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Chairman’s Remarks 
    As this is the first newsletter since the AGM, I would like 

to welcome all new and existing members to Ribble Valley 

and the 2008-2009 dancing year. 

    I hope you have all enjoyed your summer break, whether 

you have spent at home or away. Even though the weather 

hasn’t been fantastic, there have been odd bright spells, so 

hopefully you will all be suitably refreshed for the new 

dancing season in September! 

    I was in Aberdeen in June and had the honour of meeting 

John Drewry, at his home. For those of you who aren’t aware 

of who he is, he’s written over 800 dances and there is rarely 

a dance programme anywhere that doesn’t feature at least one 

of his dances. You will all have danced some of his dances at 

some time. He proudly showed me a beautifully inscribed 

silver quaich that the Aberdeen Branch of the RSCDS had 

presented to him a couple of weeks earlier for his contribution 

to Scottish Country Dancing. The reason for my going was to 

try to secure some of his books of dance instructions for our 

branch library. Unfortunately he only managed to find about 

half a dozen hidden in his garage, which I bought. I 

immediately thought of Stephen, our treasurer and thought I 

must get a receipt! So I rummaged in my bag for a scrap of 

paper and wrote a hurried receipt for him to sign. When I 

presented this to Stephen on my return, he got quite excited 

that I’d given him John Drewry’s autograph! He said he 

would photocopy it for the accounts and keep the original for 

himself! I must check with Sheila when she audits the books 

to see if he did! 

    We were very well represented at Summer School with 11 

of our members attending - one, David Queen, in his capacity 

as a teacher. His daughters, Ali and Sarah were awarded 

scholarships by the RSCDS towards their costs. Ali has 

written an article for us about their time there. 

    If any of you would like to contribute any articles of 

interest, Stephen will be more than happy to accept them from 

you for our next newsletter!....... Anything at all that you feel 

may be of interest to share with other members. 

    I have asked a number of you what you would like to do on 

the first Wednesday at Goosnargh on September 17th and the 

unanimous answer was that you want to start with a social. So 

the 17th will be a member’s social, then the teaching classes 

will start on September 24th! 

    As so many of you have voiced your liking of experiencing 

different teachers and their methods of teaching, we will be 

bringing you a variety of different teachers throughout the 

year. Like last year, the first Wednesday in each month will 

be set aside as a social night, run by the members for the 

members and the Wednesday before any of our main dances 

or events will be a practice night. 

    The Monday class this year will be taking a slightly 

different format than before. David will be taking an 

intermediate class starting on September 29th and at some 

point soon, we are looking to start a new beginners’ class in 

the little room at Christ Church to run alongside David’s 

class. 

    The Summer Ball provided us with some wonderful music 

from Iain McPhail, the excellent buffet and enjoyable night’s 

dancing for those attending, so a big thank you to all of you 

who helped before, after and during the night to make 

everything run so smoothly. It just shows that the success of 

all our events is down to teamwork. 

    Our next event is something new. On Friday September 

19th at Goosnargh, we are trying a family ceilidh. This is to 

encourage younger family members to give us a try. Please 

come along with your children and/or grandchildren from age 

6 upwards and parents if possible; if not, all children under 16 

are welcome but they must bring a responsible adult with 

them! 

    Following that will be the day school in October, our 

teacher is Sue Porter. I am sure, those of you who went to 

Oban will remember her, as she did all the recapping at the 

dance and also came to our Friday night ceilidh in the hotel. 

This is closely followed by our Autumn dance, a memorial to 

Derek Haynes, where over half the dances on the programme 

were written by him and we will be welcoming Ron Kerr to 

play for us on the night. 

    Don't forget that Judy now has a number of dance books in 

the branch library available for anyone to borrow and to 

remind you that Stuart has the branch videos available for 

loan. 

    Enjoy your dancing.     Jill 

Forthcoming events 

Monday classes The Beginners and General class runs every 

Monday at Christ Church Hall, Fulwood, at 7.30. Beginners classes 

re-start on September 29. There will be two separate classes, the 

beginners class itself being held in the little room at the side. 

Wednesday classes The intermediate class will restart on 

Wednesday September 24 at Goosnargh Village Hall, at 7.30. 

Family Ceilidh, Fri. 19 September, at Goosnargh Village Hall. 

See “Chairman’s Remarks” on this page. 

Day School, Sat. 11 October, at Chipping Memorial Hall. The 

teacher will be Sue Porter, from Oban; during the day, music will 

be provided by David Queen. In the evening, music will be by 

Andrew Lyon and Heather (Lyon). 

Autumn Dance (Derek Haynes Memorial dance), Sat. 1 

November, at Longridge Civic Hall. Music by Ron Kerr. 

Hogmanay Dance, 31 December, at Staining Village Hall. 

“Nice ’n Easy” Dance, Fri. 6 February 2009, at Goosnargh 

Village Hall. Music by Ian Slater. Most of the programme will be 

dances suitable for people who attend beginners classes. 
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Branch Website 
    By the joint efforts of Sandie Wright and Stephen Brown, 

we now have a website. Sandie did a large part of the design 

(appearance and general content), and Stephen did most of the 

typing and implementation. It can be found through the 

Society website www.rscds.org , the section on contacting 

branches, or directly through the domain name ribblevalley-

rscds.org.uk (no www), or its actual location 

www.freewebs.com/rscdsribblevalley . It may also be found 

through search engines. 

    If anyone has any suggestions about the website, please let 

us know. Photographs would be difficult, as they would 

require the written permission of everyone on them. 

Maiden Voyage, Madeira Scottish dancing 

trip, June 2008 
By Angela Bulteel 
    I don't DO flying, yet the desire to dance to Marian 

Anderson's band for a whole week in Madeira temporarily 

obliterated my dread of being thrust into the air at a ridiculous 

speed. With great fortitude, I duly boarded the plane with 

friend Margaret and prepared to die! As we shot into oblivion, 

I kept in check the overwhelming desire to stand by the doors 

of the plane in my blow-up lifejacket, whistle in mouth, but 

the formidable stance of the stewardess, with whom I had 

been prepared to argue my case, ensured my reticence. With 

Margaret by my side, talking of her previous holidays and 

regularly handing me boiled sweets ("It helps to calm the 

nerves dear") the flight went well, until the pilot chose, with 

mind-numbing insensitivity, to inform me we were flying at 

35,000 feet AND at 500 miles per hour. I do SO wish he 

hadn't said that. Blithely unaware of my unrivalled panic, our 

pilot then regaled us with his wondrous exploits in the skies, 

his glories in the RAF and his enviable lifestyle. It soon 

became apparent that this honey-tongued ageing Lothario 

(you know the sort - all teeth and trousers) just loved hearing 

himself impress us all, with pseudo Robert Redford panache.  

    Finally, we approached the Island of Madeira, which, 

aghast, I had noticed, was swinging violently up and down in 

my window. (I had chosen a window seat to keep an eye out 

for a possible missing wing, and regularly counted the rivets!) 

Just as I was about to demand that I drive the plane, we 

landed, our self-appointed dreamboat mentioning in passing 

that had he overshot the famously short runway, a swim - or 

North Africa - were, depending on the prevailing wind, the 

choices remaining!  

    Madeira is a lovely island, washed by the Atlantic Ocean, 

and bathed in sunshine, mists, flowers and palms. Our days 

were filled exploring, sunbathing, and sampling the local 

grapes .... after bottling, you understand! Our evenings - 

Scottish dancing.  

    The large ball room glowed in the hotel lights and was 

surrounded by beautiful plants and palms. Marian's band was 

wonderful, and the renowned Highland dancer, Janet Johnson, 

amused us all with her droll sense of humour, as briefly, and 

at times hilariously, she recapped each dance in her capacity 

as MC. Air-conditioning was a delight, and between dances, 

we could retreat into the balmy moonlit courtyard, where the 

outdoor pool proved handy for foot weary dancers to dip their 

toes between reels. Dancing one's favourites, with so many 

friends, to a marvellous band, and being able to step out into 

the evening beneath graceful palms, the ocean splashing 

against the shores only yards away, was nothing short of 

Paradise. There was however one moment, probably best 

forgotten. Having lined up for a dance, my partner and I 

realised we were in the same set as Janet Johnson. Such a 

daunting prospect, I deemed, required an unbridled effort 

(mustn't let Ribble Valley and David down) so, with best foot 

forward, I rose to the occasion. On reflection, the first 16 bars 

went well, and I faced first corner to produce an astoundingly 

perfect pas-de-basque. Sadly my right knee had other ideas 

and chose, at that very moment, on bar 17, to refuse to 

comply. I dropped, ignominiously, to the floor with a 

resounding thump. It would have been slightly more tolerable 

had I not been wearing a bright yellow and very noticeable 

outfit..... The band played on..... I was helped by the newly 

disarrayed set, including Janet, to the nearest chair, placed 

innocuously at the top of the room. With my red-hot flushed 

cheeks clashing wildly with the yellow, my demise was 

witnessed by all. I learned later, that once the set had regained 

its composure, Janet said to my partner, in her lovely Scottish 

lilt, and wit, "She's an embarrassment to you, isn't she?" I 

lived to dance another day. I even found the courage to ask 

Janet for a dance, which she kindly accepted, having assured 

her I would try not to be an embarrassment.  

    The week passed all too quickly, trips to villages in the 

mountains, up what seemed like sheer walls; down ski slopes 

incongruously called roads, round hairpin bends, in coaches 

far too wide, but with at least a somewhat late-in-the-day 

warning toot of the driver's horn. In fact, on the map of 

Madeira the roads look more like a lie detector graph of the 

teller of porkies!! We shopped till we dropped, we drank 

till ... er ... well! We can boast a perilous white-knuckle 

basket ride, slithering down the steep narrow, hilly roads 

above the lovely Funchal. At the end of each day, the promise 

Of Marian's wonderful music, and the really good 

programmes, ensured we danced our feet away, finally 

sinking gratefully into bed, dreaming Of tomorrow's delicious 

breakfast spread, although I endured nightly thereafter my 

room-mate's persistent stifled sniggers on the afore-

mentioned yellow debacle.  

    Our return flight was pretty uneventful, our new pilot 

introduced himself and promptly passed the microphone over 

to ... er ... yes ... you've guessed it ... old glitter-teeth!!! (he 

was hitching a lift home). With dulcet tones, he once again, 

unashamedly, repeated his life's scintillating portrait. At this 

point, the now seasoned flyer closed her eyes, and imagined 

herself back in the ball room, or paddling in the very same 

Atlantic Ocean in which Titanic had foundered on her maiden 

voyage a century ago. Thought-provoking!!  
 

The actual website is in full colour! 



 

 

 

 

Photos taken on the ramble in May: 

Impressions of Summer School 
By Alison Queen 
    I attended summer school for the first time, going for week 

two, thinking that I would hopefully improve my dancing. 

Now that I have experienced it, I can say that although my 

dancing technique and knowledge of formations has 

improved, I have also had a brilliant time meeting new people. 

I was in the advanced class and my teacher for Monday to 

Wednesday was David Queen, my father and weekly teacher 

at Ribble Valley, whose lively approach to teaching and his 

jokes and favourite catch phrases had the entire class in 

stitches of laughter, especially when he told the class that the 

second most important part of their body that they must 

exercise was their right eyebrow, the first being their right 

index finger. Our musician was James Gray, whose melodies 

had half of the class paying more attention to his music than 

to the dance itself. My teacher for the second half of the week 

was Fiona Turnbull whose teaching methods differed from 

David’s, which allowed me to experience a change in how a 

dance was taught. Though at first I thought that Fiona was a 

serious teacher, I soon discovered that this was not the case 

when she had the class dancing around the room to the Teddy 

Bear’s Picnic, played for us by our musician Sue Bollans, who 

occasionally let us sing along to her melodies. 

    While at St Andrews, I befriended people from all over the 

world, including Switzerland, France, New Zealand, Japan, 

Germany and Australia. I also made firm friends with some 

girls on my floor, which was D floor in Lumsden. The people 

who make these decisions thought that us younger people 

should have the top floor as we should be able to manage the 

four flights of stairs without a problem, but we thoroughly 

disagreed with them in the early hours of the morning when 

we had to drag ourselves up the four flights of stairs after a 

night of dancing and partying. As to the parties themselves, I 

witnessed many hilarious sights including David Queen doing 

a highland sword dance over a human stretched out on the 

floor (I won’t say who the victim was) and an excuse me 

version of Flowers of Edinburgh where I saw four men 

dancing a poussette together, not to mention the memorable 

jelly bean party a group of us held in the kitchen on our floor, 

where we couldn’t resist ambushing passing people and 

asking if they would like a jelly bean. 

    St Andrews has been an experience and a half for me and I 

did things there that I haven’t had the chance to do anywhere 

else, including helping out exam candidates for exams and 

being in the highland demonstration team which was a nerve 

racking experience. None of this would have been possible 

without the half scholarship that I was given and so thank you 

to all the people that made this possible. 

    I know that I will definitely be returning to St Andrews for 

summer school next year. 

Editor: Stephen Brown, 17 Lark Avenue, Penwortham, Preston, 

Lancs., PR1 9RQ. Articles can be given to me at class, or sent to the 

above address, or to: stephenbrown07@btinternet.com . 


