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This story goes out to my best friend.

Life is never dull when we get together.

Tell your family not to wait up.

You are about to take part of another one of my adventures on the wild side.

Don’t be afraid to try the haggis.

Trust me
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1. Fun and Games
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“Ooo, I like the one in blue,” Kathy cooed as she got out of the car. “Are there more?” Lowering her sunglasses, her gaze followed two men traversing between incoming cars to Enumclaw’s Expo Center parking lot. 

Lorna spotted the men her friend was ogling over. “Down girl, we’re here all day.” Lorna grasped Kathy's arm, turning her toward the entrance.

“They may be gone by then,” Kathy twisted from Lorna’s hold.

“I can assure you that there are plenty more once we get inside the festival grounds.” Lorna turned as three men passed with smiles. “See.”

“Oh, I definitely want to see more.” Spotting the men from earlier standing at the end of a line, Kathy hurried to the entrance gate and maneuvered between people to stand behind them. 

“The least you can do is wait for me,” said Lorna when she caught up.

A woman in a black uniform stepped forward, blocking them. “Move along, ladies,” she advised with a stern tone. “This is the entertainer entrance. The main entrance is on the other side.”

The men chuckled and walked through the gate.

Standing on tip-toe, Kathy peered over the guard’s shoulder. “It’s my first time in Enumclaw. I just wanted to look.”

“Well then,” the security guard crossed her arms, “after you pay for tickets, you can wander around and enjoy this year’s Scottish Highland Games and Clan Gathering.” 

“Sorry,” Lorna elbowed Kathy. “Thanks for the directions.”

After paying the admission fee, Lorna found a program booklet with listed events for the weekend. “Let’s go.”

Kathy turned as two more men walked by. “How about I take a peek?

“Peeking will get you arrested.”

“I just want to verify, that’s all.”

Lorna groaned. “What lies beneath is no business of yours.”

“It’s so much fun making it my business.” Kathy winked.

“Promise me, look from a distance, and no touching.”

“What if I get permission?”

“Not in public.”

“Lorna, sometimes you’re so medieval in your ways.” 

“We’re here to do research for my thesis, remember?” Lorna opened the program and scanned the events of the day.

“What if I do my own investigation. I could research and report my findings. I’m positive there would be lots of people fascinated in the details.”

“You’re well educated in that field of study, Kathy. You’ve dated a new guy every semester since you were a freshman at UW. I thought now that you have your bachelor’s degree in what’s it called again? Metal arts? Jewelry?” Lorna kept walking as she flipped through the pages. When there was no response, she stopped. 

“Oh no, not again.” Lorna closed the program and scanned the area. She spotted Kathy following a man pushing a wheelbarrow of haybales. “Don’t you dare,” she whispered behind Kathy's shoulder. 

“What?”

Grasping Kathy's hand, Lorna lead her friend towards the line of booths. “I know the men here are different from Cooper and other guys you’ve dated.” Lorna stopped. “You have to stop trying to investigate what’s under their kilts.” 

“Sorry,” Kathy exhaled. “I’ll be good.”

Lorna held up her little finger. “Pinky swear?”

“Pinky swear.” Kathy intertwined her finger with Lorna’s and shook.

“You actually gave me an idea for my thesis.” Lorna strolled with Kathy next to her.

“Does it involve men like these?” Kathy grinned as another walked by. She clasped her fingers together, and straightened. “I’m willing to help, be your in-depth study partner. All in the name of research.” 

“Close. My thesis is about how medieval daily life developed the incentive behind the events of the Highland Games.

Kathy lowered her hands. “Like the Olympics?”

“Well for example, golf and curling developed in Scotland centuries ago and they’re still played today.”

“Golf and curling,” Kathy scoffed. “Is that what we’re here to see?”

“No, we can see other sporting events in the arena while I conduct my research.” She reopened the program.

“What type of sports?”

Lorna bit her lower lip as she scanned the events. “Umm. Hammer throw, caber toss and such.”

“Did you say caper or caber?”

“They are not salty caper buds”

“So, what’s a caber?”

“You’ll just have to go with me to find out.” Lorna closed the program and tucked it into her purse.

Kathy looked at her nails. “When?”

“In a few hours. Until then, we can look around.”

Kathy watched another man in a kilt walk by. “Why don’t I meet you there?” She stepped past Lorna.

“Oh no. You’re staying with me.” Lorna grasped Kathy's wrist. “I’m not bailing you out this time. 

“Hey, that was an accident" Kathy placed her hands on her hips. "Besides, how did I know the guy on the motorcycle was an undercover cop?”

“He thought you were propositioning him.”

“Well, I... sort of did." Kathy bit the side of her cheek. "But not the way he was thinking. I just said I wanted to go for a ride on his hot rod.”

“And that got you arrested.”

“You know I meant his bike.”

Lorna crossed her arms. “Yeah, you said that before, and I still don’t believe you.”

Kathy giggled. “At least the judge did.”

“I couldn't believe it when showed up for your court appearance dressed like a nun." Lorna lowered her arms. "The Judge let you go on a technicality.”

“Hey, I went through all that effort to find a robe and habit from the costume shop, and the cop didn’t show up.”

“You just got lucky.” Lorna grinned.

“I still ended up with a warning.” Kathy mumbled. “Besides, I gave you back the bail money, so were even.”

“And you’re my best friend, so it’s your turn to bail me out.”

“Ha. You’ll never get arrested without me.”

“I just won’t get caught, like you,” Lorna smiled.

“You never know until we investigate some kilts.” Kathy pushed her sunglasses closer to her nose. “Covertly, of course,” she giggled. “Unless you want to get caught.”

“Not today.” Lorna waved her finger from side-to-side. “Remember, look, no touch.” 

“If I break it, do I get to buy it too?” Kathy taunted.

“Ha. Nice try.”

“Fine,” lowering her sunglasses, Kathy peered over the plastic frame as four men in red and green passed them. "Sometime, you’ll walk on the wild side with me.”

“Your wild side is enough for three people to handle, let alone just me.”

“True,” she smiled. “Face it, you know you've never had much fun without me.” Kathy turned then scampered off in the same direction as the men.

“Hey," Lorna huffed as she caught up with her. "I was the one who drove us here from Seattle. You didn’t even want to be here.”

“When you asked me to help you with your research paper; you didn’t mention the hot guys in skirts.”

“Shh!” Lorna waved her hand. “They're called kilts, and for the love of God, don’t let anyone hear you call them skirts. Kilts are part a normal dress code for the Highland games.”

“Whatever.”  Shrugging her shoulders, Kathy watched other men walk by and smiled in her direction. “I just know I'll like helping out with your paper more.”

“What about Cooper?” Lorna directed their stroll through the area of numerous clan and vendor booths. 

Kathy crossed her arms. “He’s history, I’ve moved on.”

"That’s not what you told me last week.”

“I’m not going to dwell on the past,  I want to see other men.” Kathy said, then pointed to a man carrying bagpipes. “How about that one?”

“Not now.” Lorna stopped. “I need to gather research information. How about we visit some of the booths, then get something to eat?”

“What if I researched each vendor wearing a kilt?”

“I’ll talk to them while you look around.”

“Their kilt?”

Lorna rubbed her forehead. “Please.”

Kathy exhaled. “The things I do for friends.”

Roaming through the area with Lorna, Kathy noticed only two men wore kilts, while the rest wore jeans and t-shirts. The remaining booths were supervised by various women wearing different dress lengths.

“I don’t get it.” Kathy whispered. “Why are some women wearing long dresses and long sleeves in plaid, while others wear brightly-colored short dresses?”

“It has to do with the reason behind why they're here.” Lorna began. “Some women are dressed in traditional garments that depicts the Highland women’s dress, while the others are dancers waiting for their competition to begin.”

“Excuse me." A woman tapped Lorna's shoulder. "I overheard you discussing our clothing. Would you like me to show you how to wear a traditional dress?” She grabbed a large bag. “That is, if you or your friend wouldn't mind being used as a model.”

Kathy shrugged. Lorna smiled. "I’d be happy to."

“Thank you. My name is Julia and for the demonstration I’ll be using the Campbell plaid.”  She stretched out a length of plaid in the colors of blue, green and black. Kneeling on the ground, she hand-pleated the plaid at regular intervals.

“The outfit is called an arisaid.” She rose and pulled a belt out of the bag. She slid it under the middle of the pleated material. Next, she removed linen dress from the bag and handed it to Lorna. “And it can be worn alone, or over a long linen shirt or underdress.” 

Lorna held the linen material next to her body. “It’s too small for me.”

"Have your friend try,”  Julia directed.

Lorna glanced to Kathy, who waved her hands as she backed away. 

“Please... for my research.”

Kathy stepped forward and handed her purse to Lorna. “I knew there would be like something about this project I didn't like.”

“You can have fun later,” Lorna handed Kathy the Linen underdress. “Lots of men participate in the Highland games portion, and most wear kilts. So, it’ll be worth your time to wait.”

Kathy slid the material over her t-shirt with embroidered daisies and still had room to hang over her jeans.

Lorna smiled as people gathered to watch.

“Please lay on the plaid head to toe, with the pleats along your buttocks.”  

Hitching up the underdress, Kathy maneuvered over the colorful material, then carefully lay flat.

Lorna reached into her purse and grabbed the cell phone. “Smile.”

“No video!” warned Kathy.

Lorna grinned. “For research purposes only.” 

“The arisaid is belted around the waist, like so.” Julia secured the belt around Kathy’s waist with a buckle, then she held out her hand. “Now the fun part, standing up.” 

Kathy rose to a sit, grasped Julia’s outstretched arm, then stood, gravity allowed the plaid material to naturally fold over the belt with pleats set.

“The rest of the material is placed around the shoulders,” Julia continued. “It is held in place with a broach in front. If it rained, the extra material goes over the woman’s head as a hood." The instructor placed a large broach in front, then took some extra material to form a hood and placed it over Kathy’s head. “It was truly versatile as a highland woman could also use the extra material as a place to carry a mug and a dirk for protection under their arisaid, while keeping their hands free." She tapped Kathy's shoulder. "Turn around, please, and show everyone.”

Kathy slowly spun around and smiled as more than a few men in kilts stopped to cheer with the crowd. She curtsied and fluffed the sides of the woolen material with her hand. 

“My next demonstration is later this afternoon. Will you be available to model again?” Julia asked as she removed the arisaid.

Wide-eyed, Kathy shook her head. “This thing is too hot to wear.”

“I think she means,” Lorna stepped up to them while placing the phone back into her purse. “She appreciates the offer, but she won’t have time to model for you later. We'll be watching the games.”

“Yes, that’s right". Kathy snatched the program from Lorna, and fanned her face. “I’m sure you’ll find someone else.”

“I must say, you did fit the role perfectly.”  Julia patted Kathy’s hand. “Thank you for your time. If you change your mind, just come back this afternoon before four.”

“No promises,” replied Lorna.

“Thanks for your time,” smiled Julia. “Enjoy the games.” 

Strolling towards the arena, Kathy and Lorna stopped at a few booths along the way.

Kathy shook her head and whispered, “If I’d known earlier what these people are charging for sterling silver jewelry, I could have made a fortune.”

“There’s always next year’s Highland Games.”

“Now that I’ve seen what vendors have for sale, I’ll have time to craft several unique items in my workshop.”

“You and your blow torch.”

“Something to keep my hands busy.”

“And your mind off kilts.”

“No promises,” laughed Kathy as they wandered up a couple rows in the grandstand. 

“The first event is Putting the Stone,” the announcer said over the loud speaker.

The crowd cheered and awed as the competitors balanced the rounded stone near their shoulder, then threw it one-handed for distance. Lorna wrote a few notes, while Kathy waved the program to her face and yawned. Finally, Lorna grabbed her cell phone and handed it to Kathy. “Since you're bored, go ahead a check out the photos I took of you in the dress."

“Fine, just tell me if you see any wind blowing too, so I can catch some wayward kilts.” Kathy swiped her finger across the screen repeatedly as she scrolled through the photos. "Hmm, I don’t look half bad.”

"Why don't you go take some photos for me." 

"Do I get to take any picture I want?"

“Ha, ha, just the competitors.”

"Spoil sport."

"It's my camera, so stick with the games, please.”

“Fine.” Kathy slouched back again. “I’ll take photos when I see some action, until then don’t wake me.”

“Okay, Okay." Lorna clicked her pen and closed her notebook. "How about we go for some lunch. I’m dying to know if someone is selling haggis.”

“What’s haggis?”

“A traditional Scottish food.” Lorna packed her items into her purse.

“Have you eaten it before?”

“No, but there’s always a first time.”  Lorna lead Kathy down the stands toward the concession stands.

Kathy inhaled and shrugged. “All I smell is basic fair food.” 

“Let’s look a little more. It'll be my treat if we find one.”

“I don’t even know what haggis is. Do you?”

“Not exactly,” Lorna confessed. “I understand it’s like a special hotdog.”

“Hot dogs would be good.”

“Only if we don’t find Haggis.”

Ten minutes later, Kathy smiled and pointed to the small booth “There it is. Haggis, buy a half or whole.” Kathy narrowed her eyes and turned her chin. “How come there’s only a few people in line compared to most of the other vendors?”

“It’s a special food Scotland is known for. Some people aren’t willing to expand their palate for some unique taste.” Lorna pulled Kathy along to the stand.

Kathy wrinkled her nose after a whiff of unusual cooked meat permeated the air near the vendor, and two men in kilts stood in line. “Are you sure?” 

“If you behave, you can stand next to the guys waiting in line.”

“ Oh, why not.” Kathy grinned, strolled in line, then turned to Lorna, “You’re treating me to lunch.”

“Yes.” 

Tapping her fingers against her thigh, Kathy watched the two men pay for their order, then walk towards the covered eating area.

“What’ll it be lasses?” the deep voiced food vendor asked.

Kathy turned and smiled at the man with long auburn hair tied-back, a scruffy two-day old beard, and the bluest eyes that made her legs wobble. “What do you recommend?” she asked with a low breathy voice.

Lorna shook her head.

“Haggis is our specialty.”
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