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From TheDaftDays“ by Robert-7£#ergusson, 175

Fuddlers, youwr puns un femper fux,

And roset weel yowr fldole-sticks,

And banisiv vile Holian tricks
Fromwm owt yowr guovruwm,
Nor fortes wi U pianos mix,
Gi eUs Tull och Gor um.

Let minrtiv apound, let festal cireer
lnwest Hie dawning of the year,
Let blitresome bnnocence appeor
To- croww owr joy,
Nor envy, wiU sarcastic sneer

Owr bliss destroy.

AnU thou, great god of Aqua Vit
Wha swayys the empive of Hus city,
When fuU weUre seometyj mes cap
Be thow prepared
To- hedge ws frae that black banditi
The City-Guaro

The Daft Days® of the poem were Edinburgh?:
|l ovely word, ~caper no.itheye mayhave beehdhe we det ec:
occasional difference of opinion with the polis?

Page 1



®

From the President

The run up to Christmas is always busy and the Association has certainly been busy
—-our Hall owe"en Ceéeilidh and the St. Andrew"s

Sue and | missed the ceilidh, unfortunately, but judging by the reports and photos it
was a terrific success. There certainly seemed to have been a fair few scary
apparitions around! My thanks to all who made it such a success.

The annual St Andrews Night dinner and dance took place on Saturday 28
November and we enjoyed an excellent night with members and their friends —
although it took several days for the effects of the Orcadian Strip-the-Willow to wear
off!

As wel | as these ,special® event s, the Thu
provide a friendly and energetic activity for those of us who attend. We continue to

attract new dancers and, as an innovation, we now offer, with the help of Bill Dall,

some additional support to beginners and improvers. This should make it easier to

get up to speed with the complexities of Scottish Country Dancing. We aim to

spread the word, so, if you know anyone interested in taking up the activity please

send them along!

We also continue to ramble under the leadership of Bernice Young and enjoyed a
pleasant day out on Friday 13 November - remarkably a lucky day for weather. The
next one will be on Monday 4™ January and a great chance to walk off some of that
Christmas cheer!

Coming up on Saturday 23 January is the annual Burns Night celebration and we
look forward to seeing as many of you there as possible. Please book early using the
flyer enclosed with this Chanter.

In the meantime, | wish you all a very happy Christmas and a good New Year.

Andrew

o
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Back Homei Fai |l te dodén Oban

Apol ogies to all you Lowlanders, but to me |
is Oban, which | am sure many of you have visited and contrary to popular belief, it
doesn“t always rain therel!

My English husband says that my spirit visibly lifts as soon as | cross the Border and

by the time we hit the shores of Loch Etive and | get my first glimpse of Connel
Bridge (which to those who haven®"t seen it,
Forth Bridge), | know | am nearly home. On the way we have traversed Loch

Lomond side and the magnificent Loch Awe road, but to me the beautiful Loch Etive

is unbeatable. It was on this loch that pilots trained during the war prior to dropping
Barnes Wallis®"s bounci ng bsaediheacdd theldtlewas ar r o w
the closest we could get in Britain to a Norwegian Fjord.

Oban, unl i ke Bill and Andrew"s home towns,
Victorian era and prior to that was a very small fishing village. However, the earliest
inhabitants go back to around 8000 B.C. About 120 years ago, workmen blasting

for foundations of a new building came across a large cave, now known worldwide

as The MacArthur Cave, which was found to contain the oldest human remains in

Scotland — two men and one woman, along with bone chisels and other evidence of

a very early settlement.

Until the EU introduced their so-called fishing policy, Oban was a very busy fishing

port, both for seine netters, which caught mainly white fish, and the larger herring

trawlers. Nowadays only a handful of boats land their catch in Oban, and it consists

mainly of shellfish. Eating in a fish restaurant in Oban is a delight -y ou won* t f i |
fresher seafood anywhere.

Oban®"s skyline is dominated bycaMitCrllygs s Tow
the locals can get quite tetchy about this; it was built, not as a whim, but for two very
specific purposes). The Tower, as it is affectionately known, was commissioned by
wealthy Oban banker and philanthropist, John Stuart McCaig. He had observed
how many local stonemasons were unemployed and impoverished and it was his
idea to provide work for them and at the same time to build a memorial to his family.
The huge unfinished amphitheatre is built with grey granite from the local Bonawe
qguarry and it is a tribute both to this very hard stone and the skills of the
stonemasons that it still stands to-day much as it was when building was abandoned.

Many people thought that McCaig had run out of money, but the explanation is much

simpler — he died, unmarried and without heirs and his two surviving sisters had no

interest in continuing the project. The stonemasons were now finding work as the

town grew and without John McCaig®"s guiding
McCaig Trust provides money to-day for many local projects, scholarships etc and is

still wealthy.

Another unfinished building in Oban is that of the Hydropathic Hotel and this was
indeed abandoned due to lack of funds. It was a very ambitious project and the
costs proved to be astronomical. The business men who were backing the project
pulled the plug and building stopped. As the site was plundered by many local
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buil der s, there are quite a few Iimpressive
and very little remains of the original building.

Some of the other sights you will see as you wander around Oban are Dunollie

Castle, seat of the MacDougalls of Lorne, and below it, the Dog Stone, which is a

huge piece of volcanic rock, said to have been where the Celtic giant Fingal tied his

equally gigantic hound and the marks around the centre of the rock, so local legend

has it, were | eft by the dog"s chain. Loo
out stands the Maiden Island. According to the story, a local big-wig rowed his

daughter out to the island and, ashamed of her unmarried pregnant state, tied her to

the rocks where he left her to drown. It is said that her cries can still be heard to-

day, but I think it is more likely to be those of the seagulls.

At the other end of the town, towards Gallanach, on the shoreline is another huge

rock, known as the Brandystone, where smugglers hid their loot until it was safe to

bring it ashore away from the prying eyes of the Exciseman. (not Rabbie Burns!) .

Also down at this end of the town, you can take the road up to Pulpit Hill (or
Crannai g AétMdi Wi sitetrer s Pul pit), and the n
and out to the islands make the climb as well worth the effort, as is the one up to the

Tower, which has been landscaped and has a good viewing platform.

As a child growing up in Oban, all these sights were simply there and my friends and

I didn*"t give them a | ot of thought. We we
surrounding the area we lived in and in the summer our favourite place was

Ganavan Sands, about two miles from the town centre. We would set off over the

hill path away from the road, armed with swimsuits, towels, a few sandwiches and a

bottle of water or lemonade, depending on whatwas i n Mum"s cupboard.
enough money for an ice-cream at Ganavan shop and our bus fare home and we

would stay the whole day, lazing on the sand, in and out of the sea and sometimes

up on the hill above playing hide and seek in the bracken — all without adult
supervision! s it true that we only remember the sunny days, or were there more of

them fifty years ago? Easter Sunday was special and the first picnic of the year. It

never seemed to be cancelled because of rain. We would climb one of the local

hills and roll our hard boiled eggs down to symbolise the rolling away of the stone at
Jesus"s tomb, raci ngee Wmwseneggaadtraled the fughest t

without cracking. It was also the day of our first paddle in the sea — and yes, it was
freezing, but we didn“"t seem to care.

Oban is unique in that it has -theweautduaredhedr al
granite St. Columba“s Cathedr al on the Espl
George Street.  They are the seats of the Bishops of Argyll and the Isles for the

Roman Catholic Church and the Scottish Episcopal Church respectively. It is good

to see that both these lovely buildings are open to the public and anyone can drop in

to explore or say a prayer, whatever their religion. My father was one of the

Bi shop"s altar boys at the |l aying of St. Col

I am proud to sé&dgymihwpt amg Padf sof Oban®s h
grandfather and several generations back were boatbuilders and owned the Port

Beag Boatyard. My grandfather was known as the best builder of clinker-built boats

in the West of Scotland and designedandbui | t t he ~ Oban c¢cl ass® di
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day most boats are built from fibreglass and none of the Oban dinghies have
survived. Coming from a yachting family, much of the mealtime conversations
revolved round boats, sails, weather, races, etc. and as my brother is a sail-rigger
and he and his sons are just as keen as my Dad was on sailing, nothing much has
changed!

Anot her part of Oban®“s history is the | ocal
year old malt is distilled, and it is well worth a visit, not least for the enjoyment of a
dram at the end of the tour.

Oban is famous for its spectacular sunsets and it is a magical experience just to sit
by the War Memorial and watch the sun go down behind the islands of Mull, Kerrera
and Lismore and although | have lived in Nottingham for thirty-five years, my spiritual
home is still Oban and | have to visit as often as possible to re-charge my batteries in
the pure clean air and the laid-back attitude to life.

Margaret Barnes

s s e s s s s P s P P s P s P P P P P P P P P o P P P P o $s

Starlings in Somerset

The main reason for our trip was to watch the starlings coming in to roost over-night
and believe me it is a sight to see and hear. The birds are winter visitors, many up
from Africa; we are talking not hundreds, not thousands but millions of starlings. It is
hard to describe the aerial display as the sky fills with birds swooping up in great
clouds, (a bit like midges in Skye but not nearly so painful) they wheel and turn
making the most fantastic shapes for about half an hour and then on mass, on an
unheard unseen signal down they go to settle for the night.

Somerset is one county many people know, but cannot always remember just where
it is. Think about cider, Clark"s shoes, We
are thinking Somerset, and from now on think starlings.

Driving along the main road between Streetand Wells and you can call i

Farm® and buy real |l ocally made <cider. Pro
the locals turning up with sacks of apples from their own orchards to have them

turned into fresh appl e |jueirceciodrerl*ef t Tthoe bfea
great range of fruit based product s. Street

round their museum reminded us of ours and
The City of Wells is not big in city terms but well worth a visit especially the cathedral
and surrounding streets.

We were part of a crowd estimated to be over ten thousand strong, a mix of locals

and visitors watching the biggest illuminated carnival in Europe. The roads around

Shepton Mallet were closed off to allow the parade to pass through the town, with

floats up to one hundred foot | ong on severa
and a half to pass our vantage point. The carnival moves around the area over

several weeks raising huge amounts of money for charities with all the towns trying

to beat each other.
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We really enjoyed our first wvisit to the are
another visit in January when the numbers have topped five million in past years plus
a visit to Slimbridge for thousands of waders wintering there.

Jeanne & Bill Dall

See also page 9 and visit www.foxybiddy.com for more info on the vixen and superb
pictures of the starlings and other wildlife. Just Spectacular!

Halloween Extravaganza

This year®s Hall oween dance had the particul
band of revellers with varying disciplines. There were skiers, ex-skiers, bridge

players, dancers of course and an assorted range of friends and co-optees. An old

friend of mine and his wife, Terry and Hazel, had arranged their annual visit to us for

this weekend and sothey had to be included. They | ive i
get out much, and have only recently warmed to Northerners. Una was apprehensive

that they would be overwhelmed by too much Scottish hospitality but Terry

thoroughly enjoyed himself and even Hazel found the whole event tolerable.

Most partakers had made a great effort with their costumes. Iris looked like one of

the Witches of Eastwick; Shuggie looked like something nasty from the Lord of the

Ri ngs. Davi d, who i s scar ng escecdedgeVven thikasThur sd
Gandalf and my bridge partner David was masked and padded up as the hunchback

of Notre Dame. With the extra padding, it was more like lunch pack than hunchback

and Bernice was the best fed skeleton | have ever seen.

The dances were thoroughly invigorating and Terry, not knowing any of the steps
responded well to the challenge. He was particularly amused by the fact that the
explanation was given by the people with the strongest Scottish accent and barely
understandable to anyone who was born south of Auchtermuchty. To add to the
confusion Bernice insisted on demonstrating a dance as a man with David (guest) as
a lassie. Machiavelli would have approved, but then again did he have Scottish
ancestry? Nevertheless, the instruction was obviously excellent as no injuries were
recorded.

Dances were punctuated with the nice selection of games including hoopla throwing
and pumpkin face design. In our group, project leader was Norma (bridge) who may
have started with the intention of constructing a self-portrait but the finished article
was more reminiscent of road kill. Needl ess

At half time, we flooded into the food hall and amidst the smorgasbord of offerings;
the star attractions were the pumpkin soup and shortbread, both supplied by
Margaret, . Liqguid refreshment was also suppl
many people took full advantage of that. The evening was rounded off by a
wonderful acknowledgement from Margaret who looked serene and positively
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presidential throughout, although not in a George Bush sort of way. | wondered if she
had been watching some newsreel footage of the early Margaret Thatcher years.

Nevertheless, the huge success of the event was down largely to the tremendous
effort put in by all of the organisers and helpers. The general consensus was that
this was the best ever, which leaves us with a bit of a problem.

This is going to be one very hard act to follow.

Alan Ratcliffe

St Andrewds Day Di nner and Dance 200¢

On the 28" November over 60 members and guests attended the Masonic Club in
Nottingham for the annual St Andrew"s Day
Andrew Morrison wished everyone an enjoyabl
all the Past Presidents attending.

After an excellent meal, a humorous tribute to Scotland was delivered by the guest
speaker, Mr | an Gray, current President of t
Bill Dall organised a mixed programme of modern and Ceilidh dancing which was

thoroughly enjoyed by all.

Our thanks to Margaret and Chris Barnes for the beautiful floral table decorations
and to Andrew Morrison for maintaining the Scottish theme by producing pictorial
table markers identifying well known Munros (Scottish mountains of more than 3,000
feet in height). Bob Logan, as Master of Ceremonies, ensured that the evening ran
smoothly.

David Potter

Coming Events

Saturday 23 January 2010: Burns Night Dinner
Nottingham Masonic Hall
Details and an application form for tickets  are enclosed
with this edition of The Chanter. Please come and bring your friends o}
why not book a table?

Monday, 4 ™ January : Ramble
Contact Bernice Young for details (Tel: 0115 9637228)

Friday 19 February 2010 " The |l sle of

An illustrated talk by Dennis Willey
St Andrew's with Castle Gate, Church Hall, 7.30pm
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Heroes from History: The Polis of Cullen and the Seaplane

Symbolic of Cullen for me — as well as the Skink — is its beautiful viaduct over
Seatown; long gone are the eyeable 4-4-Os of the Great North of Scotland Railway
with their staple traffics of fish and holidaymakers, and Beeching did the rest; today
you may cross it on your bike. But in its elegant shadow one of the minor dramas of
World War Two was played out, and a bicycle took centr e st age ...

A seaplane, heavily damaged after paying a call on German shipping in Norwegian

flords, failed to return to base and ditched in Cullen Bay. Visibility was poor at the

time and nobody in Cullen was sure whether it was one of theirs or one of ours, but

that was settled when two fishermen put out
God I *"m not a fisherman!” from one of the ¢
put the crew ashore, the unconscious pilot was taken to hospital and the Seatown

lads towed the seaplane into harbour, being obliged to wangle it in sideyways

because of the wingspan.

Ere long the new arrival was all the talk of the steamie and soon the local populace

was swarming all over it. Meanwhile the pilot, regaining consciousness in hospital,

was whispering something about ™ a b omb j ammed i n tathegolisunder c
sitting at his bedside. There followed a scene worthy of the wonderful Jonesie in

"Dad"s Army" as the polisman got off ohis ma
his bike and pedalled furiously down to the harbour, roaring out warnings as he went,

though presumably missing outthe " Don 6t pani c bit. Fbrosangetreagpra ni ¢ ! ! ¢
the seaplane suddenly lost its attraction for the locals who suddenly felt a communal

urge to be el sewhere..

Believe it or not, it was next day before the RAF lads showed up from Lossie,
disarmed the bomb, dismantled the aircraft and took both away on lorries. History is
silent as to whether the train service over the viaduct was suspended during the
emergency, whether the rules governing salvage at sea applied to seaplanes in
wartime or whether the fisher-lads and the worthy polis were ever suitably rewarded
for their trouble!

David Page

After discovering that they had won 15 million pounds in
the Lottery, Mr and Mrs McFlannel sat down to discuss
their future.

Mrs McFlannel announced "After twenty years of washing
It her fol ksé stairs, ah ki n| thraw
away at last.”

Her husband agreed - "Aye, sure, hen. We kin easily affor d
tae buy youse a new yin now."
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An Ode to Foxybiddy

(The Urban Vixen)

Anyone who has ever encountered urban foxes on a regular basis will, | think, be able to
relate to this!

In red fur coat, on dainty feet
From dusk to dawn,
From street to street.

With silent steps and shifty eyes
She moves beneath the starry skies.
She pauses whilst a car goes by;
Almost as if to deny
Her presence .....

As she walks on by.

In red fur coat, on dainty feet
Her cunning eyes peer down the street,
Where, suddenly
A tall dark man
Tumbles from a slowing van,
Then staggering in drunken state,
Fumbles to get through the gate.
Stumbling down the garden steps
He drops his bag of fish and chips.
Too drunk to notice ....

Too tired to care .....

He goes inside and leaves it there.

In red fur coat, on dainty feet,
She shuffles slyly down the street
Her pride defeated by her needs,
- With several hungry mouths to feed.
A piercing cry of sheer delight ...
This lady's luck is in tonight.
A pot of gold, a midnight feast,
To share amongst her hungry beasts.

In red fur coat, on dainty feet
She hurries back along the street.
With takeaway between her jaws,
Past peeping curtains ......
Opening doors....
Midst screeching brakes and dazzling lights,
She races swiftly through the night,
To vanish midst the trees and shrubs
To feed her pack of hungry cubs!

Lynne Newton

Reprinted by kind permission of Lynne Newton
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As a Christmas present one year, the Laird gave his
gamekeeper, MacPhail, a deerstalker hat with ear -
flaps. MacPhail was most appreciative and always wore
it with the flaps tied under his chin to keep his ears
warm in the winter winds. One bitterly cold day the
Laird noticed that MacPhail was not wearing the hat.

“Where's the hat?" asked the Laird.

"Ah've given up wearing it since the accident,”  replied
MacPhail.

"Accident? | didn't know you'd had an accident.”

"Aye. A man offered me a nip of whisky and Ah had the
earflaps doon and never haird him."

Mountains, Munros and Marilyns

As anyone who has ever been there knows, the Highlands of Scotland are well-
named. For most of their history they have been obstacles in the way of travellers —
or reassuringly solid barriers to would-be invaders if you happened to live there. Only
after the opening up of the Highlands following the rebellions of the 18" Century did
they become reasonably accessible, triggering the tragedy of the Clearances which
emptied the Highlands and ushered in a different way of life for those who remained.

The mountains became a playground for the wealthy who came for the deer and the
salmon - and then a playground for the rest of us who came to relish the views and
the landscape. It was, of course, the Victorians who started the practice of actually
climbing the mountains. Victoria herself is known to have been up Lochnagar and
Ben Macdhui — in the latter case John Brown and a pony appear to have done most
of the work!

Whenever two Victorians met they seem to have immediately formed a club and so

the Cairngorm Club (1887) and the Scottish Mountaineering Club (1889) came into

existence. Almost immediately they set about the business of classifying and listing

the mountains. Sir Hugh Munro took on the task of identifying all mountains of 3,000

feet or higher—t he | i st being the famous ,Munro*"s T
His decisions on what constituted a separate mountain were a little idiosyncratic, but,

with some modifications, his tables are where Munro-baggers start.
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Munro-bagging — in the sense of trying to climb all the Munros — took a while to get
going. Munro himself never quite finished them. There is some dispute as to who first
completed the round, but the Reverend A. E. Robertson may have completed them
in 1901 — presumably ministers had a lot less on their plates in those days! What is
certain is that, until the 1970s, there were few Munro-baggers around. These days,
Munro-bagging has become very popular. Even the remotest and least distinguished
of mountains is climbed regularly if it can boast the magic 3,000 feet. One man has
even completed the round 13 times — which suggests to me a certain lack of
imagination.

The inspiration for thispi ece was the editor aski-ng me i f
bagger® and, if so would I ,come out “- Sadly
walker and as such have climbed a scattering of Munros in my time — including some

of what ar e krntohwnMuansr otsh'e i,nf Engl and, Wal es ai

undoubtedly some great climbs among the Munros, but many of the lower hills are
as fine if not finer. The isolated peaks of the North-West , such as Stac Pollaidh or
Suilven, are as dramatic as any Munro....

Suilven
...and Rhois Bheinn, for example, gives as arduous a climb over trackless rough
terrain as any Munro and an unequalltyed view
rather than quantity for me.

Rhum and Eigg viewed from the summit of Rhois Bheinn
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Of course, living in Nottingham is not ideal for hill-walking and certainly not for
Munro-bagging, which is where the Marilyns come in...

A Marilyn is any hill of over 500 feet with a drop of at least 150 metres (apologies for
the mix of units) which means we have at least one within easy reach of Nottingham.
So, if you feel that Munros are beyond you - or too far - then you can have an
enjoyable outing to our nearest Marilyn — which happens to be Bardon Hill near
Coalville. It stands a proud 912 feet high, enjoys a fine view — and like Lochnagar
has welcomed royalty in the shape of the dowager Queen Adelaide who picnicked
there in 1840!

Happy walking!

( Not e: |l realise |I havendét explained the ori
probably work that one out for yourselves!)

Andrew Morrison

FROM THE DRI VEROGS SEATéDATES FOR DI ARI

Would all members with Internet access who have not already done
so please contact Jeanne at w.dall@btopenworld.com with their e-
mail address to complete the latest membership list?

Saturday, 9™ January
Leicester Caledonian Society New Year Dance, 7.15 1 11.15, Braunstone Civic
Centre, LE3 2PP. David Hall SCD Band, bring & share, £10.

Saturday, 16" January

Newark Scottish Country Dance Society workshop (especially for beginners &
improvers), and evening social at the Bridge Community Centre, Lincoln Road,
Newark, NG24 2DQ. Day School 10 a.m. — 5 p.m., teacher Christine McDonald,
musician Andrew Lyon. Full details from Sylvia Cozens, 01636 610933; the Editor
has application forms. Evening dance;_ 7 p.m. i 10 p.m., recorded music, bring &
share, tickets £4 on the door.
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Saturday, 23" January Burns Night Dinner & Dance
Flyer Attached!

Saturday, 5™ February

Nottingham Branch RSCDS social dance, recorded music, West Park Pavilion,
Loughborough Road, West Bridgford, supper included, £5/£3. Special feature:
dances devised by, or especially associated with Jenny Bradley.

The story of David Park to be featured 1in
until the sixtieth anniversary in September next.

Thanks to all contributors to this bumper Christmas edition!
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