends. We were in good
spirits and the sun shone, but most of the first 2 miles were uphill and quite tiring. Because of the timing
Malcolm, Tony and I kept a smart pace and were soon ahead of the other three. Eventually we came to the old
post office that had been turned into a museum and exhibition centre portraying children’s studies of the wildlife
on Eigg. We stopped for refreshments and the others joined us, but they thought that they would not walk much
further. A local resident, who was passing by, stopped and kindly gave us directions. Continue to the end of the
road and then on across the fields. After another long stretch the road went down a very sharp windy hill to the
village in the valley. By this time we were on our own and the end of the road was in sight, after which was
pastureland through farms, with the bay in the far, far distance.

At long last, after passing a few crofts, the road finished. It was at this point we discovered that we had a
companion of the four footed variety, a sheepdog. Nobody called him back. There was not another soul in sight.
Our path took us through a gate into the fields. Malcolm opened the gate and asked him if he wanted to come.
Yes he did, quite happily. From then on he was in front, leading the way, obviously aware of our destination.
Malcolm called him Jock. We tried to map-read, but he didn’t need a map. He knew the way and so we travelled
on together for another mile over the meadows, down a steep rocky path, until there before us were the Singing
Sands. We had made it!

What a quiet, peaceful place and what good company we had! Our new friend, Jock, posed with us while
photographs were taken and then rested with us while we had our lunch, which we shared with him, of course.
Ham sandwiches were very acceptable, but peanut butter or marmite were not! We could easily have spent the
rest of the day lazing on that beautiful spot, exploring the bay with the rocks and caves, listening to the sand
sing as we walked, but time was at a premium and we did not want to miss the ferry. So, we packed up, ready
for the long trek back.
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Jock knew the hole in the fence to crawl through while we climbed over the stile. Then a strange thing
happened. Jock started along a different path than the one we had arrived on. Should we follow him or not? He
kept looking round at us, obviously wanting us to join him and that is what we did. It was the right decision for he
knew a short cut back to the road. We were almost there when our faithful guide bade us farewell. He turned left
down a track, stopped and looked at us. Tony called out “Thanks for coming.” He gave us a look that said,
”Cheerio. I enjoyed the company,” and off he went. We could not tarry any longer as there was that steep hill to
walk up over the brae.

At 4.15 we arrived back at the café, where our friends were sitting outside watching the chaffinches and
wagtails busy hunting among the rocks. What a relief it was to sit down with tea and delicious home-made
cakes.

Of course we had our story to tell, of our journey with Pelorus Jock, as he was now called, and the experience
which we shall always remember, especially when we dance The Singing Sands.

Lynda MacGowan Medway and District Caledonian association

CHRISTMAS TURKEY

On the first day of Christmas, my true love said to me
I've bought afresh turkey and a proper Christmas Tree

On the second day of Christmas, much laughter could be heard,
As we tucked into our turkey, a most delicious bird.

On the third day of Christmas, came the people from next door,
The turkey tasted just as good as it had the day before.

On the fourth day of Christmas, some wine and cheese we had,
We were bright and happy, though the turkey a little sad.

On the fifth day of Christmas, outside the snowflakes scurried,
 But we were nice and warm inside, we had the turkey curried.

On the sixth day of Christmas the Christmas spirit died,
The children fought and bickered, we had the turkey fried

On the seventh day of Christmas, my true love he did wince

When sitting at the table he was offered turkey mince.
On the eighth day of Christmas, the dog had run for shelter,
He'd seen the turkey pancakes and the glass of Alka-Seltzer.
Orb the ninth day of Christmas, by lunchtime dad was blotto,
He knew the bird was back again, this time as rice risotto.

On the tenth day of Christmas we were drinking home-made
brew,

As if that wasn't enough we were eating turkey stew.
On the eleventh day of Christmas the Christmas tree was

moulting.
With chilli, soy and caper sauce the turkey was revolting.

On the twelfth day of Christmas we had smiles upon our lips,
The guests had gone, the turkey too, we dined on fish and chips.

David Papa Canterbury St Andrews
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KASS NEWSLETTER ALPHABET QUIZ ANSWERS

1 9 P. I. T. S. S. 9 Planets In The Solar System 26 T. 100 Y. W The 100 Years War

2 7 W. O. T. W. 7 Wonders Of The World 27 10 R. P 10 Rillington Place
3 H I 1. I. M. E. Here Is 1 I Made Earlier 28 20.000 L. U. T. 20,000 Leagues Under The
4 1 F. O. T. C. N. 1 Flew Over The Cuckoo's 29 T. 7 D. S The 7 Deadly Sins
5 7 I,. G. S. l. T. B. S. 7 Little Girls Sitting In The

Back Seat
30 10 G. B. H. O.

T. W
10 Green Bottles Hanging On
The Wall

6 S. W. A. T. 7 D. Snow White And The 7 Dwarfs 31 3 P. 1. A. T. 3  Players/People In A
Trio/Points in a triangle

7 2001 A. S. O
 2001 A Space Odyssey 32 1 M. T. (B. S.) 32 1 More Time (Britney

Spears)
8 G.A T. 3 B. Goldilocks And The 3 Bears 33 l. T. 2 T. T It Takes 2 To Tango
9 3 S. T. H. 3 Steps To Heaven 34 8 S. U. S.  8 Schubert's Unfinished

Symphony
10 13 I. A. B. D. 13 In/Is A Baker's Dozen 35 T. 5 C. P The 5 Cinque Ports
11 A. T. W. 1. 80 D. Around The World In 80 Days 36 15 M. O. T. E.

U
15 Members Of The
European Union

12 T. 3 M. (A. P. A. A.)The 3 Musketeers (Athos,
Porthos And Aramis

37 76 T. L. T. B.
P.

76 Trombones Led The Big
Parade

123 A. B. I. T. H. 1. W.
2 1. T. B.

A Bird In The Hand Is Worth 2
In The Bush

38 H. 57 V Heinz 57 Varieties

14 I E. O. T. C. 1 Eye Of The Cyclops/1 eye on
the clock

39 T. 12 T. O. I The 12 Tribes Of Israel

15 7 Y. I I7 Year Itch 40 10 E. I. T D. 10 Events In The Decathlon
16 3 P. T  3 Point Turn 41 1984 B G. 0 1984 By George Orwell

17 10.1.8 1 Over The 8 42 T. 4 H. O. T. A The 4 Horsemen Of The
Apocalypse

18 3 L. W. (H. O. C.) 3 Line Whip (House Of
Commons)

43 12 S. 0. T. Z. 12 Signs Of The Zodiac

19 1001 C. A. B. B. C.
F. L.. T. H. A. C.

1001 Cleans A Big Big Carpet
For Less Than Half A Crown

44 T. 6 W. O. H. T.
E.

The 6 Wives Of Henry The
Eighth

20 4 W. 1). 4 Wheel Drive 45 1066 B O H 1066 Battle Of Hastings
21 24 11. I=. T. 24 Hours From Tulsa 46 37 D. C. N. B.

T.
37 Degrees Celsius Normal
Body Temperature

22 240 P. 1. A. O. P. 240 Pennies In An Old Pound 47 18 0. 21 K. 0. T.
D

18 Or 21 Key Of The Door

23 1 F. I. T . G. 1 Foot In The Grave 48 T. 3 W. M The 3 Wise Men/Monkevs

24 100 C. 1. A. D. 100 Cents In A Dollar 49 4 A. 20 B. B, B.
I. A. P.

4 And 20 Black Birds Baked
In A Pie

25 365 D. I. A. Y. 365 Days In A Year 50 40 D I L 40 Days In Lent

*36 The EU has changed to 25

John and Helen Funnell, of Dover SCD submitted an entry with all answers correct. Prize will be
presented at the KASS Autumn Dance on 13 November 2004.

Alan French Dover
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ON FIRST WEARING THE KILT
Having read and enjoyed Bob Hunt’s tale of carrying the cake (such an innocent sounding duty!) And having noted his concerns about
wearing a kilt, I am prompted to put pen to paper and detail my own kilt saga.

My need of a kilt arose when Patricia and I decided to go to Summer School at St. Andrews in the year 2000. At that time it was
required that gentlemen wear the kilt (I understand that this requirement has recently been relaxed a little). I acquired what I now call
my “working kilt” in a most unprepossessing second-hand clothes shop (which is no longer there) in Palace Street, Canterbury. I was
directed there by a very helpful member of Canterbury St. Andrews dance group, to whom I am still most grateful. On seeing the place
I was rather doubtful of finding anything suitable or even kilt-like in such a shop. Imagine my surprise when not only one but three kilts
were available. I selected one of a dark tartan which fitted me (most important). It was priced at £40 and, Glory Be, I had chanced to
find this purchase on half-price day! Would you believe £20 for a kilt – what a bargain.

Needless to say it had been hard used, possibly by someone working day in, day out, on some remote Scottish farm. It needed much
valiant effort in cleaning by Patricia – tacking up pleats – dunking in bath (many times) – washing – rinsing – drying – occasional
repairs – and finally, pressing. It came up quite well and was certainly presentable for Summer School. Subsequently I discovered that
the tartan was most probably McDonald of the Isles – quite impressive!

I soon learned some of the skills in modesty the ladies use when wearing skirts. So on sitting outside consider well that both metal and
plastic chairs retain heat and cold to a sometimes alarming degree. Be aware and remember to sweep the kilt under one when sitting
to avoid any unexpected shock to the system or any greater revelation of ones anatomy than is socially acceptable.

I quickly became accustomed to wearing the kilt, and on that first trip to St. Andrews Summer School noticed that amongst so many
Scottish country dancers from all over the world, including some excellent Japanese dancers, it was of course unremarkable. Like all
kilted dancers, I am proud to “parade” in my kilt. Particularly as I now possess one in my own tartan. Huh! Say you. Whoever heard of
a Papa tartan? Happily my mother’s maiden name is McLaren. Hence a kilt in my family tartan and my “working” McDonald kilt.

So finally what does a Sassenach pseudo Scot wear under his kilt.That, gentlemen, I leave to your own good common sense.

As a postscript to this article, I feel I must recount an incident which occurred recently, while delivering some magazines to my mother-
in-law (No! This is not one of those stories!). I was on my way to a dance evening and attired in my kilt, and encountered two young
lads, possibly between ten and twelve years. The elder of the two looked me up and down and said, quite politely “I like it bruv –
wicked!” I suppose he might have thought that I was making some kind of fashion statement as he couldn’t possibly have known that I
was a Scottish country dancer, but heigh ho, it made my day. Do you think that I have at long last achieved “street cred”.

David Papa Canterbury St Andrews

KASS COMMITTEE ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

The meeting held on 5th October 2004 was attended by 24 members representing 15 clubs.

The new KASS Constitution was approved unanimously. The Newsletter  Editor post is now a co opted member
of the Committee and the current editor was unanimously re appointed to the post until the next edition after
which a new Editor may be forthcoming. The contributions to the Newsletter from member clubs is very low and
more 'copy' is required  from alternative sources. The outgoing Chairman thanked the Committee for their
support during the last two years.The Treasurer reported on the finances of KASS  and drew attention to the
Insurance policy which will not be included in the subscription next year. An alternative arrangement will be in
place where those clubs requiring Insurance cover will be included in a policy and will pay a share of the policy
premium. As a result the Subscription next year will be significantly reduced.

The Secretary and the Events Co ordinator both gave their reports indicating  a successful year.

Iain Kinnear was elected Chairman and Ken Hamilton was elected Vice Chairman, all other Officers were re
elected unopposed, but it was noted that the Events Co-ordinator and the Minutes Secretary wish to retire next
year.

Peter Forrow Secretary
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KASS DIARY FOR YEARS 2004, 2005
19/11/2004 Orpington St. Andrews Night The Warren, Hayes, Robin Ellis
20/11/2004 NKSA Dance. St. Paulinus Hall, Robin Ellis
26/11/2004 Dover & E Kent St. Andrews Dinner Dance, Dover Town Hall
27/11/2004 Medway Day School & St. Andrews Dance Rainham School For Girls, Derwent Way, Rainham
27/11/2004 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Caber Feidh
03/12/2004 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall Recorded
11/12/2004 Meopham SCDC Christmas Dance Northfleet School Robin Ellis
11/12/2004 Isle of Thanet SCD Ceilidh, The Centre, Birchington,
31/12/2004 Orpington Hogmanay Petts Wood Memorial Hall Robin Ellis
31/12/2004 Medway Hogmanay Party St. Georges Centre CDs
08/01/2005 Sheerness SHC. Burns Supper & Dance, Queenborough Hall. Caber Feidh
14/01/2005 NKSA Supper Dance Masonic Hall Gravesend Robin Ellis
15/01/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD New Year Dance, Minster Village. Hall, Records
21/01/2005 Orpington Burns Supper, The Warren, Hayes.  Robin Ellis
22/01/2005 Medway Burns Dinner Dance Franklin Rooms Gillingham Caber Feidh
28/01/2005 Dover & E Kent Burns Dinner Dance Dover Town Hall
29/01/2005 Sidcup Burns Night Parkwood Hall School Swanley Caber Feidh
05/02/2005 Sevenoaks Dance Kippington Church Hall Records
12/02/2005 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall Robin Ellis
12/02/2005 Dover SCDG St Margaret’s Village Hall CDs
26/02/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD Winter Dance, Minster Village Hall, Records
26/02/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Caber Feidh
05/03/2005 Thanet & District Haggis Supper & Dance. The Centre Birchington, Caber Feidh
05/03/2005 Dover & E Kent Ceilidh St Margaret’s Village Hall
12/03/2005 Meopham SCDC Spring Dance Northfleet School Robin Ellis
19/03/2005 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall recorded music
19/03/2005 Deal SCD   Dance St. Georges Hall Deal  George Meikle  & Lothian Band
20/03/2005 KASS Spring Tea Dance, 14:45 at Upchurch Village Hall
19/03/2005 RSCDS T Wells Day School Hugh Christie School contact Pat Davoll 01732 886557
26/03/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Robin Ellis
 02/04/2005 Medway Spring Ball  Kemsley Hall  Caber Feidh
16/04/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD Spring Ball, The Centre, Birchington, Band  Robert Baird
16/04/2005 RSCDS T Wells Spring Dance recorded music Venue TBA
30/04/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Robin Ellis
07/05/2005 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall Recorded
07/05/2005 Thanet & District Annual Birthday Dance & Supper. The Centre Birch'ton, Caber Feidh
14/05/2005 KASS Highland Ball. Hosts Dover, raffle Medway Venue Hawkinge Community Centre +B70
14/05/2005 Sevenoaks 50th Ann. Ball Walthamstow Hall Sevenoaks Invercauld Band
21/05/2005 Canterbury St. Andrews Spring Ball St Anselms RC School Green Ginger
28/05/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Robin Ellis
28/05/2005 Tunbridge Wells & Crowborough Spring Ball Beechwood School Pembury Rd. T. Wells
 4/06/2005 Orpington Summer Dance, Petts Wood Memorial Hall.  Robin Ellis
11/06/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD Summer Dance, Minster Village Hall, Records
18/06/05 Sheerness Picnic Dance – Robin Ellis
26/06/2005 KASS Walk RSCDS T Wells The Pavilion Kemsing from 1.30 pm. 1 long, 1 short Walk
09/07/2005 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall Recorded
16/07/2005 Meopham & Gravesend Picnic Dance Northfleet School Caber Feidh ( Indoors if wet)

KASS Autumn Tea Dance Host Society Required
30/07/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Robin Ellis
27/08/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Taped Music
24/09/2005 Sidcup Dance St Johns Hall Robin Ellis
01/10/2005 Tunbridge Wells & Crowborough Dance, St. Dunstan’s Hall
01/10/2005 Dover SCDG St Margaret’s Village Hall Supper & Band
08/10/2005 NKSA Dance St. Paulinus Hall Recorded
 8/10/2005 Orpington Autumn Dance, Petts Wood Memorial Hall.  Robin Ellis
12/11/2005 KASS Autumn Dance. Hosts Orpington, raffle NKSA
22/10/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD Autumn Dance, Minster Village Hall, Records
25/11/2005 Orpington Andrews Night, The Warren, Hayes.  Robin Ellis
10/12/2005 Meopham SCDC Christmas  Dance Northfleet School Robin Ellis
10/12/2005 Isle of Thanet SCD Ceilidh, The Centre, Birchington,
31/12/2005 Orpington Hogmanay, Petts Wood Memorial Hall. Robin Ellis
Peter Forrow, 10 Nov 2004 Secretary


