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Editorial........

4’%’:‘

Hi,

Hope the summer is going well and everyone has
enjoyed it so far. Apologies for the delayed arrival of
this edition of the Nut - let’s blame the arrival of some
urgent work and the catastrophic collapse of my hard
drive.

DERT is a long time gone, but congratulations to
Sheffield Steel for organising a thoroughly enjoyable
event. The whole affair just felt effortlessly relaxed and
good fun, as it only can when a lot of work has gone on
before anyone arrives at a venue. Congratulations to
Whip the Cat, well deserved and a long time coming.

The cover and an obituary pay tribute to Dave Pearson,
who sadly passed away. Looking through some of his

writing for the Nut I'd describe him as a ‘critical friend’ of

rapper, with a lovely turn of phrase. In particular, of fast
stepping that was struggling to keep time, ‘flapping
away like a Craster kipper'.

The next edition of the Nut is edition 60. Assuming that
it has stayed at three per year that means it is reaching
20 years of publication. A lot has changed since Vince

Rutland started writing the Nut, and rapper is stronger

and more vibrant than anyone could have expected.

Cheers Kev

All opinions expressed in this magazine are the
responsibility of the author, and not necessarily
shared by the editor. All copy, photographs and art
work are copyright © 2018 the originator, and may
only be used elsewhere with permission
The NUT: Published by Kev Theaker,

28 Corbiehill Ave, Edinburgh, EH4 5DX, Tel 07789
023543 : Email: kevtheaker@googlemail.com

Front cover: Dave Pearson, last Captain of Earsdon Sword
Photo:Trina McKendrick
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Emma Snog |~
The Nut’s resident
agony aunt with the
answers to all your
problems

Ave Emma,

Salutations and felicitations. Regarding the issue of the
comic use of the hand, as favoured in the furthest reach
of the empire. At a small celebration of Jove, near the
great wall, | tossed the bronze hand into the dance to
much hilarity, especially as it took out several wine
cups. | confess that perhaps | imbibed a little too well in
the following hours, but when | returned to retrieve the
sacred object it was nowhere to be found.

Any advice?

Optio lurisetfilius

Ave,

What were you thinking? A bronze hand thrown into a
crowd of drinkers? That'll should be melted down as
fast as you could say libra, sestertii, denarii. You sir are
the progenitor of every hand throwing Thomas in the
north east.

B " Is this it? A bit late to come
calling 1800 years after
throwing the bloody thing,
"™ and you lost the thunderbolt
' as well. If you want it you'll
have to apply, in person, to
Vindolanda.

Ave atque vale

Emma
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Bal Do Sabre and Stone Monkey

|
Friday, July 6th and we are at Ceva station, in the
Piedmont, Italy. The station is deserted, the
temperature is ridiculous and mosquitoes are making a
meal of Trina. Stone Monkey - none. Bal do Sabre -
none. The train empties of passengers - Monkeys
manage to get off at the furthest extreme of the platform
and then we are convoyed to a ruined castle on a hill
with a hostel and associated church. And thence to
Bagnasco, a small village in the Tamaro valley.

What followed was a most remarkable weekend of
sword dancing, music, song culminating with a
performance by Bal do Sabre. A 28 minute dance
performed with utter seriousness and dignity rooted
firmly in the place and culture. This was the 50th
anniversary of the revival of the dance, and throughout
the weekend it was evident that that dance and
performers are an integral component of village life.
There are murals throughout the village, many of which
feature the team, the sports area and communal space
is (apparently) run by the team and many of the
audience at the festival sported T shirts supporting the
junior team with the caption - ‘The tradition continues’.
A display of photographs showed the dancers pre
World War 2 and after and then the revival team and its
development over 50 years.

The Bal do Sabre dance is a chain dance - dancers
linked by swords following a leader, with other
characters such as the fool, and as one of our drivers
described his role, ‘the dead man’. In other words the
scapegoat who is dressed plainly, in contrast to the
colourful costumes of the dancers, and who is killed and
then tormented by the fool. It is danced to percussion
only which adds to the gravitas and aids the impression
of a very old ritual piece. The dominance of the
drumming also gives the precision required to carry the
dance. The performance also included a maypole
sequence - which linked in seamlessly to the rest of the
dance.

For the festival, Stone Monkey were one of three invited
teams, an ltalian group from Abruzzo ‘Laccio d’Amore’
and a village dance group ‘Javorina’ from the Czech
Republic being the others. On Sunday another local
group (La Lachera from Rocca Grimaldi) added to the
procesion - especially with their extravagant used of
whips to keep order. All the invited teams, and the
children’s team from Bagnasco danced on Saturday
night but the main event was saved for Sunday.
Presentations, academic lecture from Professor of
Social Anthopology at Turin, processions and
attendance at mass in the village church. Communion
was taken to the accompaniment of music from the
dance teams, very fine playing by Mr Ledsam and Mr
Wilson.

More dancing, teaching Italians to tie a rapper lock,
grand procession and then team performances rounded
off with the complete performance from Bal do Sabre.
The weekend was hugely enjoyable, Stone Monkey
danced well and were on excellent form, the hospitality
of the Italians was exceedingly generous.

Running through it all, and coming through in
conversation, in the academic address (and in later post
festival chats) was the role of tradition and why we
dance. In an Italy with a populist anti immigrant
minister, in a right leaning Europe and a hostile
environment in Britain the role of tradition in nation
building must be examined. The teams at Bagnasco are
celebrating, creating and reinforcing community. At the
same time they are demonstrating their own distinctive
culture. However, throughout this fantastic weekend
they are all revelling in what we have in common rather
than in what divides us.

Photos: Top, Beppe Carazzone of Bal do Sabre,
Bottom, Stone Monkey in their sumptuous practice space.
Photos: Kev Theaker
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Whip the Cat — 16 years of DERT, never
stopped believing...

Whip the Cat, Nottingham’s Premier team won
DERT for the first time in our 19 year history
this year in Sheffield, 16 years since we first
competed in DERT, which, coincidentally, was

also in Sheffield.

That year in 2002, we came second to last in
the Open Evolved category. This year, we took
home a veritable haul of trophies — The
Premier, The Steve Marris, The Tyzack, The
Veterans, and were just pipped to 2nd place in
the Music and Character prizes. What a year,
and as many have said, ‘at last’!

How did we do it? Why did it take us so long?
And who the devil are we...?

Inception

I'll start with a potted history. We were formed
19 years ago by six members of Mortimer’s
Morris, idly chatting at a party about how we
fancied (‘dare-we-say-it?’) trying our hand at

3

Rapper! We didn’t really have much of a clue,
only two of us had dabbled in the ‘dark arts’
before and we spent most of our early
‘practices’ discussing what to call ourselves
and what kit to wear - thanks to all the
librarians and seamstresses in the team at the
time.

Incidentally, on our name, | am often asked
about its etymology. You may be surprised to
know that it has nothing to do with torturing
animals or dubious sexual practises. The
librarians spent much time at work leafing
through Brewer’s Dictionary of Phrase and
Fable. We narrowed down our favourites to
two names - ‘Scavenger’s Daughter’, a
gruesome medieval instrument of torture,
made of metal and generating much blood
(fairly apt at the time); and “Whip the Cat’
which had many meanings, a few of them
quite fitting: “To work as an itinerant tailor’ (a



nod to our obsession with kit and sewing); ‘To
be idle on a Monday’ (we ‘practised’ on
Mondays) and ‘to get drunk’, amongst others.
We put it to the vote and after a brief flirtation
with ‘Whip the Scavenger’s Daughter, she’s a
Cat’, we settled on ‘Whip the Cat'.

The early years

In those rookie years (which some refer to as
the ‘sarong era’l) we began to learn the tricks
of our trade — stepping and sword handling
techniques from friends in Stone Monkey,
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experimenting with figures and attending
workshops. As a team, we went to our first
DERT, as spectators, in Greenwich 2000, then
onto Masham the following year just to exhibit
and crawl. Our first impression on the Rapper
world wasn’t particularly favourable.
Established teams didn’t take us seriously -
‘aren’t you a Morris team?’, and people told us
to sort out our tight t-shirts, get sports bras
and ditch our silly shoes. It was a steep
learning curve! We learned a lot from our first
competitive DERT in Sheffield, continued to
educate ourselves in Rapper, watched other
teams, formed bonds with them. We entered
DERT every year after that (apart from hosting
it in 2007) and diligently took on board judged
criticisms and comments, with the aim every
year to at least equal, but preferably improve
upon our previous year’s scores. Which | am
happy to say we have pretty much always
done. Promotion to the Premier came in
Preston in 2005 and we have been there ever
since.

The transitional years

The most significant change that happened to
the team and one which is a major factor in
our current membership, is that some
individual Cats started to introduce family
members. From 2004 we had three teenage
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daughters dancing with us and they in turn
started to attract other youngsters. Over the
next few years we began to evolve into a team
of not just 30/40 year-olds settling for a mid-
table place at DERT but one of youth mixed
with maturity. The older dancers had
experience and steadiness and the younger
ones pushed us, challenged boundaries, and
brought fresh ideas. We researched traditions,
wrote our own dances, experimented and
grew. We were no longer apologists, we were
contenders and we had started to define
ourselves by our dances and more especially
our dancing. We evolved into a strong,
vigorous side that performed with style,
originality and attitude; a team confidently
competing with the best.

Champions

Having been placed in the top five in the
Premier for the past six years, this moves me
on nicely to who we are today, nearly 20 years
since our inception. We have a thriving
membership of 25+. As other big teams will
know, it can be difficult and at times unwieldy
to run practices with so many dancers and
juggle positions, but we manage it somehow.
Our current dancers’ ages range from 18 to 62
and our ability and experience as well as our
ages is very mixed. We are very much, and
proud to be, a fully diverse and inclusive team.
We all play an active part in Cats and are all
valued equally. The family connection thing, |
must add, has grown to extraordinary
proportions, in that we now have amongst our
performers: three parent/offspring
relationships, four siblings and six couples! At
this year’s DERT we took twenty-one
performers and six supporters. Our Veteran’s
set — the first women’s team to win, had an
average age of 260. We have had our troubles
and overcome many personal difficulties over
the years (not to mention living with Tom
Sullivan) — performing this year, were two
breast cancer survivors, one heart-attack
survivor, a Type 1 diabetic and a dancer living
with multiple sclerosis.
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To what do | attribute our longevity and our
success at DERT this year? Many, many
factors. We graft bloody hard, that goes
without saying. We practice every Monday
evening in Nottingham then meet once a
month in different locations for a day practice
and crawl. This meets the needs of our few
local and many distance members. We
meticulously plan practices in advance and a
group of officers discuss what issues there
might be and what needs to be worked on at
the following practice. Determination,
ambition, preparation, well-led practices,
willingness to change, team commitment and
belief in ourselves are key factors, coupled
with that essential blend of youth and maturity.
It's not all work though, we always manage to
party and are all good friends socially. We do
have the ‘to get drunk’ part of our name to live
up to, but we are no longer idle on a Monday!

When | was interviewed in The Nut a few
years ago and asked if | had any Rapper
ambitions I'd like to achieve. | didn’t dare
tempt fate by saying ‘to win DERT’, but
humbly said just to keep Cats going for as
long as we can and up there as a team to be
reckoned with. Well that’s certainly happened!
Thank you to everyone who has supported us
and believed in us over the years. It has been
an incredible journey.

Linda Sullivan, aka The Cats’ Mother.

Footnote: - I'd like to dedicate this article to
our former Tommy, Julian Kinsey who is
bravely rehabilitating from life-changing
surgery following his long recovery from
sepsis. Cheers and all the best, Julian.

Photo montage: A selection from DERT 2018
All photos: Trina McKendrick
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A Journey Through Life with the Swords

David Pearson 1945 ~ 2018

David Pearson was born just as the Second World war
was ending in 1945, “| take no credit in that at all.” Said
Dave. He was born near to the mediaeval village of
Earsdon, surrounded by the many pits and collieries on
the northern edge of Tyneside where it edges
Northumberland. Dave’s family has the distinction in
the North East of having many generations of sword
dancers, harking back to the very first records of the
Tradition of sword dancing. Cecil Sharp wrote , “They
hold the reputation of being the best sword dancers in
Northumberland.” The Earsdon team earned the epithet
‘Royal’ after dancing for King Edward VIl at Alnwick
castle in 1906.

His father was Tommy ‘Nibs’ Pearson and Grandfather
was the renowned Geordie Osborne, both famous
Captains of Royal Earsdon Sword Dancers, a team that
over centuries has become synonymous with the very
best of Rapper dancing. Granddad Geordie Osborne
and another of Dave Pearson’s relatives, Tommy
Spence are credited with introducing the metronomic
stepping that so defines a top rapper team. Before their
efforts, rapper ‘jigging’ was haphazard and unrelated to
the power of the dance.

Dairy Cottage in Backworth a few miles from Earsdon,
was originally the home of Granddad Geordie and
Grandma Sally Osborne. Dairy Cottage later became
the home of Dave’s parents, where a young Dave was
all ears when visitors arrived wanting to talk to Geordie
or Nibs about the distinguished Royal Earsdon sword
dance and its history. The good and the great came to
Nibs’ door alongside reporters, photographers and film
crews and not just to talk about dance since Nibs was a
well-known Geordie entertainer on the club and music

Ak \

1960 : Junior team with Geordie Osborne, Nibs and David in
the middle
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Dave Pearson 2016

hall circuit around Newcastle.
“Dad loved all those visitors ... while | would sit and
glare as they munched my favourite ginger biscuits...”

David began dancing aged 8 taught in the Dairy
Cottage kitchen by granddad and learned the basic
shuffle, then the double and on to some of Geordie’s
clog steps. Dave was later taught by Johnson Ellwood
of Chester le Street, one of the best known cloggers of
the North East. Each step had to be learned correctly
before moving on to the next stage. Jackie Toaduff,
doyen of the EFDSS visited Dairy Cottage and danced
for Nibs and young David showed him one of
Granddad’s steps, “I know that one,” said Jackie and he
did it at breath taking speed in his flamboyant style.
Dave’s preference then and for the rest of his dancing
life, was for the Northumbrian form of stepping and
posture, leaving the flashy stuff to others.

Nibs being in a reserved occupation as a miner, had
taught a girls team during the Second World War and in
1956 he began a sword dancing school at West
Allotment near Backworth not far from Earsdon. Dave



was of course part of it.

“There were 20 or 30 kids at the West Allotment
dancing school but Dad was a harder task master than
Granddad, but with that number of 10-12 year olds it’s
understandable.”

Dave often wondered why anybody else would want to
learn the dance. He was born to it and spent much time
tending and cleaning the swords. Nibs used to patrol
around the class with a rapper in his hand as the kids
stepped holding on to the backs of chairs. A slap on the
legs was his method to ensure that all were dancing on
the balls of the feet with the heels well up. Eventually,
after much continuous stepping practice the swords
were brought out but suffered at the pupil’s hands,
being old, less flexible and shorter than modern ones.

From the West Allotment class, a junior team was
formed with David as number 1, while the old Earsdon
team were still dancing but fading. Later, Mike and Jane
Noone of Newcastle began to teach the rest of the class
barn dancing. During Dave’s school years he often went
to the EFDSS annual event in the Albert Hall in London
with Granddad Geordie. They would meet many of the
performers back stage where Geordie Osborne was
really well known. Although he didn’t like the Padstow
Oss, he reckoned that by the time he was 14 or 15,

“1 had seen almost every folk group going at that time.*

From 1960, things began to change and the old Royal
Earsdon team danced at the Albert Hall for their last
time. Joe Bennet, an accordion playing showman
replaced Jimmy Mackay as musician; in that year of
1960, the juniors won at the Darlington Competition and
Geordie Osborne was awarded the EFDSS Gold
Badge. Nibs and Joe Bennet started the Northumbrian
Traditional Group which starred Northumbrian and
Geordie singers as keelmen, pitmen and fisherwives,
hornpipers, and clog dancers. The elaborate show
which went on to become world renowned, featured
many Northumbrian pipers and harpers. The country
dancers, the Seaton Valley Dancers, were part of the
show with the new, younger Royal Earsdon Sword as
top of the bill.

Eventually, performances of the Northumbrian
Traditional Group became the only place where the
Earsdon sword dance with Dave as No 1, could be
seen for many years. Although the sword team were
adopted by the township of Blyth and were still
celebrated by and performed for the EFDSS, they were
rarely seen outside concert venues and TV studios.
They featured in performances in many Europe cities
and even in the USA in 1971 where the Northumbrian
Traditional Group spent two weeks entertaining at the
lowa State Fair. Dave met Anne his future wife in 1965
when she joined the Group as a dancer and they were
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1973 : Royal Earsdon with Nibs front Left and Dave Pearson
to the right of Joe Bennet

married in 1968 and later, Greg was born in 1976 and
Karen three years later.

The Northumbrian group continued to perform around
Europe and the USA including Sweden, Holland,
France and twice as part of President Jimmy Carter’s
Friendship Force, which went to Atlanta in Georgia. The
Group were often called on to represent Newcastle at
Civic events in a reflection of how the Earsdon team
had danced for Royalty and important city of Newcastle
activities and became the most famous sword team in
the Northern counties in the 1890s.

The Northumbrian Group mixed with,

“Prime Ministers, American Presidents, MPs, foreign
chancellors, dignitaries, top union officials, students,
doctors, engineers, butchers, bakers and candlestick
makers.” Being totally egalitarian, the group danced and
performed for anyone who would pay them.

Over a few Christmases, Geordierama spectaculars
were a top tourist and TV attraction at Newcastle City
Hall which in the early part of the twentieth century had
been the home of the musical tournaments and sword
dance competitions where Royal Earsdon were the
most successful rapper team for over 40 years.

Although the rapper side were seen rarely outside of
the big concert venues, the EFDSS invited them to
dance at the prestigious and packed Albert Hall in
London. In February 1968, Dave felt the weight of his
family reputation ,

“ All I ever wanted was to go out there and dance where
other relatives had danced so successfully.” But things
didn’t always go smoothly, he mistakenly got the
stepping wrong after the calling on song — he was on
the wrong foot and suddenly there was his Dad as
Tommy, standing beside him, “I've lost it !” But Nibs
was a calming voice, “Relax, breathe, you'll be okay.”
The Friday show was just about ok, but Dave was
convinced his mistakes had been only covered up by
his excellent team. But on to the next performance.

8
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Dave was to write years later,

“Song. Step. Bang. Cracked it. Clash the
swords...yes this feels good. First figure completed,
swords locked together...back into the circle ready for
the break, snap the swords down, not perfect, caught
the rest of them by surprise with all my enthusiasm,
they’ll be with me next time. Whizz through the figures,
swords above our heads , sliding and caressing each
other throughout the dance, before being snapped
down with a crack on the completion of each
figure...Tumbler. Bang bang bang each somersault
landed perfectly. Job done...hold the swords up
high...these won't slip, too many old dancers watching,
too many old dancers holding them. | could feel them
with me...listen to the stepping...smiles and bursting
with pride...hurl the lock to the floor, knowing they won’t
break apart... too many ‘people’ watching over me.
That's how a sword dance is done. With feeling and
emotion.”

When the Northumbrian Group broke up the swords did
get back together dancing at High Spen’s 60th birthday
and then at DERT in 1998. But neither revival lasted.
However over the last few years, Dave Pearson has
become re-attached to the rapper world as a DERT
judge and a fine observer of the current growth of
interest and skill, of which he thoroughly approved.
Unfortunately his untimely death has robbed us all of a
skilful dancer and deep thinker just as it felt as if he was
planning to take up the reins and get stuck in.

“The swords have been my life, I've enjoyed every
minute with them and it's been a great journey.”

Oakenhoof looking quite happy with their new kit
Photo: Mike Everett
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DERT 2018 Results

STEVE MARIS
1 - Whip The Cat
2 - Star & Shadow
3 - Tower Ravens
PREMIER

1 - Whip The Cat
2 - Star & Shadow
3 - Tower Ravens

CHAMPIONSHIP
1- Medlock
2 - Gaorsach
3 - Mabel Gubbins

OPEN
1 - Candyrapper VSOP
2 - Shropshire Sharpshins
3 - Pecsaetan

MUSIC
1 - Star & Shadow
2 - Whip The Cat
3 - Gaorsach
CHARACTER
1 - Red Mum

2 - Whip The Cat
3 - Sallyport Sword Dancers

NEWCOMER
1 - Candyrapper VSOP

RAPPER AS A FOREIGN LANGUAGE (SDU)
1 - Oakenyouth

OVERSEAS
1 - Red Mum
YOUTH
1 - Oakenyouth
VETERANS

1 - Whip The Cat
2 - Sallyport Sword Dancers
3 - Medlock Rapper

BUZzZ
1 - Whip The Cat
2 - Silver Flame
3 - Black Swan 3 - Tower Ravens

TRADITIONAL
1 - Thrales (Beadnell)
2 - Thrales (Amble)
3 - Star & Shadow
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This years SDU Longsword Gathering and
Tournament is on October 6th, at Sowerby
Bridge.Entry forms and more details message
us on Facebook or email
SDU.longsword.2018@outlook.com

It would be great to see lots of longsword
teams there. Even if you don’t want to
compete, it's a good opportunity to dance out
and see other longsword teams.

Pre-entry is advised, but this year we will also
accept entries on the day before 12 noon.
Entry £5/dance in advance or £10 on the day,
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plus SDU membership of £10.

SDU changes:

Amy O’Brien clearly doesn’t have enough to
do, running the DERT AJs, organising the NE
Rapper Competition, on the team for DERT
2019 in Newcastle is not enough. So she’s
decided to take the challenge of sorting out
the SDU finances and become the treasurer.

A bulldog variation at DERT. Those tartan sashes look
familiar.
Photo: Mike Everett

The Nut is sponsored by:

systemconcepts

Sally Wearing
System Concepts
Providing health, safety, ergonomics and
usability consultancy and training services.
Further information from Sally,
sally@system-concepts.com
www.system-concepts.com

If anyone else would like to advertise or
sponsor The Nut just get in touch with the
editor.

Frank Lee
Light Engineering
Maker of Fine Rapper Swords
Contact
01697 72649
frank.lee2@btinternet.com
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Rapparound

A miscellany of news gathered from those
with their eye to the wall and their ear to the
plughole!!
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“Two left feet, two left feet

How can you dance with two left feet?’

Richard Thompson prophetically provided Tom Besford
with the required question when Jeff Lawson decided
that his left foot stepping was so strong that would be

better if both feet were sinister.

The Dyson Stare

‘Look into these eyes. I've seen things you people
wouldn’t believe. Northgate on fire off the shoulders of
Martin. | watched star light glitter on the swords in the
dark. All those moments will be lost in time, like tears in
the rain’

Ed Dyson giving his soul to a workshop, and also
proving that it is possible to photograph him. | wonder
why Northgate so often photoshop him out of their team
pictures?
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Copy Date for issue 60 October 1st 2018
Send to: Kev Theaker,
email: kevtheaker@googlemail.com

The Nut needs your photos, gossip,
thoughts, opinions, ill formed prejudices,
and outright nonsense.

Congratulations to Alice Dover of Whip the Cat and
Dominic Moss of well known hanky wavers Smiffs who
celebrated their wedding way back in May.

Photo: Ben Potton
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order your amazing copies online!
£10 for 3 issues incl pp.

paypal: https://www.thenut.info/
cheque, (payable to K Theaker)
bank transfer: contact
kevtheaker@googlemail.com

here’s always
room for a fool.
In this case a
ery serious
piece of fooling
by Bal do Sabre,
Bagnasco
Photo: Kev
heaker



