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   Allow me to set the record straight.  This was not my idea.  I wanted her to be a piper, follow in 
her father’s footsteps, demonstrate some musical talent, all that sort of thing.  Her mother and I 
combined, have 4 left feet with all the grace of waltzing hippos and, while her maternal 
grandparents may have once taken a course in ballroom dancing, there was never the slightest 
evidence they showed any talent for it.  The notion of highland dancing came from somewhere in 
the region of left field, out of the blue, or the dark side of the moon.  Dancing was her idea, not 
mine.  Now she needed a teacher. 
 
 

Roots 
  
   So began the search, not hard really when you consider the wealth of talent and enthusiasm for 
all things Gaelic in southern Ontario.  You can’t turn around without running into a Mc-This or a 
Mac-That.  January 25th brings out otherwise furtive closet-Scots in droves, all claiming a kinship 
from over ‘ome through a brother’s-uncle’s-cousin’s-grandmother’s-half-sister who once had an 
affair with Sean Connery (didn’t everyone?).  Ah, but its good to be a Scot, even if that line was 
driven from the homeland during the Clearances, or was abandoned here when England’s battles 
were done, or fled to escape a jealous husband or demanding creditors.  Almost all who are on this 
side of the big pond whose family came from over there have a dark tale to tell.  But I’ve yet to 
come across any with Scottish roots who deny them.  Indeed, they’re extraordinarily proud of the 
adversity that drove them from the old country and dropped them on this shore – or any other 
shore scattered around the world.  Part of my line arrived on this shore with the closing of the 
collieries of Fifeshire following WWI and to escape crushing poverty that ensued.  An alternate 
story has it that the family fled to escape the temptation of hard drink as my grandfather found 
work in a pub and grew over-fond of the offerings at the “Old Hoose”.  Another line came from 
nearby in Fife shortly after the turn of the 20th Century but their circumstances remain unknown.  
So my youngster comes by her talents honestly, at least for the most part.  You see, her mother is 
Chinese-Canadian.  Perhaps Canadian-Chinese is more accurate since Chinese is more descriptive of 
her appearance than any cultural inheritance.  She is skilled with chopsticks, celebrates the 
Chinese New Year, honours her ancestors and has a taste for expensive jade jewellery, but in 
terms of who she is, she’s more rooted in Canada than in Canton.  Our budding dancer grew up with 
a few cultural mixed signals but we tried to leave no door unopened for her.  She tasted haggis and 
har gow.  When she came home from school one day and announced that she wanted to “do highland 
dance” we were startled, but not disappointed.  I wanted a piper, but this was close.    And so, we 
needed a teacher. 
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Introductions 
 
   Before I go any further, let me introduce Lauren Thomson Black.  The “Lauren” part was her 
mother’s doing, something about Bogie and Bacall.  “Thomson” was a nod to a tradition from my side 
of handing down all the maiden names that had been abandoned with each matrimonial pairing.  My 
mother got “Baxter” as her middle name, her maternal grandmother’s maiden name.  Our eldest, 
Jennifer, got “Keeley” (don’t ask, that’s another story) as a second name, and that’s her mother’s 
maiden name.  Middle sister got Arran Lee – a link to the isles of the west coast and her maternal 
grandmother’s maiden name, “Lee”.  So, Lauren was blessed with “Thomson”, the family name of my 
mother.  I guess when there aren’t many sons, it’s a way of keeping the family names alive.  Lauren 
arrived in this world a month early, sort of scrawny, and stayed that way, hard to spot in a crowd 
but easy to pick out in a line-up.  She was easygoing, not a picky eater, slept well and tolerated the 
sound of my bagpipes when I practiced.  What more could you ask?  She developed a quick wit, a 
ready smile and occasionally, a disposition that would put a seasoned army mule to shame.  She was 
lithe and limber, blessed with grace and rhythm.  She had an odd way of holding her legs that later 
her teacher termed “natural turnout” and that was that: a dancer of the highland sort.  And so, 
with all these inherent blessings, where would we find a teacher?  In our backyard, of course. 
  
   Sherry came recommended by a friend.  An internationally accomplished dancer during her 
competitive career, she now taught in our neighbourhood.  She hadn’t managed a class of 
youngsters for a while but was considering a new beginner class.  Mostly 5 to 7 year olds, they 
arrived at her basement studio to begin the exercises and learn their first pas de basques.  Some 
moved on to soccer and others to tap & jazz and all the other assorted activities designed to 
enrich their lives.  A few stayed on in highland, understanding that when Sherry yelled, or 
demanded more than they thought they could give, it was because she cared and believed that 
these pupils could deliver what she demanded.  It was a hard lesson to learn, but I kept reassuring 
Lauren that it was an honour to be singled out by “Scary Sherry”.  Criticism from Sherry was often 
painful, but was high praise indeed.  
  
   Seven years later now and we have a room full of trophies, a financial statement full of red ink, 
and a future in Highland Dance that seems to have just begun. 
   
 

In the Beginning 
 
   As I begin to explain the role of a Highland Roadie, I must go back to the 
first and second Highland Games we attended as competitors.  As Primary 
Dancers, the little ones wander on stage in a motley assortment of kilts, 
blouses and stockings.  Most parents are still in the “Lets just try it out for 
a while” stage and so the dancers appear in borrowed outfits that may not 
fit too well.  They perform their 16 pas de basques and their highcuts, some 
staring in bewilderment at the crowds staring at them.  When the music 
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stops and they all straggle to a halt, some early, some long after, most of them remember to bow 
and then turn left/right/left as they decide which way to leave the stage.  It touches a parent’s 
heart to see them muster up that sort of courage.  They’re so uncertain, but they go through with 
it anyway.  Applause, Applause.  Hugs and Kisses.  Comfort for the tears and pride in the medals.  
That’s one of the first duties of a Highland Roadie; to launch them on to the stage then watch with 
your heart in your throat, mutter whatever prayers you can until the music stops.  Then peer into 
their eyes to see if they need Applause or Comfort.  The Highland Roadie must be ready for both 
for there will be days of heartrending disappointment to equal or exceed the moments of 
celebration. 
 
  

Equipment List 
 
   To be properly equipped, a Highland Roadie must be prepared to transport and carry to the 
competition site the following:  
 

• Collapsible canopy (1) 
• folding chairs (min 2) 
• folding table (1, optional) 
• dance mats (min. 4) 
• ground sheets (suggest 2) 
• coolers (1 rolling, 1 carried, containing vast quantities of ice water, juices, fresh fruits and 

vegetables) 
• Collapsible wooden dance floor (optional) 
• umbrellas (2) 
• practice swords (2) 
• garment bag (1, possibly 2 depending on events) 
• rolling suitcase (1) 
• cosmetic case (1) 
• assorted tent pegs, hammers, ropes 
• portable audio equipment 
• camera, video equipment 
• cartload of plush animals (some considered essential lucky charms) 
• returning perpetual trophies 
• candy: lots and lots of candy 

 
and be prepared to assemble and disassemble all of the above at a moment’s notice in the event of 
rain, high wind or change of venue. 
  
I was unaware of any of this when we approached our first Highland Games. 
 
   We roasted, fried, choked and otherwise suffered the torments of Hell.  Uxbridge was a dust 
bowl akin to Steinbeck’s grim landscape of the 30’s and Fergus was indistinguishable from the sun-

Page 5 of 14 



baked Sahara as we had neither shade nor shelter save for one inadequate umbrella attached to 
the arm of one inadequate chair.  Ah, but we learned.  We started small, thinking, like the others, 
that this might not last.  But with a few medals under her belt, it looked as if this “dance thing” 
might develop into a long-haul operation.  The logistical complexity of each new event grew in 
proportion to the medals, awards, and trophies that came home with the last.  Let it be said at this 
stage that the plaques and certificates have engulfed one wall of the family room, the trophies and 
statues that began on the mantle appear to have bred like rabbits and now occupy the hearth, 
extended past the television, across the room beneath the window, past the blanket box in the 
corner and are now threatening to invade the kitchen.  In consequence, we’ve acquired a veritable 
quartermaster’s store of equipment.  (A Note to the Weary: Anything that needs to be carried 
usually comes equipped with wheels, for the right price.  Spare your back and be aware of this early 
in the game.)  Indoor events are relatively simple, a few chairs, dance mats, coolers for drinks, 
don’t forget the garment bags and that smallest, yet most important item of all, the ScotDance 
Card.  No ScotDance Registration Card – No Dance.  But come Summer Games Season, its time to 
shift into high gear.  Woe to the Highland Roadie who doesn’t have a van. 
Big is good. Bigger is better. 

 
 

The Games 
 
   Summer Games are more insidious than peanuts; once you’ve had a taste, you can’t stop.  A 
dedicated Games addict could spend every weekend throughout the summer travelling from city, to 
small town, to farmer’s hayfield in Middle-of-nowhere Ontario.  And wherever there are Games, 
there’s Dancing.  There’s piping too and heavy events where constant wail of the pipes mixes with 
the roar from the field when the caber tips over to twelve o’clock (or the groan when it drops back 
to six).  Flags snap in the wind, the aroma of pies and chips and mushy peas drifts over the fields.  
Vendors clamour for your attention with everything from Edinburgh Rock Candy to pots of home-
grown heather and shortbread.  A lot of it is trashy and has no more to do with Celtic heritage 
than the latest shipment of imports from the box marked “Made In Taiwan”.  But there is a true 
ring to many of the voices and enough sincerity in most faces to make you believe that these 
branches do indeed run back to roots in the highlands, the glens, the lowlands and the borders.  For 
all their tawdry caricature, these Celtic carnivals do represent an honest link to the market places 
and the festivals of old where vendors hawked their homespun wares, the fruits of their gardens 
and the crafts of their hands.  If you were to visit the games of present-day Scotland, you would 
find them startlingly similar to those we are accustomed to here – except for lots and lots of 
alcohol.  All attendees of Scottish Games seem to have a whiskey in their right hand and a beer in 
their left. 
   
   There are two very serious, yet very distinct, orders of business at the Games: Piping and 
Dancing.  There may be Heavy Events, but at the risk of being swung and tossed, or skewered and 
flung over a very high bar, I would relegate them to the sidelines.  Aside from the gawkers and the 
hawkers, the crowds come for the Piping and the Dancing.  For sheer spectacle, nothing can top the 
Piping, from early morning tuning sessions, to opening massed bands, throughout the day the 
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intensity of the solo and band competitions and the final assembly for closing, 
fuelled in part by inspiration from the beer tent.  On the other side of the 
field is the Dancing.  Here is where the Highland Roadie answers to his (or her) 
true calling.  As in Real Estate, location is everything.  Too close to the stage 
and there is crowd and chaos.  Too far away and you can’t hear the announcer 
calling the events.  You want shade, but you still want to see.  Latrines: latrines 
are very, very important.  Know where they are, how many there are, and how 
long the lines are likely to be by mid-afternoon.  Here’s a hint; look for latrines 
in out-of-the-way places, but keep in mind that you shouldn’t set up too close.  
That blazing summer sun can produce an aura around those little blue huts.  If 

there are indoor facilities, locate them immediately.  That knowledge could make you a hero later in 
the day. 
 

 
 

Band of Brothers & Sisters 
 
   The young ones generally start the day’s festivities so those families arrive in the wee hours and 
get to select the prime real estate.  By the time the older girls and company arrive for the 
afternoon events, any reasonable location is a compromise; a good one is blind luck.  But now the 
Highland Roadie can display their skill, acquired over the years by trial and error.  Haul it all in.  
Unpack it.  Put it all up.  Watch, film, video the event.  Applaud the triumphs and console the 
disasters.  Take it all down.  Pack it.  Haul it all out.  It does take a little practice, but I’ve learned 
in this community of competitive dance that there is little competition between the Roadies.  If 
you need a hand, a hand will be given.  Need a tent peg?  Usually you don’t even have to ask.  If you 
leave something behind, another Roadie will ensure that it’s returned.  We are a band of brothers 
and sisters and we care for each other.  I’ve been around a few competitive circles, gymnastics for 
example, but Highland Dance is entirely different.  The degree of competition on stage is no less 
intense, but off stage we are all a community.  The dancers are friends, the parents socialize, the 
Roadies perform their magic and pass on their experience, their advice, the tricks of their trade to 
struggling newbies with their inadequate umbrella attached to the arm of an inadequate chair.  
We’re all in this thing together. 
 
  

Eyes and Ears 
  
   Roadies have a secondary duty once their initial magic has transformed that barren patch of 
ground into a temporary home and dance studio.  A Roadie must be eyes and ears for those in their 
care.  At indoor competitions you may find yourself camped out at the end of a dusty, garbage-
littered high school corridor, surrounded by smelly lockers, far from auditorium and it’s 
unintelligible, antique sound system.  At summer games, you may find that the shade and shelter of 
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a remote campsite is preferred over the blistering heat and dust of the Dancer’s Field.  Whatever; 
when First Call, Second Call and Last Call is announced, you can see the Roadies that were hovering 
close by, sprinting for home base to deliver the warnings.  Dance competitions are noisy, 
bewildering affairs at best.  Summer Games can be overwhelming, coma-inducing, cacophonous dins.  
Roadies must know what age and category their dancers are entered in for that day.  They must 
also know if age groups have been combined for the day and if there are any special events that 
have been entered.  And they must listen carefully.  Miss the announcement calling your dancer to 
stage and it has all been for naught.  Once a Roadie’s primary duties have been discharged, their 
most important task is to stay out of the way.  The beehive of activity that goes on, once home 
base has been established, is not a Roadie’s concern.  You may be required to fetch this or that, 
hold this in place or get that out of the way.  But you’re no longer essential.  Learn to live with it.  
So wander off and attend to the announcer’s garbled squawks.  Wander back occasionally to 
reassure one and all that you haven’t abandoned them in favour of the beer tent, that her bun looks 
just perfect, socks are straight, makeup is just right.  And watch.  Watch for the dancer who 
might look a little queasy in the summer sun, watch out for the little ones who are starting to look 
desperate, fearing that they have become forever separated from Mom & Dad.  Watch for that 
piece of broken glass that could slice through dance shoe, skin and tendon.  Watch your dancer 
when their moment comes on stage.  
  

 
Etiquette 

 
To be a successful Highland Roadie, you must learn competition etiquette.   

 
• Young girls run about in various states of dress and undress.  Do not stare.  We are all old 

enough to be their fathers and if you have a houseful of daughters, such sights should be 
commonplace.  But the more mature and nubile the dancer, the greater seems her 
tendency to fling off jacket and blouse (or even kilt if the next event requires a costume 
change).  It seems to be a matter of pride that they have no modesty.  So, when in 
Glasgow, do as the Glaswegians do and don’t be too shocked when your young daughter 
begins to fling off her clothes in public after a competition. 

  
• Respect your neighbour’s space.  In the sea of tents and cabanas, there is a certain order 

and protocol.  Allow a respectful distance around the enclosure of your neighbour and if 
you must intrude to get from point A to point B, then try not to step on anything or 
anyone. 

 
• Never, never walk in front of the judges’ platform and when standing on the sidelines, be 

sure that you’re well back from their line of sight to the stage. 
 

• Never, never, never criticize a judge’s judgement in public. 
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• Mild to moderate intoxication is acceptable among the pipe bands (after they’ve 
competed, it’s almost sacred duty).  It is not acceptable for Highland Roadies.  A discreet 
beer, or subtle vodka cooler might be permitted, but in general, we’re a sober lot.  We 
have much work to do and miles to travel before we can put up our feet and pop a few 
caps. 

 
• Congratulate every achievement.  A Sixth can be just as gratifying as a First and needs to 

be treated with equal respect. 
 

• It is a Roadie’s right to march up to the desk with head held a little higher when signing 
for that perpetual trophy that will be travelling home with you this year. 

 
• Pride without humility is mere arrogance.  Never swagger. 

 
• Watch over and protect every dancer as if they were your own.    

 

 
Hierarchy 

 
   There is a special category of Highland Roadie, an experience that sets 
them apart, an achievement that inspires the awe and respect of other 
Roadies.  If you can say “I’ve been to Cowal”, those who have not been grow 
silent and those who have give a knowing nod.  You’ve driven on the left 
while sitting on the right while shifting with your left and all the while, 
managing a clutch.  You’ve been honked at, shouted at, gestured at.  You’ve 
survived roundabouts, and roundabouts within roundabouts.  You’ve paid an 
exorbitant price for petrol with money you don’t understand and 
negotiated streets that were never meant for motorized vehicles, or any 
means of civilized transport.  You have taken directions from a drunken 
Scot and actually arrived where you intended to go.  And you have walked in a country of many, 
many stairs that are all “UPs” and no “DOWNs”.  You’ve visited ruins that were in ruins before this 
country of Canada was even stumbled upon.  History takes on a different perspective over there.  
They don’t talk about “old” in terms of decades or centuries.  When something is old in Scotland, 
they’re talking millennia.  Of course, the more ancient it is, the more it will cost you to visit.  A 
general rule of thumb appears to be 1 pound / hundred years.  If you’re looking for history on the 
road to Cowal, prepare to be poor.  If you want to eat, prepare to be poor, especially during the 
Worlds, for after all, why would you be going to Cowal, except for the Worlds?  And the local 
merchants know too, that those on pilgrimage to sacred Cowal need to eat (and drink, and sleep, 
etc., etc.). 
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Apprenticeship 

 
   A Highland Roadie on the road to Cowal begins the experience about a year in advance.  The 
decision to attend the Worlds has been made (note: Roadies are rarely consulted, merely 
informed).  Until now, you’ve paid your dues.  You know the local circuit, which games have the best 
shade, which draw the best vendors, where to experience the best of piping or where the dancers 
will be most comfortable.  From Montreal and Maxville to Windsor and Sarnia, you’ve been to most 
and points between.  Some get a “Must Attend” while others get a “Maybe Next Year”.  When a 
dancer reaches the level of a seasoned Premier, there seems to be less urgency to dance on every 
occasion, at all costs.  There is a calculated selection of events, all timed to prepare (or spare) the 
competitor with Provincial or National aspirations.  If you’re considering Cowal, then you’ve criss-
crossed the country a few times with your travelling roadshow as the Canadian Championships flip 
from one end of the country to the other with an occasional touchdown in the middle.  As a Roadie, 
you may have opted to fly, but I don’t think that qualifies as Roadie work.  Odds are that the 
Roadie doesn’t get to do the packing and the only responsibility is to buy the tickets and get to the 
airport on time.  No big deal.  Driving to a ScotDance Canada event is another matter entirely and 
here, once again, to say “I’ve been to the Canadians”, (implying that you’ve driven) puts another 
feather in your Roadie cap.  It’s similar to local games but involves significantly more courage, 
stamina, endurance, map-reading skills, Tim Horton’s coffee and approximately 3 more suitcases 
per traveller. 
  
If you’ve been to the Canadians, you might not be the same. 
If you’ve been to Cowal, you will never, ever be the same. 
 

 
The Heights 

 
   To hear some speak of it, Cowal is where you go when you die.  Fair enough. I have some heavenly 
pictures from the soccer field at Dunoon where the Cowal Gathering takes place.  One features 
fearsome black clouds framing the misted hills as another gust of rain approaches.  Arching over 
the valley soars a vivid rainbow beneath which I positioned my dancer and her friend.  This was a 
moment that was not of this world.  One hundred and seventy-six pipe bands sounding on the field 
all at once, the skirl echoing from hill to hill, is another experience born either of Heaven or Hell.  
And so many dancers – Scotland, England, Canada, the US, Australia, South Africa, Europe, all 
sending their best.  Just to know that you’ve been a part of this is a Roadie’s reward.  Dancers have 
been dancing for thousands of years and some forms of the highland dance that we know have been 
around for hundreds.  But what once was the sole privilege of male warriors is now the province of 
lads and lasses.  The realm of war has become the realm of competition.  Costumes have changed 
and the bloody victory celebration has evolved into a stylized performance over clean and blunted 
blades.  Thank God.  But when I watch a dancer, deep in the trance of practiced steps, when I 
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attend to the music that guides their rhythm, when I watch the kilt swing and sway with each leap, 
I can clearly see the line that leads back into the past where the music and the dance welled up 
from heart and soul.  It’s a primitive and primal sensation.  It reaches back to that warrior 
celebrating a victor’s life over his victim’s death.  In the case of the National Dances, the Lilt, the 
Village Maid, the Measure and such, they portray the flirtatious play of a lass before her suitors.  
But it’s all so beautiful.  It’s heavenly and if Cowal draws the very best then perhaps when you die, 
you do go to Cowal.  
  

 
The Depths 

 
   If I’ve shown you the heights, then we must also descend into the depths; that moment when the 
foot comes crashing down on the sword or sends it careening across the stage, when you or your 
reel partner attempts to cross on the wrong side, when all the focus and concentration vanishes 
between one breath and the next leaving the dancer blank-faced, aghast, then overwhelmed by 
tears, shame and frustration.  What’s a Roadie to do?  Life doesn’t get much darker.  The light of 
your life, the star in your heaven, steps back near the beginning of the Ghillie Callum with hands on 
hips to keep them from trembling and waits, seemingly forever, for the music to end.  The range of 
emotions that crosses their face sweeps from shock to despair.  You wonder how in heaven’s name 
they can ever get up there and risk it all again.  The Roadie has to know their child.  Some need 
time and space.  Some need to be swept into your arms and bathed in reassurances that a mistake 
is only “here and now” and doesn’t mean “forever”.  Some are maddeningly hard to convince.  
Dancers can be a moody lot.  Although I’ve tried my level best never to let my ambitions interfere 
with my dancer’s goals and desires, there are incalculable pressures on these youngsters in the 
competitive circle – that’s why it’s called competition.  Whether they’re pitted against themselves, 
each other, or measuring their performance against an ideal of perfection, they are under intense 
scrutiny and unrelenting pressure to perform with flawless perfection.  And when they fail, the 
sound of metal against metal rings over the sound of the pipes or a foot slides when it should have 
stuck, all that weight of expectation comes crashing down on their shoulders and we, the Roadies, 
are left to dry their tears. 
  
 

Coping 
 
   They react in different ways.  I’ve seen inconsolable tears.  I’ve seen black thunderclouds 
hovering over some who’ve come storming off the stage.  Others can shrug their shoulders with a 
laugh that belies what is happening beneath the surface.  For an entire competitive season, my 
little charge opted to throw up in the nearest bucket (or anywhere else if one wasn’t available) 
before each competition.  Following an unfortunate clash with the crossed swords, she let her 
stomach deal with the anxiety that built up.  Once she was resolved to this ritual, she continued to 
perform, time after time, and those that were lining them up had “Lauren’s Bucket” ready at hand.  
It took a long time to put that incident behind her; an entire season that came close to breaking my 
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heart.  I kept asking myself if I had the right to put her through that kind of Hell.  But she was 
made of sterner stuff than I.  Finally, one event passed without the bucket, and then another.  A 
few more Firsts and she regained her stride.  There have been other disasters and other tears and 
always, the reassurance that she is allowed to make a mistake. And the only reasonable reaction is 
to note the mistake, put it behind you and move on.  Like all good advice; easy to give, hard to take.  
But Roadies must know their dancers.  Give them space.  Give them hugs.  Tell them to “Suck it up”.  
Or tell them that they’re human and prone to errors like the rest of us.  After all, how many times 
have I gotten lost on the way to an event?  How many times have I forgotten the hammer for the 
tent pegs?  How many times have I misread what my dancer needed at that particular moment and 
ended up doing more harm than good?  Too, too many times.  So when your dancer runs from the 
stage and can’t be found, put yourself in her (his) place and look for where they might be hiding.  
Give them time to come to terms with their anguish and their shame, then pave the way for them 
to return to the community of their highland friends.  Then sit back and marvel at the sheer 
courage that allows them to mount to the stage once more and risk it all again. 
  
 

Why? 
 

 
 

I’ve rambled on about the how and the where and the when.  A questions remain. 
  
   Why do they do it?  When you’ve stood in the wings and watched, when you’ve agonized over 
every blister and every tear, when you’ve seen them sweat away pounds in a single afternoon, that 
question has no reasonable answer.  Competitive Highland Dance is a demanding master, persistent 
and insistent.  It often appears cruel and ruthless in the way it culls those who were not destined 
to compete.  For those who persist, it punishes their joints and cramps their muscles.  It hurts.  A 
Lot.  It also tunes their bodies and focuses their minds.  Highland Dance gives them grace and 
beauty, self-possessed confidence.  It offers pride and humility in victory, dignity and humility in 
defeat.  It teaches all life’s lessons.  And if there is something in them, in their blood that thrills 
to the public performance of the highland dances, then they dance for the sheer joy of it.    
  
   Why do we do it?  It’s not the pay.  It’s the benefits.  Anyone who claims not to live vicariously 
through their children is lying through their teeth.  They are bald-faced, pure and simple, 
mendacious, unmitigated, out-and-out prevaricators.  When our dancers “place”, we’re by their side 
as they rush to the stage.  When their number isn’t called, our hearts sink beside theirs.  As 
parents, our job description is long and complex.  It’s a contract that wasn’t negotiated by me, but 
I’m stuck with it.  Food and shelter sit at the top and are (or should be, by law) a given and 

Page 12 of 14 



mandatory.  Somewhere, buried among all the other good and necessary requirements of 
perpetuating the species, is a clause that talks about helping them achieve their dreams.  It’s in 
this that the dedicated Roadie finds purpose and justification.  We are the road crew that allow 
our children to dream.  We are the unsung foot soldiers in the Army of Childhood’s Dream.  That 
dream may be to win, place or show, or to experience the joy of dance, or art, or drama.  The 
dream may be of sports or music.  Everyone who dreams needs help; Roadies to drive to the eternal 
practices, open up their wallets, carry the gear, set up the tents, applaud, comfort, so that the 
dreamers can dream and concentrate on their goal.  Highland Moms and Highland Dads provide the 
strategic support.  Highland Roadies offer tactical and logistical support.  We get ‘em there and we 
get ‘em home and we love ‘em in between. 
 
We are the enablers. 
  
We’re the Roadies. 
 
That’s what we do and that’s why we do it.   

 
 

   This tale appears to have come full circle.  “Creative Writing 101” advises that a story line might 
conclude with a reprise of the beginning, sort of like a lucky Chinese dragon circling to hold it’s tail 
in it’s mouth.  For someone at the beginning, surveying the road ahead, a potential Highland Roadie 
can expect no less than Churchill promised his beleaguered people, a full measure of “Blood, Sweat 
and Tears”.  As for those who’ve been down the road a stretch, we’ve seen the blood in their shoes 
and the sweat on their brow and the tears, the tears are inexpressible.  But if there is pain, there 
is promise.  A Fling, a Sword, a Sean Triuhbas, a Reel are all things of exquisite beauty, perfected 
over the ages and performed for our delight by artists and athletes who have trained themselves 
to the edge of perfection. 
 
They could not have done this alone. 
The applause belongs to the Dancers. 
The “ahhh “ of satisfaction at the end of the day belongs to us Roadies. 
 
So, “Here’s To All Of Us!” 
  
Thanks a bunch. 
   Been a pleasure.  

   (step back, bow (curtsey), exit stage right) 
 

]A WA UÄtv~  
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