My interest in the outdoors dates back to my early boyhood.
My mother being country born and still having relatives living
-~ “in Lauder and Oxton on the fringe of the Lammermuir Hills, I was
introduced to country life and walking in the country frem a very
early age. But I would be about I2 years old, perhaps even less,
walking the hills and dales of the Lammermuirs on my own.
That was from the time I started going for my summer holidays on my
own. These holidays were spent in Oxton, a tiny village , four
miles from Lauder. Uncle Willée and Aunt Jenny, my father's enjy
sister, had 2 house on the Row. My uncle was a taitor and was
an original Oxtonian. Both were true country folk and encouraged me
in my wanderings. . Before long I was going eff en my own for the whole
day. My aunt would pack a haversack with home-baked scones and a
bag of sweets, always Liquorice Allsorts, and I would happily spend
the whole day on my own wandering over the moors.
~— From my father and my uncle and awt I.learned all the places
they had gone in their younger days and I searched them out for
myself. I walked to Lammerlaw, the highest peak in the lammermuirs,
walked over the hills to Fountainhall as my father haddsm had done when
he first came to Oxton from Edinburgh as a youngz man. - Soon my uncle,
who was a keen and accomplished fisherman himself, gave me a
fishing red and a set of flies which added yet a further thrill to
my wanderings. I must have fished all the most Xiicky likely and the
- mOost unlikely burns for miles areund Oxton. These are my happiest
childhood memories and I was never lonely, never, on my own. And in
- the late aftermoon when I came home to tell them where I had all been,
my wncle andaunt would listen attentively and add little stories
about these places to add to my pleasure.  They had no children of
their own, but they sk gave to me all the love and understanding
any child could have. '

Imxduiyyx  In July 1929 T climbed my first real mountain, Ben More
at Crianlarich. The Summer Camp of the 3rd. Glasgow Boy's Brigade
was held that year at Luib, midway between Killin and Crianlarich anmd
the highlight was the ascent of Ben More.

Considering all the officers were town brad and nene, as far as
I know. had any hill-walking experience whatsoever, it was, to say the
least, a daft thing to do. Not that it was ill planned. Capt. Borelnd
had been an officer in the Camel Corp in the First World War and he
saw to that. We all had our sandwiches in our little white sachels,
we had our medical orderly, the captain's son hm who was in his second

_year medical studies, with his first-aid equipment in a haversack.
Futhermore, we were not permitted to wear our sandshoes. VWe had
to wear stout shoes, which meant our town shoes. There was'nt a _b'oot’
far less a climbing boot amongst the laot of us. ' S



- We marched as a company in colums of four glong the road to
Rob Roy's farm and then started the ascent in a long crocedile
line with an efficer in the lead. Another officer brought uwp the rear
to shepherd the stragglers, xhizisez which became greater by the minute.
_ . Of the ascent I can only remember it as being long, tedious and
uninspiring. However, in the goodness of time the whole company
reached the summit. We werw duly photographed at the cairm, thouzh
I don't recall ever seeing the photograph.

Not far below the swmmitf summit on the N. face was a 1arge patch
of snow which had an immediate fascination for us youngsters who had
never had a snow-ball fight in mid summer in our lives. [The officers,
in their ignorance, succumbed to our pleas and it. was decided that the
descent would be made down that side of the mountain to include the ™
snow patch. There was no marked path down that side, ner if I reall,
even a clear view_down the mountain, but this did not seem to mean
anything to the offficers. This side of the mountain is so much steeper
than the route we had come up, Reskie It is rockier and has loose screes.
Certainly no place for a bunch of town bred boys and novice.eofficers.

We never did reach the snow and, indeed, I think we were lucky to
reach the beottom without mishap. Mest of us enjoyed the descent and
some of us, much to the distress of the officers, found that it was
easier and infinately more fun to take the slopes at a rum.

Once safely back on the road we formed ranks with.the officers
properly distriouted and Capt, Berland-in the lead to march the weary

- miles back to camp. The officers, as was their duty, kept rallying
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us with marching songs, (NEBAEAXX World War I. was still a recent memory %
to some of them) and from time to time they would shout, "Are we
down hearted?", to which our small group of non-conformists in the
ranks would shout back "Yes". It was great fumn.
I, myself, had'nt found it a very tiring day and all eof us were
as active as ever the next day. Omly the officers, as thel saying
goes, were out of the zanme. - b i

On a July day in I93%4 Jim, my brother, and I had taken a tum
out te Ballogioch Hill beyond Eaglesham. It was one of thes glerious,
clear days and we had a wonderful view of the €lyde coast.

This so fired my imagination that the following morhing, with 2/6p.
in my pocket, I caught morning tram from Mount Florlda to Clarkstan
with the intention of walking to the sea.

- I was in Eaglesham before the shops had opened, and bv 10.30 a.m. :
I had crossed the Fenwick Moor and had reached EKilmarnocks, In those days
there was little traffic on the roads, and most of that was horse drawn
farm carts. I had a short rest in the park and then walked on through
the villages of Crosshouse and Dreghorn to Irwine, which, strictly

speaking was on the coast.
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However, by now I had made made Saltceats my goal and struck back imk
inland to Kilwinning, by which time I was tirdd and my legs werysare
very sore. But I was determined to reach Saltcoats.

By the time I reached Stevenson it was pzinful to walk, painful
when I stopped, and more painfrul when I started again.

About 4 o'clock in the afternoon I reached Saltcoats and limped
along to the Plantation at Southbeach, a place I rememberedfrom
my earlier boyhood helidays. There I rested until I caught the
6.30 p.m. train home to Glasgow- an evening paper and the train back
to Mount Florida used up the last of my 2/6p. (todays equivalent- I%p.)

I could hardly climb up:the stairs to my house, but was highly
pleased with myself, having walked on my own, nearly 40 mls:
Just "to be beside the sea".

In April, 1935 Tem Lightbody and I set off for a cycle tour ef the
Highlands. ~“As usual I had a very clapped-out bike, though that
really was'nt so unusual. As far as as I can remember all bikes in
these days were old. In fact T don't remember anyone who mamx owned
a new bike. _

 We left at 10.%0a.m. and cycled to Aberfoyle and over the Duké's
Pass. Actually we did'mt cykle over the Buke's Pass. I had no gears
on my bike, I'm not sure about Tom, so we pushed our bikes all the
way up. But the trip down to L. Achray was a joy. We could free-
wheel down most of the way at horrendous speed. When our speeds

got too frightening we used our feet on the wheel rims for maximum
brake power. The roads, of course, were almost deserted and pretty
rough, not tar macadamed,

We finally stopped for the day outside Strathyre and pitched
oiir ‘tent in torrential rain. Needless to say, the tent leaked like
a seive and only had a couple of army blankets, (sleeping bags
were unknown to us.) 80 we spent a miserably cold night. In fact
the cold got us up before sunrise and we walked to Balquidder and
back just to get warm. This,was before breakfast.

We finally got on our way around 9,30 a.m. and had an easy, but
short trip to Lochearnhead. Then it was off the bikes again and
pushing them all the way up Blen Ogle. For a cycling tour we
were doing an awful lot of walking. However, we were compensated
by another glorious free-whegl down the other side. Not as hair-
raising as the trip down the Duke's Pass, but anything that required
no effort was a bonus,

Through Killin and along L. Tay, with the Tarmachan and Lawers
ranges in deep snow and we called it a day in Fortingal where
we pitched our tent beside the parson's house. He gave us tea
and we had a reasonably comfortable night, though it rained again.



I say a reasonable night, but we were again up before sunrise

-and walking about to get warm.

Fortingal was a lovely little village but our e1tqu51asm was
at a low ebb-and we really did'nt giwe it the attention it deserwved.
By II a.m.. we were packed up and on our way through Glen Lyon.
We had a leisurely and thoroughly enjoyabgerun through the Glen
to L. Lyon which we reached in the late afternoon. Our map showed
a track through the hills to Auch "suitable for cyclists" and we

. believed it. We followed it down to the waters edge where it

disappeared into the loch. We found a very rough foot path and

pushed our bikes when we could and Eritsdxthem carried them when

we @ould'mt, which was most of the time. Darimess overtook us but

we just kept staggering on through burns and bogs, sometimes on ~

the path,_sometlmes lasing it, until eventually we reached Auch.

I've no idea what time this was but Auch Farm was in d.arknesst
We pushé§} ‘1ittle 1onper and reached the old Tyndrum road.

By now our tarcnes wereabout burned out _and we just put the tent up
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as best we could in the haatner. It had'nt, of course, a SEWENM Sewn-in
ground sheet, so had great gaping holes all round it, and it was

" pitched at a crazy angle. But we were too exhausted to even drum-up,

we just piulled our blankets around us and collapsed inside. We slept

for am gour or two from sheer exhaustion but the cold and the damp

woke us again long before sunrise. This was t he worst night of
the lot and when we were able to see a little around us, we found
the snow line just above us and patches of snow all around.
A1l our clothes were soaking and we were too cold to even make
breakfast. We just bundled everything up and as soon as it was
light enough to see the road we started for home. xNith Nelthqr of
us had much feeling in our hands or feet but with a down-hill run
to Tyndrum we just sat on.our.blkes ‘and let them go as fast as they
wishedo = = o e wa :
The'sunrise, at least, was a spectacular ocne. The sun was completely

~encircled by a rainbow and on either side, on the raihbew, was

. another smaller image of tae sun. Aand if that was not enough, there

was another rainbow arc xnnlthxx above all this with yet another
inverted rainbow tOdChlﬂg it

‘Miserable- ss we were, we were still able to womder at it, and
I have never seen the like of it since



. Gradually we began to get some life into'our legs and just kept

going on and on. By ten meim o'clock we had reached Tarbert,

sufficiently thawed out to make ourselves some breakfast. Thus
~fortifkeéd, we more or less kept going non-stop, getting back to

Mount Florida around 4.3%0 p.m., shattered,

I enjoyed seimx what we had seen, the mountains had looked
exciting and inviting, but they way we had seen them was plain misery,
I 'had had cycle touring in Scotland,  Tadeed, I had gad cycling, period.

However, as the summer of that year drew on I started taking
the tram out to Hillfoot and walking around Mugdock and the Campsies,
_mostly on my own. The tram fare from Mount Florida was 25p. $0 there
was little expense invelved, and ‘the trams left Mount Flerida in the
Morning. :

- Later thet year, I took an early bus to Lemmextown and took a side
r@ad up towards the hills above. It was marked "Private Road®, a much
more dauntingsig sign then than today, and it is g small measure of
my independence that I should ignore it, The slopes of hills above
were'steep, rocky and very, very loose but I chose the most direct
route up, i.e. stalght up, and though I had & few anxious moments,

I found myself enjoying the rock—scrambllng. This, I think,

was the beginning of my love of the rocks. Once on the summit I

kept going until I dropped down to the Crow Road. Then on again over
the tops until T was looking down on Blaneﬁield. Here I met an old
hill-walker, very iumpressive he looked %o me in his Norfolk jacket,
breeches and dmaxkwmit NAILED BOOTS- khadthat really impressed me,

He told me he had been tramping the Campsies for 40 years and
was happy to tell me all the mountains we were seeing from ahove
Jennie's Iumb. He was pxxtxzuxixix particularly excited that day
because he was seeing the Galloway Hills for the first time, = .

I carried on myself over Slackdhu and on to Dumgoyne, which I
ellmbed direct over rotten rocks and loose scree. It was a-daft, if
not dangerous thing to de,dm but I was already a " rock climber" and
thought that this was the way mountains were climbed. . The views
larth were exciting and already Y was extending my'anbltlons.

I wee nov so enthusiastic about mountaineering that I even descended
Dumgoyne by the same route. This was mw® more stupid than the ascent
but T did'nt know any'better and enjoyed it so much. I descended

to the’ vailey and walked across the moors to Milngavie, where I gat a bus
to Glasgow and the trem home. I had been on-my own frem dawn to

dusk, except for neeting the chap on the Campsies, but was filled

with enthusiasm to get into the real mountalns.

 Later that summer, while on holiday in Lauder, I was able to take my

brether; 8 years older than myself, for a near 30 mile walk over the
Lamme rmuirs, my earlier stomping ground.



I was now really sold on "hiking" ®myxm and was away on my own at every
opportunity. However, one. Wednesday in August I persuaded my
brother to come alomg. Again it was the first tram from Mount
Florida and we were in Milngavie by 7.30 in the moming. - e walked over %
moors to Carbeth wheee we got a 1ift to Balfron, and then by various
shortcuts we reached Lix Toll, From -there we got a bus to Aberfoyle
and then walked over the Duke's Pass to Achray Hotel. We carried on along
the path behind the hotel towards Bem Venue but torrential rain
forced us to seek shelter and we lunched on sogzy sandwiches and
lukke warm tea, getting wetter and wetter by the minute, Eventually
we called it a‘day ‘and set of for home. At Aberfoyle we found that
- we had three hours to wait for the mext bus , so we saved our money by
walking to Lix 'Toll. - There we caught the bus to Carbeth and S
walked bock to Hillfoot fotr the tram home. Poor Jim was ’
crippled with awful blisters on both feet but I felt fine.

- We-had -walked just over 30 miles and I, at least, had engoyed
every moment of it.

I was now going out to the Campsies whenever I possibly xmntimxnuxiix
could, mostly on my own. I climbed the face of Slack Dhu and scared
the wits ‘out of myself on the loose upper bands, I did the same
again on Dumgoyne but' on the descent, quite by accident, I landed
on ‘the ‘screes where, after the first few cautious steps I learned
the sheer joy of scree-rumning. It was so exciting that I repeated
it over and aver again, - To this day I still enjoy a wild scree run.

Soon I ‘got my first climbing bhoote, ordinary heavy boots which T
nailed with clinkers myself. I had arrived.

I found the fine clean rocks around Jennie's Lumb, chimneys,
faces and cracks and genuine rock pitches. This was so different
from the frantic scrabbling up loose rock that I had imagined was
climbing and that was when I knew I wanted to take up rnck climbing
above anything else.

I was ench¥gted with it



Z1_On January 2nd. 1936 Tom Lightbody and I caught an early tram

\ | from Mount Florida to Mllngane, and at II o' clock s‘l:ar‘_tt_agl on our
"way to the Trossachs. 2 L

rj——We -had moderately light packs, Tom was in a kilt and heavry shoes

Land I was in shorts and climbing boots. il _
©  We took the right-of-ways to Carbeth and by other z_s‘;prt cuts

_-' i_

| to Lix Toll where we had a break, It was thick mist to Gartmore,

- ———them heavy rain which cleared as we reached Aberfoyle.

. .We were still going well ever the Duke's Pass, in fact, we were
going better than our previous trip on our bikes.

. The mists were settling dowa in the valleys, and, in the twilight
- from-—the summit of ~the Duke's Pass, only the peaks showed up in the
.dying rays of the sun, deep in snow and gloriousl¥ sink, R
| But darimess fell quickly and we had a bit of dlff:.culty fmdmg
'the path down to the hostel. We were making heavy weather of it now
'but a weak moonr made an - anpearancé and we saw the lz.glﬁs 6 =T
Creag Dhu Hostel. - L e

Only two others were in tne hostel so we-had a gz'ea't meal without

. Iany hassle and dried out at a roaring fire. Later we had a walk
'along to the Trossachs Hotel and were back in our bunks with all
thﬂspmblﬂnkempﬂﬁmtopafushyﬁp‘m :

; It was I0 o'clock next morhing before we awoke but we breakfasted

quwkly and set off for Ben Ledi.
r “We want up Glen Ringlas, into Gleann Casa:.g and tackled Ben Ledl
\ ‘direct. Ve reached the snow line quickly; but-the snow was very -

\|soft and up to our thighs in _places. It was very tiring and we had

_ to take turms in breaking a trail, not the most’ pleasant of tasks
YV in shorts or a kilt, In time the snow began to bear our weight and
- Wwe were able to make better time. - As the angle steepened I, with
\na:l.led boote, moved into the 1eads and kicked..steps until we
reached the rldge

-¥e did'mt have ice-axes er a rope, ‘and -ghould'nt havu been there
atall.. __But this is the way we lsamef; ﬂnrtlmhmg i these days,
the hard way. '

It was easy gnmg up the ndge to the aumut but 1ntensely epld.
However, we were not entirely ill-equipped for we had scarves and
iwoollen gloves for just such ececasiens.  We were still cold, of
course,

”|  The summit cairn was lost in deep snow but we 'rot shelter from
\‘ 'the wind in a deep snow bank facing the sun and we were perfectly
| happy.

~ | Visibility was perfect and we could pick out Ballogboch Hill

* lacross Glasgow quite clearly. All around were peak after peak packed
with gleaming snow. we had never seen anything like this befere
L ‘and we were thrilled with ourselves. _

\.



[} Clouds were beginning to gather in the valleys below us and with
;he high wind to hurry them alcmg, we watched t'xem pllmg up on top
~of each other like giant waves on a seashore..

1+ Tt was a wonderful experience for us; watching all this tremendous

Ka.c:t:.ln.t:\r below us from the snug haven in the snow.

. We stayed as long as we could on the.summit, loath to leave all
this wonder. ;The was well down and it was very cold when we left
the sunmit-to retrace our steps. We must have been very, very tired
. for the farm down in the glen never seemed. to get any nearer, Ve
would avoid looking at it for as long as we could, but still it
. Beemed as far away as ever. But in the end:we reached it, passed
- — it and were in Brig O'Turk in time to get bread and pies fram
—+——a baker's van, . e

At Ihe hostel we had an enormous meal of pies and beaua, followed

by bread and cheese and laahmga of hot: tea. We felt as right as
© rain again. ' We even went out for a walk along 1. Vennacher t6
——admire B, Ledi now silvery white and gleamng in the moonlight. Ve
felt very pleased with ourselves

This was my first w wlnter h.scent of a mmmtam and I vwas f:.lled
ey with enthusiasm for more, SRR s T :

oLt was a glorious frosiy moming as we preparad for home next
day. - The sun was just beginning to tint the snows of Ben Venue
and the sky was a brilliant blue. It made us feel good just to
~see it and we fairly stormed over the Duke's Pass , not stappmg
—_until we reached Gartmore Station. ... -
4. But the energies of -the two previous days was rapldly catchmg
up on us and our stops therafter becane more and more frequent.
: Tom was less used to slogging than I was and by the time we -
- reached Strathblane, I.was about-en nyL!mees. -~ Tom was- still ‘on his
feet, but juste

It was now darimess and we numhly blundered. our way through

P

the right-of-ways, until centuries later, we reached Milmgavie.

It was with the utmost difficulty that we made the final dzzeeEnt
~ ascent fo the few steps to the upper deck ef the tram car.

,_ It had been a great advenmre, and we hari walked some 80 mles
"TFH the 'three days ¢
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_By now,; having had to abandon the opportunity ef taking a B.Sc.
| in Perestyy,I was working as Assistant Bookeeper with Ellerman Shipping
'Line and eamning money, not much, but money which was going almest
rentirely on climbing gear. I -had aguired a ruc-sac, steve and-

_| sleeping bag. and , late in the summer of '36, I made a major purchase.
| T bought a Bhiick's "Guinea Minor" temt, AND'the latest in oiled fabric
igromdsheets. As the name suggests, the "Guinea Minor" cost nineteem @

- sinl}.mgs and smpence, more, wmhm than I was-earning per
I 'I‘he "Guinea Hmor“x was. reallv mtended as a solo tent and I bought 1t
nas such but throughout its long life it rarely %o one eccupant in it,

T 7 indeed, on many eccasions—three of us woni:&hm crouwd into-it
™ _____ and condider ourselves comfortable. _
Anyway, &8 soon as as I had finished work on Saturday, I was
' off to the Campsies to try out my new temt. I went up to Jennie's
" Lumbh zim# and had a few hours climbing untildusk; when it was time
' to_set up tent for the night. I had had plenty of experience
| putting up Bell tents in the Boy's Brigade, but a Pup tent in
| fast growing darkness. was another matter. To begin with I could'nt
' seem to -finéd a suitable site for even a tiny tent like mine: —When
I had. finally decided on a site and got the tent up, I discovered
I had selected a very exposed place - the freshnéng wind prdoved that.
I was learning the hard way as usual. ' .

Having got the tent up in the darkmess; I next thought about water
 for a drum-up;-but where was water; I had'at given it a thought
untll now. I was still learming.

Eventually, however, I found a small trickle of water and nanaged

& drum~up before getting into my bag for the night:

Not. only was the site exposed, the tent.was pitched broadside
nx:\:h:xxiqm on a slope and I kept sliding out of the tent. When
I learned how to combat this temdemcy, the ground-sheet started
' to slide out from below me.( of course, it should have been pegged
.down - I kmow that now.)

i The site was exposed, slopmg and now I dlsoovered it was also
' very bumpy; there were gaping holes all alcmg the bottom of the eaves.
I stuffefl &s many of them as T could with boote and a&d gear “and
___settled dowan again. !
I sxdédak did'nt, uf caurse, drop into a saund alesp, a brilliant
Harvest moon was climbing the sky and I used this as an excuse to
| get into my boots, balaclava, scarf and gloves to have a look.

It was bitterly cold but outstandinly beantiful. '~ Se elear that
a torch was WEERERSAXY unnecessary. Rverything was bathed in
| silvery light and below me the tiny lochs were like tiny
| pieces of shattered mirror. ~Beyond 1 could see the myriads of
 tiny, twinkling lights of Glasgow, and beyond, in the distance, the

occasional moving Ixghiz gleam of car headlights on the hills on
the south of the city.



« oI had never seen anything quite so heautiful beforesmd znd
was enthralled with it. I went for a walk along the top of the
' b-amp'sies and,' below me',, my tent,: ( how tiny it looked,) was clearly
e e e i
——-1 got back fo.thé tent and into my bag again, but found sleep
impossible. I did'nt feel lonely, but I was probdbly excited with
‘"my adventure". I dressed again and had another walk, and a few
~~ more before T finally dozed offs 1 ik s
P —Although I could'nt have had mere than a couple of hours sleep :
I was up again before sunrise, very cold but otherwise felling fine.
. VWhen I stuck my nose out of the tent I found everything white
with frost, sothick that I thought at first it was snow. The little
—3trickle of water that I had found the night before was almest frozen !
solid. By the time I had managed to find a drumful of water I was )
' ‘chittering with cold, But once I got the s:ove going in the tent,
“everything was warm and cosy and I had a very happy breakfast.
| --1%t was-still very early in the morhing and I was warm, but I could'nt
reconcile this with my new-found role as a hardy outdoor man, So T
packed everything up, with my tent conspicuously strapped on top of
my pack and set of towards Dumgoyne, hoping , T think, to meet
- soumeone to tell I had just spent the night camping. - 0f course there
was'nt a soul on the hill; it was'nt yet 7 a.m. :
- I returned to Jennie's.Lumb where I spent another hour improving
‘my rock-climbing tecnigue. Tt was_ barely 8 a.m. when' I shouldered
~-my. pack again and raced down.the hill to Blanefield, -
. I was feeling in tremendous form, and even had a wash-up in
i {!'.he burn before carrying on across the moors towards Mugdock.
My old, school friend and next-door meighbour was coming eut to
—.Join me for the day. T soon spotted him in-the distance right out
on the moor, and well off the beaten track, clutching my home-made
set of instructions. Oliver was always a fastidious dresser,
“but had rigged himself out in what He considered the right gear for
the accasion- an old tweed Jacket, ghastly- bluishypurple serge trousers,
his fathers, a direputable pullover, miles too big for him and on his
head a brown sof$-hat, without a band. A pipe was jutting out from
the side of Wig meuth, 7 — — = b1 Sl
~A serviceable enough rig-ont and Ifwxseew F've seen mich worse among
_ My climbing friends, But on Oliver,... it just 'did'mt fit. However,
he was immensely pleased with himself. -
- | VWe went straight up the hills again to Jemnie's Lumb where Oliver
—_got his first taste ef rock-climbing and, I-think; his last taste.
. I* was now a glorious warm day and on eur way over Slack Dhu,
more and more clothes were stripped off and piled on my ruc-sack.
: my tremendous enthusiasm was beginning to wilt under the load .

.



Not enough, however, to stop us from zmmkimweimg contimiing along
the top, down and up Dumgoyne, Pmgmynej wEsrTIivEE Dumgoyne was
climbed, not by the easy grass slopes, but up the gully and
over the rocks on the right. Oliver'in front and myself behindi to
steady him and push him up over the more difficuly parts.” It just
did'nt occur to me to go any other way and Oliver did'nt know any
better anyway. He was getting a tremendous thrill out oftit all and
I was enjoying it too, pack and ull. e o
.~ We descended by the screes, along the hottom of the crags and over
the moors te Milngavie, : i
© It had been a wonderful week-end for me, full of minor adventures,
and all so easily and cheaply abtainable. o ‘
And T was delighted with my wee tent, although I had'nt really been

comfortable. But that was my fault and, later, when I had sewn in
the ground sheet and gained a lot more experience, it never let me
down. : ' , . P : ; _
: I did'nt get any further opportunity to use the tent until Qctober

of that year when I wangled a week's holiday. This was to be my fhxdt
first big climbing expedition and T wrote it up at great length. It's
a maive description of a matztws not too outstanding trip, but, to me,
it was a major break-through. I headed the account thus:

" A Week of Tramping and Climbing in Scotland."

i . 33D. to I@th. October, 1936,

Sat. 3®d. Oct. g : ’
1 left the office today in a rush, in fact, everytning felt rushed
' today. : To begin with I had to run like mad for-my train home and
spent the journey feverishly trying to remember all I had to take
with me. I had'nt even started packing, and my mother was still
knitting heavy woollén stockings for me as T sat down for lunch.
My outfit consisted of a.woollen shirt, riding “reeches, (my father's),
thin under-socks, thick woollen stoclkings, ( my mother had managed to
' finish them in time,) and climbing boots. -Over and above this I
wore a thick, woollen sweater and my climbing jacket, { an old cast-off
Norfolk of my uncle’s), IN my ruc-sack I was carrying, apart from
tent, sleeping-bag and groundsheet, a spare shirt, spare socks., balaclava
ahd gloves. ,In the way of provisions, I had a poundef of cold ham,
‘which, incidentaly, went bad, a half 'pound of butter, 'a small tin of
cocoa, a-tin of six Oxo cubes plus banana ané date sandwiches for two
days. I also had matches, candles, tobaccoamixmytmize and my pipe.
It was a rush to get-a tram into Glasgow, a rush to get up to the

Bus Station at Buchanan Street to get a bus to Drymen and a struggle
to get on the bus. Everybody seemed to be carrying packs as big as mine.



9 a.m. train at Strathyre the following morning.

T bashed on up Glen Finglas to Duart Farm, then started up Gleann
Casaig in the fading 11ght. I soon lost waatever path there was,
" but felt I should keep near the buim for direction. It was very, very hx
" hard going and I was despera‘tely weary when I finally reached the upper
‘corrie. It was now almost dark and I could'nt find anywhere to pitch
the tent on the steep hill-side.’ "I 'was past the- stage of - tiredness.
just pushing myaelf on a step at a time. “However, just below the
bealach between Ben Vane and Ben Ledi I gave up and put up the tent.
It was now too derk to see, but I could'nt care lesse The tent went
up anyway it could. The moon came out spadnodlcally and I could
see herds of deer milling around my tent. The stags were roaring
continually, but I did'nt give it a thought. I was too tired.

I had a meal, an Oxo cube. and a couple of sandwiches, I had'nt
. eaten since lunchtime, I was too tired and, by now, too cold to
~ do any better. However, in the right tradition, I wrote by candle
light, all 1 had done and seen that day - adventures out of- ncthmg. 3
I was. worried about wakening in time to get down to Strathyre
. nexy morning for the train. Ineed'nt have worried, I was up at the
fhrst crack of dawm. Even so, I packed up everything immediately,
not even bothering to have something to eat, and w® slowly made my way
up to the ridge. It was a cold, crisp norning and the valley below
was, shrouded in thick white clouds, and I was awfyl, awful tired - and
‘the. last of the banana sandwiches were bad - and I was still worried about
the train. = 3ince I could'nt th:mk of anything else to do, I just
started straight down the sieep h11131de_ in the general direction
of strathyre, slidig, running, rolling - just anyway I could to
get to Strathyre in 'tme for the train. Once in Strathyre, very
early in the morning, I discovered that the cloek had chane'ed, and
T had:-all the time:in.the world.





























































































