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Well, who would have thought that we would be heading
towards the end of 2020, and still finding ourselves in a
lockdown?
It seems strange, too, that on Thursday we will be back
into Tier 3, with all its restrictions, but apparently, we can
all, if we wish, go to the Christmas Market in Nottingham.
On Thursday we are holding a Council Meeting, where we will be looking
at the feasibility of having a Pre-Christmas Fuddle on Zoom, as soon as
we have details, we will let you all know.
We are also considering something to mark Burns’ Night - not sure of the
format yet but hoping Bob will address the Haggis for us during the evening.
Next Sunday Sue Morrison and I will carry on our normal Association St
Andrew’s Day tradition and read a lesson each at the St Andrew’s with
Castle Gate Church service. There will be a link which I can arrange to
send to you if you wish.
I’m looking forward to reading the Chanter this month, I heard a rumour
that its full of interesting articles.
If I’m not able to see you before Christmas and The New Year, Sue and I
wish you all A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. Looking forward
to 2021, the arrival of a vaccine and saying goodbye to the Coronavirus.
Kind regards
Don
__________________________________________________________
Ed. I wasn’t quite sure what exactly a Fuddle was but had an inkling that
it is one of these new made-up words that keep appearing in our language
in the days of digital-speak and texting. I certainly knew it was not a native
Scottish word. So I looked it up. The dictionaries define it as
A state of confusion or intoxication
That wouldn’t be at all suitable for NSA. Social media prefers the idea that
the word is a combination or coming together of parts of two other words
– and I certainly discarded that! (Use your imagination). Delving a bit
further I found that it is, in fact, a local word, used mostly in Derbyshire and
Nottinghamshire, meaning
To sit comfortably and eat a variety of chocolates and sweets
That’s much more appropriate for The Nottingham Scottish Association!
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From the Editor
You will read this as we are about to come out of
lockdown and go back into tier 3. Not much change
there then! The relaxation of restrictions over
Christmas will be welcome to everyone – but do still
take special care.
In this issue we actually have reports of two NSA
events and those who didn’t attend missed a couple
of really good evenings. Despite being virtual events, they were clearly
appreciated. And we can look forward to another for Burns’ Night and hope
to see more of you then.
We were sorry to hear in October that Liz Matthew’s husband, Glyn, had
died after a long illness. I am sure we all wish her well in these difficult
times. She has asked me to pass on her “warmest thanks” to all those who
sent cards, and she said “I really feel I have friends among the dancers”.
On the next page you’ll find Liz’s profile along with others which members
sent me following my request in last quarter’s issue. I’m sure you’ll enjoy
reading them and I look forward to receiving some more for the next issue!
Or maybe you have something else you would like to share with other
members? I would be grateful for any offerings for the next Chanter, even
of just a couple of sentences,. And maybe someone would like to volunteer
in advance to write a report on the coming Burns’ Night Zoom meeting! All
submissions need to reach me by mid-February and can be sent by post
to The Chanter, 13 Haileybury Crescent, West Bridgford, NG2 7BH, or emailed to chanter@nottinghamscottish.org.
Christine Oldfield
New member
Welcome!, Bienvenue! or Fàilte! to Jacqueline Cloarec, who joined NSA
in November. She is French but after many Scottish holidays her heart is
pulling her to move to Scotland. She says she is keen to learn about
Scottish traditions and culture. Quiz Night was a good start!
While the red squirrel on the title page has been
stashing away his nuts, in Edinburgh there have been
at least three sightings since August of the even rarer
albino squirrel. There are only about fifty in total in the
UK and it seems that the capital hosts several of them,
and has done for about four years.
[Photo by Richard Waugh]
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Member Profiles
Elizabeth Matthews ( Liz) over 80. I have visited Scotland
once or twice but I’m a Lancastrian - from Edenfield, a
small Pennine village near to Stubbins. From 1958 I was
involved in starting up a playgroup, teaching in junior and
secondary modern schools and finally a grammar school
– with time out to have children. Then, from 1985, my
husband, Glyn, and I ran a Windermere guest house for
thirteen years, before we retired to Kendal. We moved to
Toton when ill health made closeness to our daughter in
Long Eaton sensible. Here I took up Scottish dancing and
Nordic walking. Gardening occupies most of my spare time, plus wool
embroidery, knitting and crosswords. And I am very happy doing nothing!
Elinor Fisher & Jean Heeson We’re sisters and
joined the NSA almost year ago. We were born
in Newmilns, Ayrshire, but, looking for better job
opportunities, we moved to England in our 20s.
We’re both in our 60s and retired. I worked in
Product Development at Boots and Jean in IT at
Experian. We joined Sue and Andrew’s Scottish
Country Dancing classes at Beeston U3A and
loved it so much that we started attending the NSA Thursday night
sessions at St Andrew’s Church which are great fun and full of friendly
people! We’ve since enjoyed the St Andrew’s Day dinner and Burns’
Supper and look forward to joining in with more activities after lockdown.
Margaret Morrison My mother, born in Glasgow, went to Australia aged
nine. I was born in Melbourne but we returned to England to
run my grandfather’s farm. I worked in Kettering Tax Office
and there I met Rae Morrison whose family had moved from
Aberdeen to the ‘Scottish town’ of Corby. We married and,
later, farmed in Northamptonshire. In 1982 we came to live
in Nottinghamshire. We joined the NSA and I became a
committee member followed by 12 years as Treasurer. Both
our families were involved in Scottish Dancing and Rae was
the Scottish Dancing teacher for many years. Sadly we both had to give
up in 2000, due to Rae's ill health and my flat feet. Our son (Ian Morrison
and his Band) provided a lot of music for the Association in the years we
were involved. I am 87, but still enjoy attending Burns’ Night. I am
honoured to be a Life Member and enjoy reading The Chanter, which is a
very different production from when Dennis Willey and I produced a
newsletter.
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Missing the Dancing? You’re not the only one!
The Oldie is “not a magazine about retirement. It's a
free-thinking, funny magazine, giving readers a lighthearted alternative to a press obsessed with youth and
celebrity”. It would probably interest most of you.
Marian Pierce has sent in this article by FERDIE ROUS
which The Oldie carried in September 2020.
[Ed. The original was a landscape photograph which did not fit
this page. So I must apologise for the loss of artistic layout]

Lockdown has stopped us Scottish Dancing. With all the blood, toil, tears
and sweat, it’s not exactly social-distancing-friendly. Before lockdown, you
could reel up to four times a month in London. Now reelers are twiddling
thumbs, waiting for a return to saner times.
Every Scottish Ball, of which there are dozens every summer, has been
cancelled. The next that I know of is at the Palace of Versailles next May.
Scottish dancing (reeling to the initiated) has been called a cross between
Jane Austin and rugby. The high tempo of the music has its adherents
sweating like pigs as they fly down the lines, clutching at outstretched
hands and spinning fellow dancers like tops.
Reeling finds its roots in Gaelic dancing. It became popular in its current
form in richer circles after the Jacobite Rising of 1745, when the Bonnie
Prince was seen off by the Duke of Cumberland and all things Scottish
were in vogue. There was a wobble in the 1920s when many feared that
Scottish dancing would die out, but in 1923. it was saved by the newly
founded Royal Scottish Country Dance Society.
Though the dancing is Scottish, it has a huge following south of the border,
particularly in London. Begun under Queen Victoria, the Royal Caledonian
Ball has hosted upwards of a thousand dancers yearly at Grosvenor
House. Since I returned to London from University three years ago,
Scottish dancing has been my favourite hobby. And I’m seriously bitter
about being robbed of it.
Apart from being an exceptional substitute for going for a run, Scottish
dancing is sociable by nature and is a more than necessary cure for the
neurosis-inducing madness of isolation.
It takes time to get the hang of Scottish dancing, and there are those who’ll
bark at you like a prison warder if you even to the slightest degree, cock it
up. But it is worth it.
________________________________________________________________

What do you call it when a Scottish Country Dancer puts one's foot in one's
mouth? A faux pas de basque.
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Return to Oban – Home and History
by Margaret Barnes
It was September 2020 and it seemed hard to believe I was actually on the
way to my home town of Oban which I have not seen for more than three
years, since my husband was not fit enough to take on the long journey.
But I know he would have loved to have been with us. As we drove along
the banks of Loch Lomond I was in the back seat with Skye, a young
Springer spaniel belonging to my eldest daughter Karen. She was in front
with her husband Rush (no, not Russ – his name is actually Ian – long
story) and old man Duke, another Springer. So I was able to sit back and
enjoy my surroundings. Ahead of us were younger daughter Aileen,
husband Stuart, son Ewan, plus golden cocker spaniel Kenny and springer
Ollie. Six adults and four dogs.
It wasn’t long before we were travelling alongside Loch Awe (well named
for its grandeur). Kilchurn Castle, a Campbell stronghold, sits at the head
of the loch, and further on we came to the beautiful St. Conan’s Kirk, which
is well worth a visit. Tourists always wonder how on earth the Scottish
blackface sheep survive on the loch’s steep slopes, but they are a hardy
lot and as sure footed as mountain goats, although there has been the odd
incident of one falling into the loch, never to be seen again. It is very deep
and I remember when I worked for Argyll County Police in the Oban
station, we had an incident of an articulated lorry and driver going into the
loch. Neither lorry nor driver was found as divers at that time were not able
to go quite as deep as they can today.
The next loch on our journey was
Loch Etive, my favourite of all
Scottish lochs. It is a sea loch and
is famous for its rapids under
Connel Bridge, known as the Falls
of Lora. These are the only sea falls
in the world and attract canoeists
and kayakers from far and wide,
looking for adventure. The sight of
Connel Bridge, a bit like a smaller
version of the old Forth Bridge, is always welcome after a long journey –
only another five miles to Oban. Oban is a Victorian town, but behind some
of the buildings at the top end of Oban’s main thoroughfare, George Street,
is the site of one of the oldest settlements in Britain - MacArthur’s cave
where evidence, including skeletons and tools, was found. The site is sadly
not accessible to the public any more as it is no longer safe.
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Oban wasn’t actually our
final destination – finding
accommodation for so many
folk isn’t easy. So, after a
brief stop, we headed out
towards the small village of
Balvicar, over the famous
Clachan Bridge, the only
Bridge over the Atlantic, and
past the Tigh-an-Truish Inn.
McCaig's Tower overlooking Oban
The name means House of
the Trousers, deriving from the time after the Highland Clearances,
following the Battle of Culloden, when wearing the tartan was banned by
our English overlords, Farmers and crofters coming to the Oban Auction
Mart stopped here to change from their kilts into trousers so that they were
able to buy and sell their livestock. Afterwards, of course, they stopped off
at the Inn again, changed back into their kilts and had a well- earned dram.
We stayed in Balvicar, but further on there is Eilean-na-Beich and Easdale
Island, once famous for its slate quarries. A massive storm in the early
1920s flooded the quarries and the slate industry came to an end. Most of
the villagers left, unable to earn a living, but today the villages have had a
new lease of life and the quarry workers’ cottages have been restored and
are lived in once again. The small Easdale island is only a few minutes on
a small ferry boat and there is a path round the island overlooking the old
flooded quarries. There is also a small museum and a teahouse, but, like
most tourist venues at this time, they were closed. I remember Chris and I
going over on the ferry and offering our fare. The ferryman refused saying
he would get it on the way back, as we couldn’t get back without him!
Our accommodation was a lovely four bedroomed cottage and from there
we went out every day. The dogs had a wonderful time in the sea at
Ganavan Sands just outside Oban and we were lucky to have four really
nice days. On the fifth day we had planned to go on the cable car at Ben
Nevis, but the weather had other ideas. So, despite torrential rain, we went
to Kilmartin to view the standing stones, which are over four thousand
years old. At Kilmartin Church the medieval gravestones are now inside in
a specially built shelter to protect them. We also visited the ruins of Kilbride
church, where many of the Clan MacDougall are buried. You can’t let rain
put you off in Scotland (even though it was torrential) and the sun did come
out about 4pm. We then headed towards Lochgilphead, past Dunadd Fort
in the old Kingdom of Dalriada and on to have a welcome meal in a
pleasant café.
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So where is Margaret talking about?

The big red balloon on the
map above marks Balvicar
and you’ll see Oban just to
the north of it. And a bit
further up is Glencoe with
Glasgow and Edinburgh to
the south east. In between
are Loch Lomond and The
Trossachs
On the right, the small area
around Balvicar is shown,
with Oban right at the top.
The arrow marks Eilean-naBeich (spelling varies) and
the Island of Easdale.

↓

Also notice Clachan Bridge
crossing the Atlantic.
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The next two days were a mixture of sunshine and showers, but we made
it up to Coe Village in Glencoe. After a good walk with the dogs we enjoyed
some traditional Scottish fare, including haggis. On the way back we
stopped at Port Appin to view Castle Stalker, a stronghold of the Stewarts
of Appin. Robert Louis Stevenson set his novels Kidnapped and Catriona
in this area. For our lovely walk in the forest overlooking Loch Creran, the
sun was shining and the waterfalls sparkling and fast flowing – evidence
of the previous day’s heavy rain.
No visit to Oban can be complete
without climbing up to McCaig’s
Tower. ‘The Tower’ as locals call
it, was commissioned in 1908 by
local banker and philanthropist,
John Stuart McCaig, with the
intention of giving work to the
local stonemasons who were
unemployed and struggling to
feed their families. It is built from
grey local Bonawe granite and was to be a memorial to the McCaig
ancestors. It was also to have an observatory on the roof and McCaig
planned to have statues of his forebears in the windows. It is said he was
inspired by the Colosseum in Rome, but he made it round rather than oval.
Unfortunately, John McCaig died before the building was completed and
as he had never married, he was survived only by two spinster sisters who
had no interest in continuing his work. By this time employment was
picking up for the stonemasons and work on The Tower was abandoned.
Visitors to Oban tend to refer to it as a folly, but in fact the building was not
just the whim of a rich man. Instead it had a specific purpose and was
commissioned with a definite philanthropic plan for the good of the town.
Like most Oban natives, The Tower has a special place in my heart and
more so because I lived very close to it. It also has the most stunning views
of Kerrera and beyond to Mull, Lismore with its familiar lighthouse, the
Shepherd’s Hat island and the peninsula of Morvern with its distinctive
‘Table of Lorne’. The interior has been landscaped and provides a pleasant
place to sit and enjoy your surroundings.
I have lived in Nottingham for nearly forty six years, but the love of my
home town never fades and the sea there is the most welcome sight in the
world to me. There is plenty more I could tell you but it’s better to visit
yourself - even in the rain. You will get a warm Highland welcome. Don’t
forget to visit the distillery – Slainte Mhath.
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An Evening of Scottish Music and Entertainment
Thursday 29th October
In response to the Coronavirus, The Nottingham Scottish Association
joined the 21st century as thirty two members assembled via Zoom for an
evening of songs, recitals and videos.
Thanks must go to our resident technical expert Andrew who co-ordinated
everything from the comfort of his own house, although he appeared on
screen with the Highlands and Lochs of Scotland behind him. There was
almost a feeling of normality as just before the start we were able to see
and chat with friends we'd had no contact with for over six months.
After a welcome from our President, Don Pringle, we started off with the
rousing Sing us a Song of Bonnie Scotland, the first of several singalongs.
Others during the evening were a medley of Harry Lauder’s songs, the
Banks o' Loch Lomond with Ella Roberts and three favourites from The
Corries - The Skye Boat Song, The Uist Tramping Song and The Wild Rover.
It’s a good job all our microphones were muted as goodness knows what
we would all have sounded like. Fortunately our neighbours didn’t complain!
There were also various video offerings. Against backdrops of Scottish
views, we listened to North Sea Gas playing The Fields of Rosslyn (one of
the few victories by Scotland over the English), Jean Redpath with Will Ye
No Come Back Again? and The Sunday Driver (in his Morris Minor), a
hilarious Corries song. We've all encountered this on a single track road!!
Bob Logan gave us his musings on
Burns detailing some of the bard’s
expressions which are now part of
our speech, such as to “see oorsels
as ithers see us”. Bill Dall read us a
tongue in cheek version of Charles
Stuart fleeing to Skye dressed in
the clothes of Flora Macdonald.
And later, Jeanne Dall, not to be
outdone, delivered the amusing
poem - Granny Fraser’s Flittin’ from
Aboyne to Aberdeen in a horse and
cart, and what happened when a
wheel fell off. But Margaret Barnes
brought a tear to our eyes with her
beautiful poem Cuddle Doon.
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Under the heading of Happier Times, Andrew had compiled a slideshow
of photos from past NSA events, ranging from dances to Burns’ Suppers,
St. Andrew’s nights, country walks etc, and also video clips of NSA
dancers.
We had The Scots Guards Pipes and Drums with We're No Awa Tae Bide
Awa and a lovely video of Edinburgh with the Proclaimers singing The
Streets of Edinburgh. And we even watched a flash mob of Pipers and
drummers at Curtin University in Perth (WA) playing Highland Cathedral.
The evening finished with a video from the Edinburgh tattoo with the
Massed Pipes and Drums playing Scotland the Brave and Black Bear.
Not a dry eye in the house.
What a wonderful way to catch up and heartfelt thanks from us all to
Andrew, Christine, Bill Jeanne, Bob and Margaret for a wonderful night.

We were, however, left with one mystery:
What was Margaret Morrison knitting?
Dave Potter
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And now The

Musical Evening from a second perspective

Perhaps Christine and Andrew may not agree but for those who enjoyed
the ceilidh, the next one can`t come soon enough. Thank you both for the
huge effort to bring together good friends who are missing our regular
meetings for dancing, for walks, for social events, none of which are
possible in this strange new world, and to remind us of who we are and
what we value.
The programme embraced a wide mix of song and verse, traditional and
well loved, folk, funny, irreverent, and the opportunity to sing along with no
fear of embarrassment since no one could hear. And with words kindly
provided – a thoughtful touch for those of us whose hearts are warm but
whose memories are fading!
Listening to Bob`s unusual and thoughtful ‘take’ on the poet Robert Burns
it was hard not to envisage him in full flow addressing The Haggis with
customary gusto, but good to be given another dimension.
Likewise when listening to Bill I realised that I was not as well versed in my
Scottish history as I thought I was. Who would have thought that Bill could
discover a hitherto unknown letter from Flora MacDonald which quite
rewrote the accepted historical narrative of her meeting with the heroic
Bonnie Prince Charlie? Where do you get
them Bill?
A splendid backdrop to the programme was a
selection of pictures, some very familiar, some
less so, people and places and glimpses back
to dance evenings and festivals to cheer us all.
A short interval with Aberdonian refreshments – bring your own! - and we
were off again.
More music, recitations by Jeanne and by Margaret prompted memories
of simpler times – Don recalling with such affection visits to his Glasgow
granny and the welcoming “jeely piece”, bread and jam. Old prejudices
too, when he took up with a Catholic girlfriend. I well remember the reaction
to ‘a nice Catholic girl’ with a Protestant boyfriend!
We were lucky to have with us Alasdair Baxter, a fluent Gaelic speaker,
who could give a little more background to the language, still clinging on
in the Western Isles; and to the beautiful song Fear a’ Bhàta which always
recalls for me Sunday evening in Mallaig, the fishing boats making ready
in the harbour and just on midnight with lights twinkling they quietly slipped
away to seek the herring shoals. They were gone for the week but they
didn't fish on the Sabbath. All changed now.
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A superb panorama of breathtaking scenery showing mountains, lochs,
emptiness, unspoiled vistas of calm and strains of Scotland the Brave
brought the whole evening to a close.
Huge thanks to all who contributed to such an enjoyable evening. These
events don't just happen.
One could think of Walter Scott who,
in his narrative poem, The Lay of
the Last Minstrel (1805), writes …
Breathes there a man
With soul so dead
Who never to himself has said
This is my own, my native land.
And it’s all there for the taking, for
everyone who has learned to love Scotland and its heritage.
In the vernacular - Here's tae us! Wha's like us!
Margaret Livens
[Ed. After the close, some left, but Don’s pro-version of Zoom allowed us to stay
online and chat for a bit. As I understand it, several went on talking for some time
– possibly enjoying this aspect of the evening as much as the music and videos!]

Scottish Sporting Spot
In April, Scotland’s rugby team thrashed France in the Six Nations to end
in 3rd place as the competition was suspended. On completion, Scotland
had dropped to 4th place, just losing out to Ireland on points difference.
But, hailed as “A renaissance for the National team” by the BBC, the
Scottish football squad qualified for Euro 2020 – their first major
tournament win since 1998. The competition is
scheduled for June 2021 – we’ll all be watching.
Laura Muir was chosen as one of 10 nominees for
Female World Athlete of the Year. She was born in
Inverness, went to school in Kinross and studied
veterinary medicine at Glasgow University. She is
now a fully qualified vet and, while she trains hard
for the next Olympics, she says, in The Courier, “I
hope to do some (veterinary) charity or voluntary work and just keep my
hand in and keep my skills up to date. It’s nice to have that other thing
going on in your life rather than just athletics.” Unfortunately she was not
selected as one of the five finalists but we wish her well at the Olympics.
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Quiz for St Andrew’s Night
28th November via Zoom
Well, what a disaster that was! I can’t count the number of times I thought
I should know that – but I don’t! I do know that - but I can’t remember!
So I’m rather ashamed that John and I only managed a toty wee score of
19 out of 60. Commiserations to others like us whose memories and/or
knowledge were not up to scratch. But congratulations to winners Sue and
Andrew who clocked up a huge 44 points. Top results on the next page.
The crowds began gathering at 7pm and by 7.30pm we numbered thirtytwo – or one more if you count Sasha who made her presence felt from
beneath Don and Sue’s table every now and again. Don and Sue set us
off with a round of photos of famous Scots, the first of whom was St
Andrew himself – those (few) who were on the ball realised the rest were
all called Andrew too! A fitting start to the evening.
A varied Round 2 had us working out which TV programme was an
anagram of SO SAY NICE BARD FOLK; the meanings of a Hielander’s
Umbrella and Gowkthrapple; where a gable endie comes from and other
general Scottish questions. Historical and geographical knowledge was
needed for Round 3, as well as familiarity with Oor Wullie, and left us all
ready for the promised break. It was a pity that Les Wilkinson’s music/
video would not load but we look forward to hearing that at a later date.

Some, but not all of us, duly indulged in that most gastronomic delight of
pie and peas and plenty of glasses were in evidence. Suitably refreshed
we returned to tackle the Scottish Castles in Round 4 with more than a few
of us surprised that we had mistaken Stirling Castle for
Edinburgh Castle. Some groaned, some cheered as
Round 5 was announced as Sport, which included
questions on golf, motor sport, athletics and shinty.
The Pot-luck questions in Round 6 required knowledge
of subjects as diverse as whisky, spelling, animals and Madonna. And also
the word saltire. We tend to use this as the name for the Scottish flag but
in heraldry it actually just means what is called the St Andrew’s
Cross, with lines from corner to corner. It has nothing to do with
colour - so it was Jamaica that has a saltire on its flag!

14

It was not your normal Quiz Night and there were some technical hitches
– as indeed there frequently are on professional productions on SKY and
BBC. But attendees obviously enjoyed their Saturday night entertainment
and a number stayed on for a chat after the scores had been totted up and
we had all sung Auld Lang Syne.

Final team results
1st

Andrew & Sue

2nd =

Hugh, Evelyn, Bob & Isobel

3rd

44 points

Gail & Steve

39 points

Lyndsey & Graham

33 points

Isobel had a very good evening as she also won the raffle for a litre bottle
of whatever beverage she wished.
Many thanks are due to Sue and Don who must have put in hours of work
to provide and present such a variety of questions and then ably take us
through them on the night. And we all learned something, even if it was
just that we have to do a bit of homework before the next Quiz!
Christine Oldfield
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The Darlington Dancer
In the June 2020 issue I mentioned this new John Brenchley dance. I now
have full instructions and you’ll find the crib and the YouTube video at …
https://www.scottish-country-dancing-dictionary.com/video/darlingtondancer.html.
It’s worth watching the video just to marvel at the almost perfect timing – if
only we could aspire to something even close to it! The demo team do not,
however, present a picture of sartorial elegance – it is, after all, Australia!
The man in the light blue shirt and shorts is John Brenchley. The man in
the dark shirt and shorts and the woman in the dark blue dress with white
spots are Bill and Rebecca Head, father and daughter that currently run
my Perth Kalamunda dance sessions and are also on the RSCDS West
Australia branch committee. Ed.

The New Scottish Drink?
The highly regarded Arbikie Distillery, on the east coast of Angus, has
diversified from its usual production and created a vodka that it claims
“saves more than 1.5kg of carbon dioxide emissions per bottle by drawing
on the humble garden pea”. The pea crop survives and thrives without
synthetic fertilisers, so benefits the environment.
This Nàdar Vodka is hailed as a “climate-positive spirit” – joining their
Nàdar Gin which was released earlier. ‘Nàdar’ is Gaelic for 'nature'. Kirsty
Black, Arbikie master distiller, said: "We're always
looking to think differently, and by aligning our
distillery production with the activity of the farm, we
are using our knowledge of growing and the vagaries
of the changing Scottish climate, and indeed how
these factors impact our growing season, to produce
the finest spirits from some of the best agricultural land in the country.”
According to Iain Stirling, director at Arbikie Distillery, "As both farmers and
distillers, we are in an ideal position to grow and distil our family of
sustainable spirits. Sustainable products, particularly in the area of food
and drink, are undoubtedly the future and they will be the major economic
driving force in the years to come, not just in Scotland but across the world.”
__________________________________________________________
Dr MacGregor checked over his patient and said with a puzzled frown. "I
can't really tell what the trouble is. I think it must be due to drink." Willie
said, understandingly "Ach, that's all right doctor. I'll come back when
you're sober."
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Future Events
Pre-Christmas Fuddle and Burns’ Night Details to be confirmed, but any
celebration will definitely be via Zoom. You will be kept informed by email.
Our dancers are welcome to join Andrew and Sue’s Beeston U3A Zoom
sessions on alternate Thursday mornings. If you wish to join the group
please contact Andrew at andrewmorrison@ntlworld.com for the link.
Even non-dancers will find interesting things in RSCDS Dance Scottish
at Home: https://www.rscds.org/get- involved/dance-scottish-home
Take the Floor - Scottish Dance Music & songs on Saturdays 7pm – 9pm,
Sundays 5pm – 7pm. BBC Radio Scotland, 92-95 FM, 810 MW, via BBC
Sounds, BBC iPlayer or listen on your TV - Virgin channel 930, Sky 116.

Did you know?
Donald Trump’s mother, Mary Anne MacLeod, the daughter of crofter and
fisherman, Malcolm (1866-1954), and Mary MacLeod (1867-1963), was
born and raised on the Isle of Lewis in a Gaelic-speaking household.
According to The Scotsman, during a visit to his mother’s hometown, Mr
Trump once said: “I feel very comfortable here. It’s interesting when your
mother, who was such a terrific woman, comes from a specific location,
you tend to like that location. I think I do feel Scottish.”
Donald Trump owns land and properties in Scotland worth many millions
of dollars, including the famous Turnberry golf resort, and is reportedly
trying to expand his portfolio. When he eventually concedes that he is no
longer the President of the United States he will surely be looking for
another title. It’s interesting that the name Donald comes from the Gaelic
Dòmhnall meaning Ruler of the World. Whatever he thinks, he is unlikely
to attain that status. But maybe he sees himself as Chief of the Clan
Macleod? Or, if the fight for independence is successful, might he not
aspire to be Donald IV, King of Scotland? You heard it here first!
[Ed.]
__________________________________________________________
If you’re not already a member, why not join
the Nottingham Scottish Association
Facebook group?
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THE COUNCIL 2019/2021
Office holders
President
Vice President
Past President
Secretary
Treasurer
Membership Secretary

Don Pringle
Sue Morrison
Dave Potter
Margaret Barnes
Sylvia Hale
Rosie Allen

Members
Norma Smith
Lyndsey Lyas
Ann Widdowson
Marian Pierce

Merry Christmas
and a
Guid New Year
May the best ye've ever seen be the worst ye'll ever see,
May a moose ne'er leave yer girnal wi' a tear drap in his e'e.
May ye aye keep hale an' he'rty till ye're auld eneuch tae dee,
May ye aye be jist as happy as we wish ye aye tae be.
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