
��� �� ���ears were expressed 
for Burns Night fol-

lowing the news that our 
resident band Caber Feidh 
were unable to attend as the 
band’s mainstay and leader, 
Roger Waterson was admit-
ted to hospital for an opera-
tion.  
However, with his help music for 
the evening was superbly pro-
vided by ‘Cumbrae Mist’ and 
the evening was another roaring 
success. Guest speakers on the 
night were Cllr Pat Todd, Lord 
Mayor of Canterbury (The Im-
mortal Memory), Mr Robert 
Montgomery (Toast to the Lassies) and Mrs Sheila Fathers (Response from the Lassies). 
Following the toasts, the evening continued with a selection of Scottish dances to well after 
midnight when all gathered on the floor for Auld Lang Syne.  The framed portrait of Robert 
Burns behind the group was presented to the Society in 1961 by Mr Montgomery’s grandfa-
ther who was a past president of the Society as was his father. Both Mrs Father’s parents, 
Dr’s Ken and Edith Adam, were also past Presidents of the Society. 
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Cllr Pat Todd, Mrs Todd, Outgoing Society President Mr Don 
Macpherson, Mrs Macpherson, Mrs Sheila Fathers, Mrs Montgom-
ery and Mr Robert Montgomery.  

How long does it take to become a 
member of the Society ? 

Michael Marenghi, a Scot from Glasgow, found 
out when he asked at our Burns Night Celebra-
tions in January. Michael was introduced by 
Maria Temple, proposed and seconded by two 
past presidents, approved by at least two thirds 
of the committee who were present, paid his 
fees to the membership secretary, and received 
his Society badge and welcome from retiring 
President Don Macpherson, all in the space of 
around 75 minutes!! 

Simple, when you know how! 

����������	�
��
����
��
�����
�
�������
���
��
��������
�����
�������
���

������	�����
������
���
������������
������
���

���	�����
��	�������
���
���
	������
����������
���

�������������������������������
�������	��



Don’t forget the  
Society’s membership 
subscriptions become 

due on 1st January 2008  ! 
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FOR  SALE 

To advertise free of charge any 
Scottish related items in the next issue 
contact the Editor on 01843 294277. 
   

Tailored Lynton Crest, pure new wool  
day jacket with epaulettes and bone 
buttons size 36 almost new - £90 ono  
Phone 01843 294277.                 

 

WANTED  
Wanted Information on unwanted 
H i gh lan d  D r es s ,  K i l t s  an d 
accompaniments for sale, to pass on to 
those searching for the next size up or 
down! Phone 01843 294277 for details. 
 

 ************************** 
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1 Chicken approx 2 kg / 4 lb 8 oz 
Vegetable oil for brushing. 
1 tbsp heather honey. 
4 tbsp Scotch whisky.( Actually the recipe 
calls for two tbsp but the editor thought 4 
would be better! Hic.) 
2 tbsp plain flour. 
300ml/10 fl oz chicken stock. 
Vegetable and Sauté potatoes to serve. 
Stuffing 
1 tbsp sunflower oil                   1 medium onion, finely chopped 
1 celery stick, thinly sliced        1 tsp dried thyme 
4 tbsp rolled oats                       4 tbsp chicken stock 
Salt & pepper. 
 
1.    To make the stuffing, heat the oil in a pan and cook the onion 
and celery over a moderate heat, stirring occasionally, until softened 
and lightly browned. 
2.    Remove from the heat and stir in the thyme, oats and stock and 
season with salt and pepper to taste. 
3.    Stuff the neck end of the chicken with the mixture and tuck the 
neck flap under. Place in a roasting tin, brush lightly with oil, and 
roast in a pre-heated oven, 190°C/375°F/gas mark 5, for about 1 
hour. 
4.   Mix the honey with 1 tablespoon whisky and brush the mixture 
over the chicken. Return to the oven for a further 20 minutes or until 
the chicken is golden brown and the juices run clear when pierced 
through the thickest part with a skewer. 
5.   Lift the chicken on to a serving plate. Skim the fat from the 
juices, then stir in the flour. Stir over a moderate heat until the mix-
ture bubbles, then gradually add the stock and remaining whisky to 
the pan. 
6.   Bring to the boil, stirring constantly, then simmer for 1 minute 
while you enjoy a wee dram then serve the chicken with the sauce, 
vegetables and sauté potatoes. 

“Slainte mhath” 

AGM  
31 Members and committee, with 22 
apologies, attended the society’s com-
bined annual general meetings held at 
Park Hall Broadstairs on the 28th March 
2007  
The President, Mr Don Macpherson wel-
comed members of the Society to the AGM 
which was held following the Golf Section 
AGM . 
The President thanked all for his time in 
office and handed Mr John Reid, the new 
president, the Society’s chain of office.  Mr 
Macpherson as the outgoing Immediate Past 
President was presented with his past presi-
dents medallion by Mr Reid. 
The Secretary and Treasurer delivered their 
reports as did their Golf Section counterparts 
to the acceptance of those attending. 
As always at the termination of society busi-
ness, members retired for a light cheese and 
wine supper provided by members of the 
committee.  

 

Seeing is  
Believing 

 

Morag was a dreadful gossip in the small 
Highland town of Glen Drochit and had 
appointed herself the guardian of the morals 
of the members of the local church. One 
day, she saw the car of Hector McHector, a 
new member of the church, parked outside 
the one and only bar in the town on Satur-
day night.  
Next day, she accosted him after the church 
service and loudly accused him of being an 
alcoholic. Hector, a man of few words, 
stared at her for a moment and walked away 
without saying anything in response. Later 
that day, Hector parked his car outside 
Morag's house - and walked home. He left 
the car there all night.... Everyone soon 
heard about the incident - and Morag was 
the laughing stock of Glen Drochit. 

 

The Co-op has launched what is be-
lieved to be the world’s lightest 70cl 
spirits bottle. It weighs 298 grams, 
and is the first commercially avail-
able 70cl bottle to weigh less than 
300grams. 
 

The bottle is designed to reduce manufacturing 
costs, cut carbon emissions and minimise the 
amount of glass being used in  packaging. It 
was developed by Rockware and later incorpo-
rated into WRAP’s (Waste Resource Action 
Programme) Container Lite programme - a 
year-long industry-wide project funded by 
WRAP to promote a range of lightweight glass 
containers. 
 

WRAP has welcomed the news and expects this 
bottle to lead the way in light-weighting across 
the sector. WRAP estimates that 150,000 tonnes 
of glass could be saved every year if the food 
industry reduced the average container weight 
by 10%. Talking about the bottle, WRAP pro-

ject manager, Nicola Jenkin said: “The new design proves that it is 
possible for packaging to be resource-efficient, without compromis-
ing performance or consumer appeal. We hope other retailers and 
brand owners will now follow suit.” 
 

The bottle started rolling off the production line in April and was on 
the shelves at the end of May.  
 

Ed. Nice to know the Water of Life continues to make headlines! 
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Outgoing Society President Mr Don Macpherson with 
newly elected President Mr John Reid. A Delicacy!..  

Whilst enjoying his export malt on 
holiday in Spain, old Jock noticed a 
sizzling, scrumptious looking platter 
being served at the next  table. Not 
only did it look good, the smell was 
wonderful. 
 

Jock asked the waiter, "What is that 
you just served?" 
  

The waiter replied, "Ah senor, you 
have excellent taste! Those are 
called ‘Cajones de Toro’, bull's testi-
cles from the bull fight this morning. 
A delicacy!" 
  

Old Jock said, "What the heck, bring 
me an order." 
  

The waiter replied, "I am so sorry 
senor. There is only one serving per 
day because there is only one bull 
fight each morning. If you come 
early and place your order, we will 
be sure to save you this delicacy."  
  

The next morning, Jock returned, 
placed his order, and that evening 
was served the one and only special 
delicacy of the day. 
 

After a few bites, inspecting his 
platter, he called to the waiter and 
said, 
  

"These are delicious, but they are 
much, much smaller than the ones I 
saw you serve yesterday." 
  

The waiter shrugged his shoulders 
and replied, "Si, Senor. Sometimes 
the bull wins." 
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Whit Ye Missed At The Pictures 
 

O h, what a night and a smashing 
turnout to the Empire Cinema in 
Sandwich where members and 
friends thoroughly enjoyed our se-

lected film ’The Bridal Path’ seen again on the 
big screen.  
There were fears that the move to Sandwich this year would 
see our cinema audience numbers decline  but that proved not 
to be the case and in fact numbers were up with over 80 people 
attending. 
The Empire is well worth a visit and is nicely laid out with a 
bar and tables to relax in before moving through to the theatre 
to sit in a comfortable seat to watch the main performance. Our 
evening started with a buffet style supper and free glass of wine 
and of course a blether before moving up the stairs to enter the 
theatre’s sloping auditorium with every seat providing an ex-
cellent view of the screen. 
As the film got under way we settled down with some lovely 
views of the remote island of Eorsa then over to the mainland 
where our star, Bill Travers, landed at Oban then made his way 
inland past Loch Awe and over to Inverary to find himself in a 
multitude of comic mishaps. 
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Friday 12th October saw 
another very successful 
‘Taste of Scotland’ evening 
held as usual at North-
down House Cliftonville. 
 

The evening got off to a fine 
start when the capacity gath-
ering came together and the 
hum of friendly chatter got 
under way. With the ladies 
and committee members 
supporting, supper was soon 
on the table and once again 
we were treated to a tradi-
tional Scottish meal of Hag-
gis Tattles and Neeps to the 
delight of all. This was fol-
lowed by a more modern 
desert of layered chocolate 
cake and cream finished off 
with coffee and shortbread.  
 

After dinner the gentlemen were 
eager to take their seats as ru-
mour soon spread round the 

room that we were having a 
performance of the ‘Ladies 
of the Vale’. With imagina-
tions running wild and 
heightened excitement the 
men were soon brought down to 
earth when we were treated to a 
delightful performance of the 
‘Vale Ladies Choir’ conducted 
by Past President Mima Rayner.  
During the evening quiz sheets 
were circulated, Immediate Past 
President Don Macpherson 
cleared another section of his 
loft by scattering around the 
tables back issues of the ‘Scots’ 
magazine and a raffle was held 
which raised £146 and of course 
as always the gathering came to 
a close with a good old sing-
along. 
 

This evening was also a first for 
the Society as the President and 
committee had decided that 
entry this year would be free to 
all paid up members. This her-
alds the start of the current 

committee’s drive to boost 
membership. It has generally 
been felt for some time that 
where all the Society’s events 
are charged equally to non 
members, there seemed little 
point in becoming a member. 
With this initiative the aim is 
also to attract younger members 
and seek out new events to put 
onto our calendar. An appeal in 
last year’s Caledonian asked if 
anyone wanted to start a lawn or 
indoor bowls section but to date 
there have been no enquiries. 
 

2009 sees the Society’s 75th 
Anniversary and if the Society is 
to ever reach its centenary we 
need to take a serious look at 
attracting new members now 
and making sure there are fringe 
benefits in being a member. 

SCOTTISH PROVERBS 
******************** 

 

The dictionary defines a "proverb" as a 
short saying stating a general 
truth or piece of advice. The Scots lan-
guage is full of such pithy phrases 
and there are many huge collections of 
them, many dating back hundreds of 
years. Here are one or two of the "best". 
 

Do as the lassies do - say no and tak it. 

A fu' purse never lacks friends.  

A liar shou'd hae a good memory. 

Fools make feasts and wise men eat them,  
the wise make jests and fools repeat them. 

President Don Macpherson performing one of the last duties of his presidency 
by welcoming members and friends to the Empire Cinema, Sandwich for 
‘Pictures Night’ where more than eighty attended. 

Who's Cheating? 
Sandy and Davie were play-
ing golf at St Andrews. They 
decided to add a bit of excite-
ment to the game and play for 
high stakes - 50 pence a hole. 
At the third fairway, Davie hit his 
ball into the rough. "Help me find my 
ball; you look over there," Davie said 
to Sandy. After several minutes, 
neither has had any luck, and, anx-
ious to win, Davie surreptitiously 
pulled out another ball and dropped it 
on the ground. "I've found my ball!" 
he announced. Sandy looked at him 
in horror, "After all the years we've 
been friends, you'd cheat me at golf 
for a miserable 50 pence?" Davie 
drew himself up and replied: 
"Cheat?! I found my ball right here!" 
Sandy shook his head and said sadly 
"And a liar, too! I'll have you know 
I've been standing on your ball since 
we got here, so that can't be the ball 
you hit." 
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�� enophobe’s guide to the SCOTS. 
What a tremendous little book of 
some 60 or so pages written by 

David Sutherland Ross for a mere £3.99. 
Unaccustomed as I am to reading anything longer 
than the minutes of the last committee meeting, I 
was given this little book as a present and couldn't 
put it down. Now I know some of you may well read 
60 pages an hour, but me, I like to savour what I’m 
reading so I take a little longer. A couple of pages a 
night, I managed to finish it well within the month! 
Anyway, what really got to me was how accurate it 
was in describing the Scots as I know them and as 
the memories came flooding back I could hear my 
self saying to the wife “See I told you that’s the 
Scottish way”.  
The author was born in Oban in Argyllshire, and 
there lies the experience in his writing, with a taste 
of the highlands, a mixture from the lowlands and a 
fair splattering of the islands on top makes this a 
delightful read. He moved to London to become a 
journalist but ended up a publisher eventually pro-
ducing Scotland: History of a Nation which sold 
over a 100,000 copies. Nowadays, he is a full time 
writer and compiler of anthologies, including Awa’ 
and Bile Yer Heid, a collection of Scottish insults 
and invective. 
To give you a flavour, under the section headed 
Greetings and Toasts - ‘When offering the national 
drink, a Scot will not say “Would you like a 
whisky?” but “Will you take a dram?” To which the 
proper answer is “Oh, just a sensation”. This means, 
yes please, a big one. If you don’t want a big one, 
the answer is “Oh, just a wee sensation”. Matters are 
not over once the glass is in your hand. Your host 
raises his and utters the words: “Slainte mhath”. This 
is Gaelic for ‘Good health’ ( pronounced more or 
less ’slanjah-var’) and is about as much Gaelic as the 
majority of Scots know. The correct response is 
“Slainte mhor” ( pronounced ’slanjah-vore’), which 
means ‘Great health’. Salutations may end at this 
point or the host may cap you with “Slainte gu soir-
raidh” (’slanjah-ga-shorrah’), which means ’Health 
for ever’.   
Obviously you have to be Scottish to appreciate the 
subtle comments contained within and many Scots 
reading the booklet will recognise a touch of them-
selves in it whether or not they want to admit it. I 
have already identified many of his observations and 
that’s just some of the committee, imagine if I went 
Society wide! Anyway, if anyone wants to borrow 
my book, see me at the next event, I’ll no charge ye 
much!!... 

 "Wee Green Book"  
For Glasgow Green 

 

A new book has been pub-
lished to mark the end of 
the £15 million renovation 
of Glasgow Green, the old-
est public park in Britain.  
It covers every aspect of Glasgow 
Green from its earliest beginnings 
(over 550 years ago) up to the pre-
sent day. It has been the focus of the 
city for much of its existence and the 
book also covers its buildings, monu-
ments, gateways and greenery. The 
book was launched in the Winter 
Gardens, one of the magnificent 
Victorian edifices in the park. Much 
of the parkland has now been made 
suitable for staging large open-air 
events, from pop concerts to the 
World Bagpipe Championships. 
Visitors will soon be able to find out 
about the area and its history from 
touch screen displays which are 
being erected around the park. 
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Fancy the Algarve? 
 

By David Walker 

Linda and I had a fantastic short break there 
earlier this summer. Flying from Manston was 
a real treat and was noticeably stress free by 
the time we got to the airport compared with 
travelling to Gatwick , Heathrow or Stansted. 
Whilst we had our problems with the outgoing flight itself, 

those were not enough to put us off from 
returning to Portugal again in the near 
future and flying from Manston. 
We bought a package holiday at the 
airport for around £350 each which was 
arranged through Seguro Holidays, a 
Scottish company based at Prestwick 
airport and we stayed at the beautiful  4 
star Galé Atlantico Hotel in Galé about 
15 minutes from the Algarve’s third 
largest town Albufeira. 
The Algarve was not what I expected at 
all. Sun, sea, golden sandy beaches and 
restaurants. Apart from the obvious, 
other restaurants varied from Indian to 
Thai, Irish to Mexican, Australian to 
Scottish. Scottish!! Oh fancy that right 
up my street.  
In Albuferia we found a little high street 
café called Scot’s Rock Café which 
served the full old fashioned style of 
Scottish breakfast, nothing left out. 
While many other cafes and restaurants 
advertised ‘English Breakfasts sold 
here’ none were as busy as the Scot’s 
Rock. We went twice at different times 
of the day and still couldn’t get in. But, 
oh what an aroma. 
Reading the holiday map I noticed a 

shop called ‘The Kilt and Kelt’ thinking this was an unusual 
place for a tartan shop, I had to investigate only to find another 
Scottish restaurant and bar. As it was mid morning we decided 
to stop for a coffee and find out more. The dining area al-
though small, was packed and all were merrily eating away. 
We sat outside and reviewed the menu and my mouth watered 
with thoughts of tucking into ‘The Laird’s Fillet Steak’ with 
blue cheese and drizzled in a fine Malt whisky sauce or ‘Fillet 
Steak Highlander’ with a generous portion of Haggis atop or 
‘Drambuie Glazed Lamb Shank’ slowly roasted and basted in 
own juices with Rosemary, Garlic & baby onions and served 

with bashed Neeps, carrots and mash potatoes. Then of 
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Piper’s Call 

Pipe Major John Spoore 
RVM  

Formally 1st Batt. Gordon Highlanders & 
Late Personal Piper to  

HM Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother. 
 

Please Email enquiries to :  

jspooreWIGMORE@tinyonline.co.uk 
Full Military Dress,  

Weddings, Banquets, Receptions  
& Funerals 

Andy Smith 
21 The Cloisters, Ramsgate  

Kent CT11 9PL   
Tel: 01843 588448 

Mobile: 07968968610 
 

Full Military Dress,  
Weddings, Birthdays, Ceilidhs,  

Dinners, Celebrations. 

More Norman Than 
Wisdom 

Another very enjoyable Wine & Wis-
dom night was held in April at the 
new venue of St. Anne's church hall 
in Cliftonville. 
This year’s winners with a score of 75 were the 
‘More Norman Than Wisdom’ team comprising 
of  Linda & Brian McRitchie, Irene Stimpson and 
Jenny & John Humphries. 
Only 21 points over ten rounds separated  the top 
and bottom scorers with other team names such as 
Eightsome reel (67 points), Barnstormers (65 
points), Village Idiots (62 points), Annes Army 
(62 points), Westaway (59 points) and Dave’s 
Divas (54 points). 
This was the first event of the New President John 
Reid’s term who unfortunately was on holiday to 
witness a fun filled evening. Vice President Jim 
Connell did the honours and presented the win-
ners and losers with their just deserts. 
As always the fish and chip supper went down a 
treat with teas and coffee after. 

Bringing up the rear with the lowest score and winning the 
prized Mars Bars were Dave’s Divas made up of David & 
Linda Walker and David & Anne Taylor. 

Please mention the Caledonian 
when contacting any of our pipers. 

Micheal Grant 
67 Noakes Meadow, Ashford 

Kent TN23 4RA  
Tel: 01233 626516 

      Mobile 0798 9028368 
 

Full Military Dress,  
Evening or Day Wear 

All types of function covered 

course there were the ‘But & Ben Pork Chops, Braveheart Burgers and you can imagine the size of 
that with all the trimmings, come to think of it, I’m sure it had a topping of Haggis also and finally the 
‘Ghillies Salmon’, a generous cut served with new potatoes, caulies and broccoli and dripping blue 
cheese sauce with a hint of malt and a sliver of lemon.  
I was in heaven but as I was on a diet I had to come out of that dream and make my way back to the 
hotel for dinner. My sincere apologies to any  
vegetarians reading this . 
As always, when I visit that part of the Euro-
pean peninsula I try to get hold of the local 
paper printed in English which is aimed for the 
expats living there and this was no exception. 
Reading merrily away I came across an advert 
for the local Caledonian Society which I found 
to be well established. I made contact with 
Kathy, their events coordinator, and introduced 
myself and had a blether. We have since been 
in touch by Email and I have received copies of 
their last two newsletters and back copies of the 
Caledonian are on their way to her. Kathy was 
sounded out for a possible Caledonian Adven-
ture to Portugal and I have to say the makings 
are there for such a trip. The wheels are already 
turning in my head, could it be done? Can it be 
done? And the answer always comes back - 
Nae bother at a’!! Oh, by the way did I mention 
the hotel we stayed at is used for golfing parties 
with a beautiful course just down the road. 

,
-�
���������
���������	
���
�����
��
�������������������������
� ��������

������������ �����
��
������
��������������������
����� ���	�

���
� ��������� 	���
����	���
�������������
�������
	��� ����� ����
� �����	
��

�������������
������������
	��
����������
���	������	�� ���� ����� �
����
����� 	��� �����������
�� ����
������� 	��� ������� ���� �
���
����� 	��� ��	���� ��� ��

���� ��
�  � 
�	��� ����� ��	�� �������
	���� ����� ��
���� 	�� ����	���
!��� ����� ��

� ��� �	�����
������������		
�������� �������
	���� ���� ���� ��� �����	� ����
"#  
� �
��� �� ��	�� ������� ���
"#  �����������	��
!��� ����� $�

������� �������
���	��"�   ����������������
���
����� �� ��

� ������ �	��� �	�
!��������%������
&�

'�  �((�) *�(+,�-. �.( �
������	��' ������
���/������� �

 

 



          5               Caledonian 

�����
����������
�������������
����������
�������������
����������
�������������
����������
��������� ���

What is a rider ? 
A foursome of ladies came back after a round of golf. At the 19th hole in the Club-
house, the Pro asked them "How did your game go?" The first said she had a good 
round with 25 riders. The second said she did OK with 16 riders. The third said not too 
bad since I had 10 riders. The fourth was disappointed and said that she played badly 
with only two riders. 
The Pro was confounded by this term "rider" but not wanting to show his ignorance 
just smiled and wish them better golf the next time.  
He then approached Jerry the bartender and asked "Jerry, can you tell me what does 
this term 'riders' mean?" Jerry smiled and explained that a "rider" is when you have hit 
a shot long enough to take a ride on a golf cart.  

Cartoon 

Did Ye Ken? 
Many years ago in Scotland, 
a new game was invented. It 
was ruled ‘Gentlemen 
Only . . . Lad ies  Forb id -
den’...and thus the word 
GOLF entered into the Eng-
lish language. 

�� nother year and this stalwart group of ladies 
and gentlemen in the golf section press on de-
spite creaking joints and other ailments which 

strike our ageing population. We are still looking for 
young blood to continue the traditions we have built up 
since 1991. 
 

The year’s first competition on the short course at North Foreland, 
which is a gentle start to the programme, on 26 April, played for the 
President’s Mashie. The winner on this calm day was Nick Allen 
with 54 strokes, the runner up being Bob Hope. The ladies’ top prize 
went to Pat Shaw, with the runner-up being Jill Laslett. The day con-
cluded with our customary dinner in the evening at the North foreland 
clubhouse. 
 

Our first long course competition held away from North Foreland was 
for the Jean Armour Rosebowl. This year the event was held at 
Westgate on 7 June on a sunny day. This is a course which is known to many of us and has many similarities with North 
Foreland. The Captain and his lady excelled themselves (not playing together). Iain Shaw was the outright winner 
with 43 points, the runner-up being Harry Vinall with 38 points. Pat Shaw, the leading lady, also scored 38 points. The 
runner-up was Jill Laslett from Paddy Vinall on count-back with 28 points. We had an excellent dinner in the enlarged 
and newly-decorated dining room of the Westgate Clubhouse. 
 

As the committee had decided that we would not travel away for a short break this year, the Scotia Cup competition 
was held at Tudor Park Country Club near Maidstone on 12 July. This was a new venue for the majority of us, but we 
enjoyed the undulating course with many large trees interspersed on either side of the fairways. The results were very 
close for both the gentlemen and ladies. The eventual winner of the Scotia Cup was Bob Hope with 28 points. The 
runner-up was Douglas Cossey with one point less at 27. The ladies winner, also with 27 points, was Paddy Vinall and 

the runner-up was Pat Shaw from Audrey Rossiter on count-back with 26 
points. The day closed with dinner in the Country Club’s Long Weekend res-
taurant. 
 

Our pre-August Bank Holiday competition for the Caledonian Cup held on 23 
August produced excellent scores on a very breezy day. Two of our stalwarts 
triumphed, especially the outright winner who has not appeared very often in 
our honours list in the past. The Caledonian Cup went to Bob Hope with 36 
points, the runner-up being Douglas Cossey with 30.  The ladies winner was 
Jill Lamerton with 27 points, the runner-up being Pat Shaw with 25 points. A 

convivial dinner and prize 
giving in the North Fore-
land Clubhouse rounded 
off the season’s mixed 
competitions. 
 

The final golf event of 
the year open to all 
ladies for the Marie 
Ferrier Tray  on 27 
September started with 
a less than promising 
weather forecast. The 
earlier birds (!) man-
aged to get round in 
the dry, but the later 
bevy were driven into 
the clubhouse by the 

heavy rain and strong winds. The winner of the Tray with 27 points was 
Pat Shaw on count-back from Audrey Rossiter. We were delighted that 
once again Charlie Ferrier graced us with his 
attendance. He presented the Tray and two 
prizes, which were drawn out of the hat, both 
being won by the rain birds. The dinner was 
much enjoyed in the clubhouse by the ladies and 
their gentlemen escorts. 

Bob Hope, with a bottle of the ‘water of life’, winner of the 
Caledonian and Scotia Cups, being presented the Scotia Cup 
by Captain Iain Shaw.  

Pat Shaw, winner of the Marie Ferrier Tray with 
her husband Captain Iain Shaw winner of the Jean 
Armour Rosebowl. 

Scotia Cup Ladies winner, Paddy Vinall with a nice bottle of 
bubbly presented by Captain Iain Shaw. 

Caledonian and Scotia Cups runner up, Douglas Cossey 
with Captain Iain Shaw following the prize giving. 

Fore! 
In primitive society, when native 
tribes beat the ground with clubs and 
yelled, it was called witchcraft; 
today, in civilized society, it is called 
golf. 
 

Golf is an expensive way of playing 
marbles. 
 

Golf is a game in which the slowest 
people in the world are those in front 
of you, and the fastest are those 
behind. 
 

Golf: A five mile walk punctuated 
with disappointments. 
 

The secret of good golf is to hit the 
ball hard, straight and not too often. 
 

There's no game like golf: you go 
out with three friends, play eighteen 
holes, and return with three enemies. 
 

Golf was once a rich man's sport, but 
now it has millions of poor players. 
 

An amateur golfer is one who ad-
dresses the ball twice: once before 
swinging, and once again after 
swinging. 
 

Many a golfer prefers a golf cart to a 
caddy because the cart cannot count, 
criticize or laugh.�
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“Lord, I have a problem” 
“What’s the problem, Eve?” 
“I know that you created me and 
provided this beautiful garden and all 
these wonderful animals, as well as 
that hilarious snake, but I’m just not 
happy.” 
“And why is that Eve?”  “Lord, I am 
so lonely, and I’m sick to death of 
apples.”  
“Well Eve, in that case, I have a solu-
tion. I shall create a man for you.” 
“Man? What is that Lord?” 
“A flawed creature, with many bad traits. He’ll lie, cheat and be vain; all in 
all, he’ll give you a hard time. He’ll be bigger and faster than you and will like 
to hunt and kill things. I’ll create him in such a way that he will satisfy your 
physical needs. He will be witless and revel in childish things like fighting and 
smacking a ball about in open spaces with a small stick. He won’t be as smart 
as you, so he will also need your advice to think properly.” 
“Sounds great.” says Eve, with ironically raised eyebrows, “but what’s the 
catch Lord?” 
“Well,…...you can have him on one condition.” 
“And what’s that Lord?” 
“As I said, he’ll be proud, arrogant and self admiring…...so you’ll have to let 
him believe I made him first. It will be our little secret…...you know, woman 
to woman.” 

New tartans are launched on 
a regular basis these days 
and often do not grab much 
media attention.  
That might have been the fate of the 
new tartan by the charity which runs 
the Erskine hospital for service veter-
ans. But instead, it got a lot of column 
inches, not just because it was being 
launched by an RAF Tornado pilot, 
but because the pilot was the brother 
of mega movie star Ewan McGregor.  
Squadron Leader Colin McGregor is 
based at Lossiemouth and he has just 
returned from a tour of duty in 

Iraq.  He says he was delighted to help 
to raise awareness of the unrivalled 
care that Erskine hospital provides to 
ex-servicemen and women. Funds 
raised from the sale of items made 
from the tartan will go directly to-
wards the care of veterans throughout 
Scotland. The design of the new tartan 
incorporates the dark blue of the 
Royal Navy, the azure blue of the 
Royal Air Force and other colours 
representing the original six Scottish 
army regiments (prior to the recent 
amalgamation).  
 

For those who don’t know, the Erskine hospital 
is one of the Society’s nominated charities. Ed. 
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Glasgow Belongs Tae Me 
There are two streets in Glasgow, which are indeli-
bly engraved on the folk memory of Glaswegians 
everywhere who may be over the age of fifty. There 
was a time when Sauchiehall Street vied with Argyll 
Street to be the 'busiest street in the Empire' (some 
even said, the world). 
 

Sauchiehall Street in the North and Argyll Street, to the South, in fact, 
bound Central Glasgow's grid pattern, they are about three quarters of 
a mile apart. To a large extent all of the affairs of business and com-
merce are contained within this area. Depending on where you were 
born in the city, you would have a preference for one or other of these 
streets.  They had, and still have, their own unique sense of commu-
nity.  Southsiders and county people from Lanarkshire have always 
bunged up Argyll Street as a free spending, but canny public, who 
have an eye for a bargain. 
 

This is in contrast to the West Enders, North Glaswegians and people 
from Dumbartonshire and Stirlingshire who populate Sauchiehall 
Street. There is a whole different temper to the West Enders who have 
a preference for the expensive shopping experience and the 'designer' 
plastic carrier bag. Until recently this location was home to some of 
the snootier shops like Copeland and Lye, Watt Brothers and a num-
ber of small expensive dress shops. 
 

It is true, even today, that the twin 'villages' of Argyll and Sauchiehall 
Streets that are served by a network of transport links are handier for 
one or other of the groupings mentioned.  This has led to a kind of 
cultural apartheid that will see some people, hardly ever use Sauchie-
hall Street and vice versa. Renfield Street, West Nile Street, Hope 
Street and Buchanan Street are the four main arteries that join up 
North and South, each with a different character. When you think of 
Renfield Street, you can hear, a busy, bustling, noisy city.  For West 
Nile street, you think of a backwater, quiet and unattractive.  Hope 
Street by night is seedy, depressing and threatening and Buchanan 
Street is wide, posh and expensive. 
 

The heart of the city is all of these things. Aggressive, hurrying, quiet 
and seedy, busy, garish and congested. Tinsel and noise. The people 
are brash, friendly, straightforward, ebullient and above 
all.........Glaswegians. 

Rhubarb, Rhubarb 
Wee Sandy went up to Old Jock the 
gardener and asked "What do you put 
on your rhubarb?"  
Old Jock smiled and replied "Well 
laddie, I usually apply a load of horse 
manure."  
The little boy looked up, wide eyed, 
and commented "We usually only 
have custard." 

Smart Wives  
Jamie was propping up the bar one 
evening looking glum. The barman 
asked him what was wrong and Jamie 
said his wife was too smart for him. 
He explained, “Last night, there was 
nothing much on the TV and we were 
forced to watch the cricket highlights. 
That inevitably led us to talk about 
life and death... At one point, I said to 
my wife 'Just so you know, I never 
want to live in a vegetative state, 
dependent on some machine and 
relying on fluids from a bottle. If that 
ever happens, just pull the plug’. She 
immediately got up, unplugged the 
TV and threw out all my whisky. 
Some days, I just hate being married 
to a smart woman." 

$���	�� �

Wee Geordie from Glasgow was four years old and 
was puzzled by the way his cousins from Aberdeen 
spoke. He asked his mother why they spoke in such a 
strange way. His mother explained that they had an 
"accent" and that to an Aberdonian, his Glasgow ac-
cent would sound strange too. Wee Geordie's eyes got 
wider as he understood the implications of this. Then 
he said: "You mean that they not only speak funny, 
they hear funny too?" 
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Scot Who 
Transformed 
Japan's Skyline 
 

William Kinninmond Burton 
is unknown in Scotland and 
probably the rest of the UK 
also, but he is still honoured 
in Japan. Burton designed 
the country's first sky-
scraper and designed a mod-
ern, clean water system for 
many Japanese cities at the 
end of the 19th century.  
He was born in Edinburgh in 1856 and 
served a five-year apprenticeship with 
one of the capital's innovative hydrau-
lic and mechanical engineering com-
panies. After a spell in London, he 
was invited to become the first Profes-
sor of Sanitary Engineering and a 
lecturer at the Imperial University of 
Tokyo in 1887. While there, he de-
signed new water and drainage sys-
tems for Tokyo and for 23 other towns 
and cities in Japan. He is credited with 
saving hundreds of thousands of lives 
every year by greatly reducing the risk 
of deadly water-borne diseases such as 
cholera and dysentery. He was also 
commissioned to design Japan's first 
skyscraper, "Ryounkaku" - meaning 
"Cloud-Surpassing Pavilion". 220 feet 
high and the tallest building in Japan 
when it opened, the building boasted 
the first elevator ever installed in a 
Japanese building. Burton also helped 
to introduce modern photography to 
Japan, and established the Japanese 
Photographic Society. He is still re-
membered at an annual ceremony in 
Tokyo, where people lay flowers and 
sing Scottish folk songs at his tomb at 
Aoyama Cemetery. Now, at last, he 
has been recognised in Scotland and a 
plaque has been unveiled at Napier 
University in the city of his birth.  

Miss Betty  
Kanzler 

 

We are sorry to report the 
passing of Miss Betty Kan-
zler on the 2nd September 
2007. 
 

Betty was a member for 
many years and served the 
Society as treasurer for 
twenty one years, She was 
also a regular at the Tuesday 
dance class. 
 

A donation, on behalf of 
members of the Thanet & 
Caledonian Society of 
£150.00 was sent to Parkin-
son's Disease Society in ap-
preciation of Betty’s services 
to the Society. 

�
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Bonnie  Pr ince 
Charlie’s supporters 
were known as 
Jacobites which 
originated from the 
word Jacobean the 
Gaelic word for 
James. 
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The Caledonian is the newsletter of the 
Thanet and District Caledonian Society . 
Any correspondence in relation to the 
publication should be addressed to :  
 

        The Editor 
        Caledonian 
        84 Western Road 
        Margate,Kent CT9 3QW 
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This poem by William Air Foster 
(1801-1864) will strike a chord 
with many who have left Scot-
land, especially if the departure is 
late in life. Inevitably, there is 
some regret at the loss of even 
minor things which are familiar. 
              

�� areweel to ilka hill where the red 
heather grows, 

To ilk bonnie green glen whaur the 
mountain stream rows, 
To the rock that re-echoes the torrent's 
wild din, 
To the graves o' my sires, and the 
hearths o' my kin. 
 

Fareweel to ilk strath an' the lav'rock's 
sweet sang - 
For trifles grow dear whan we've 
kenn'd them sae lang; 
Round the wanderer's heart a bright 
halo they shed, 
A dream o' the past when a' others ha'e 
fled. 
 

The young hearts may kythe, though 
they're forced far away, 
But its dool to the spirit when haffets 
are grey; 
The saplin' transplanted may flourish a 
tree, 
Whar the hardy auld aik wad but 
wither and dee. 
 

They tell me I gang whaur the tropic 
suns shine 
Owre landscapes as lovely and fra-
grant as thine; 
For the objects sae dear that the heart 
had entwined 
Turn eerisome hame-thoughts, and 
sicken the mind. 
 

No, my spirit shall stray whaur the red 
heather grows! 
In the bonnie green glen whaur the 
mountain stream rows, 
'Neath the rock that re-echoes the 
torrent's wild din, 
'Mang the graves o' my sires, and the 
hearths o' my kin. 
 

Meaning of old Scots words: 
    ilka / ilk = every 
    lav'rock = lark 
    kenn'd = known 
    kythe = perform (a miracle) 
    dool = grief, mourning weeds 
    haffets = locks of hair, especially at 
    the temples 
    aik = oak 
    gang = go  

Uncle Mack’s Broadstairs Minstrels and my  
Grandfather’s Part in their Formation. 

By Jim Connell 
The 1890’s - In the east end of London two young men, musically talented, 
but with more practical trades as a day job, are seen ‘busking’ music hall 
queues and less frequently, west end theatre queues at evenings and week-
ends. 
One plays the banjo and sings popular and comic songs and is accompanied by the other on a portable harmonium*. 
The banjo player was James Henry Summerson, his accompanist (my maternal grandfather) was Fredrick Hawley who 
also handmade the Harmonium. Whether they were summer sabbaticals or annual holiday arrangements I don’t know, 
but I understand that they both decided to do “their thing” at various Kent seaside resorts from Herne Bay to Dover. 
Certainly by the early 1890’s thay had got a more or less permanent ‘pitch’ outside the ‘Rose Inn’ in Albion Street, 

Broadstairs at half a crown a week rent, and by 
1895 had formed a black minstrel concert party, 
renting an open area of the sands for the summer 
season. These became known as ‘Uncle Mack’s 
Broadstairs Minstrels’, Harry Summerson having 
adopted the pseudonym ’Uncle Mack’ and my 
granddad ’Uncle Fred’ and similarly of course, all 
personnel in the troupe.  
Harry and Fred  had come a long way since these 
early busking days. Unfortunately, my grandfa-
ther’s term with the troupe was only to last for 
another ten years. Born very near-sighted, he 
became virtually blind during that period but at 
least had helped Harry to make the minstrels a 
success, which was to last for many years. (1895-
1948). Musically very talented, the members 
comprised light comedians, singers and dancers 
who could all double as actors in comedy sketches 
which changed with each performance and of 

course instruments, wind, string, keyboard and percussion. Two performances a day on the sands primarily for children 
with an evening performance for older folk at the end of the pier. Black make-up was removed for the Thursday eve-
ning performance, when the troupe changed costume and became a pierrot concert party. This became known as ‘white 
night’. Eventually, a large lock-up stage was built on the sands against the cliff face. Talent shows for the children were 
a weekly attraction and though my sister Betty and I would have a pretty good stab at something in the song and dance 
line I cannot think much came our way in prizes! I suppose nepotism was more of a reason for disqualification in the 
1930’s! 
From the early blazers, ‘wide awake’ hats and straw boaters, the costumes became very colourful and one piece, with 
wide lace collers and the mortarboard becoming the regular headwear which prevailed until sadly the demise of the 
minstrels in 1948. I remember, on occasion, as 
a boy in the thirties, with my brother and sis-
ters, our kitchen was at times a magical place 
redolent with the smell of burnt cork for 
‘blacking up’ of some of the uncles before they 
walked down to the sands for the first perform-
ance of the day. The costumes, incidentally 
were all made by hand by our ‘auntie 
Lou’ (uncle Mack’s wife) and varied each 
summer. Those summers seemed such happy, 
carefree days and many’s the popular song 
(and one or two composed by uncle Mack 
himself) that I can recall. But…….due to 
Barry Wooton and Tony Euden, local and 
Broadstairs historians and archivists, the BBC 
came to hear of the rare footage of Broadstairs 
in the 1930’s by the movie camera of Miss 
Enid Briggs and having seen it were intrigued 
by a shot of the Minstrels on stage Conse-
quently I was asked to give the BBC production team of the series 
‘Inside Out’ (led by Cheryl Baker), a first hand eye witness account 
and impressions, especially by family connections. After two days 
of interviewing and camera work on the Broadstairs piece, the net 
result was disappointing, virtually edited to extinction, it was never-
theless quite evocative for me and my sister Betty and siblings par-
ticularly and to thousands of folk all over the country that have 
shared in the innocent, joyful and light-hearted entertainment that 
Uncle Mack dispensed in nearly fifty years of Broadstairs life. 
  

* The harmonium is an organ like key board instrument. (the one my 
grandfather made spanned just an octave and a half) The harmonium 
produces notes with free metal reeds vibrated by air forced by bel-
lows operated by foot pedals and made portable by adjustable straps 
for the back. 
 

Note: My mother was the source relating to all the early and formative years of the 
Minstrels generally and Harry Summerson and Fred Hawley in particular.   JC 

Early troupe picture taken by local photographer S H Smiths in 1902. Uncle Mack 
(Harry Summerson) is rear centre with Fred Hawley (Jim’s Grandfather)  standing. 

The troupe of Uncles in their mortarboard outfits in 1932. Harry Summerson (Uncle 
Mack) front & centre.  

Next Move? 
Sandy had been trying for years to 
master the game of golf, but sadly was 
not making much headway.  
One afternoon at the Auchterlonie Golf Club, 
he muffed his tee shot into the woods, then hit 
into a few trees, then proceeded to hit across the 
fairway into another wooded area. Finally, after 
banging away several more times, he proceeded 
to hit into a sand trap. All the while, he'd no-
ticed that the club professional had been watch-
ing. So, he asked the pro, "What club should I 
use now?" With a frown, the pro replied, "I 
don't know. What game are you playing?" 
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�� ajor General Sir Hector Macdonald (born 1853), the son of a crofter, enlisted with the Gordon Highlanders 
and worked his way up through the ranks, serving with distinction in the Afghan war and in India. He became 
known as ‘Fighting Mac’ for his heroics at the Battle of Omdurman, was wounded in the second Boer war and 

later given command of the troops in Ceylon, where charges 
of homosexuality were brought against him. He shot himself 
in Hotel Regina, Paris, after reading about his impending 
court martial in the New York Times. 
He’s also the guy on the Camp Coffee bottle, the one sitting on a cushion in full 
tartans outside a tent, with a Sikh attendant standing by with a tray. Actually they 
got rid of the tray thirty years ago and left him standing as if he didn’t know what 
to do with his free hand, which was clenched into an anxious little fist. 
Recently, allegedly in response to “complaints”, the label was amended further, so 
that the Sikh and general now sit side by side, as if this was some excruciatingly 
slow animated film. Got the story so far? Bearer brings chicory essence drink for 
Scottish bloke. Stands for sixty years then somehow loses tray. Three decades 
later, takes seat. Is this some form of new art? The Nescafé couple’s slightly 
barmy relatives? Or is this a ruthless  revisionism normally employed by the PC 
brigade to torture Daily Mail readers? And who exactly drinks Camp Coffee these 
days? The stuff looks like bunker-C but compares with chilled Bovril. Personally, 
I can’t wait to see the end of this tale. Will General Mac, after all these years, want 
tiffen? Will we spot that Victorian generals and bearers didn’t normally share 
beverages of any kind? Most likely he’ll put the chap on a charge for losing Army 
property, to wit a Mk I tray. And quite right too. �   
 
Courtesy of Neil Griffiths writing in Scottish Legion News, The Official Journal of the 
Royal British Legion Scotland. 
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Young children, their parents and students will need 
no introduction to the BBC's phenomenally popular 
children's series Balamory.  
For the rest of us it's a little like Play School, but with a 
collection of characters set against the beautiful and 
brightly painted backdrop of the Isle of Mull's main vil-
lage, Tobermory. The result has been a steady stream of 
families with young children making the pilgrimage to 
Tobermory from all parts of the UK and beyond.  

Mull has long been a popular destination for those who enjoy the beauti-
ful scenery of this surprisingly large and thinly populated island (300 
square miles and 2,732 residents), and for the 140,000 or so making the 
more traditional pilgrimage to Iona each year.  
Ferry services to Mull and accommodation on the island are geared up to 
serve traditional levels of visitors, and both have been put under pressure 
by the additional numbers coming to Balamory.  
The Balamory Experience. Visitors to Balamory find, at Tobermory, a stunningly attractive village curving around a harbour side and climbing the hill behind. 
Many of the locations used in the TV series are in the village, though some are private homes and the privacy of those living there should be respected. A range 
of Balamory clothing can be purchased in the Tobermory Corner Shop on the Main Street. 
The Balamory location you won't find in Tobermory is Archie's Castle, which actually lies over 170 miles to the south east, near North Berwick.  
By far the most adventurous way to get to Balamory is to drive west from the Corran Ferry or south from Mallaig to Salen, and west along the Ardnamurchan 
Peninsula to Kilchoan. From here a ferry service operates directly to Tobermory. This route involves a great deal of single track driving, but does allow you to 
see some very beautiful and little visited parts of Scotland. 
All three ferry routes mentioned on this page are operated by CalMac, whose website gives timetable, fare and booking information. Bear in mind that you can 
combine different ferry routes for an interesting circular tour taking in Balamory. Check for combined ticket information under Mull & Morvern or Mull & 
Ardnamurchan on the Hopscotch Routes South page of the 
CalMac website at www.calmac.co.uk .  

The picturesque and colourful view of Tobermory Harbour in summertime, a must for all parents with 
children addicted to the very popular Balamory TV series. 

Tobermory’s post office is just typical of the community spirit which 
welcomed Scottish Television to the island in the making of Balamory. 

     Kilt Contract for Scots Firm  
 
 

Last year, the Ministry of Defence went out to competitive 
tender for new kilts, tartan trews and sporrans for the soldiers 
in the new Royal Regiment of Scotland.  
There were concerns at the time that the work might go to a manufacturer out-
side of Scotland, instead of one of the traditional suppliers. So there was a 
mixed reaction recently when it was announced that the kilts would be made by 
Glenisla Kilts in Motherwell from material supplied by Robert Noble of 
Peebles. But a larger contract, for tartan trews and 5,000 sporrans, has gone to 
two companies based in England, although the sporrans will actually be manu-
factured by a subsidiary in Perthshire. The Royal Regiment was created when 
five previous regiments were merged to form the new unit. 


