





The
Loch Lomond
Lament

It's just like a castle,

Lomond.

Oh ya take the high road,
And wa'll take the low road,
And we'll reach the hostel afore ye.

The Catholic Ramblers’ den,
Cn the bonny boniny banks of Loch

Now ye take the high bunk,

And I'll take the low bunk,

And you'll be a snoring afore me,

When you see your cereal

You'll naver sleep again;

Switched the last Coco-Pops here just
afore yei

The Slencoe Massdacre

A BRIGHT start on Sunday and ves, in the dining room, our clan were
plaving Swap the dreaded Coco-Pops (for other people 's corriflakes or
Rice Crispies) in their castle-cum-hostel at Loch Lomond.-

Twenty-seven had ravelled up on a sunny Samrday by cars,
minibus and a camper van, with three more to join us later.
Now, after breakfast, some went to St Kellogg’s* for Mass

while others did short walks. Then everyone travelled

northwards through that vast meonscape of Rannoch Moor, with
an awesome vista of the massive Highland mountains ahead.

The plan for the LCRA clan was to gather at the Pass of Glencoe around noon.
Fearless leader, Robert McCarney (having recently discarded the Garston Tartan
in favour of waterproofs and sun hat} arrived in the packed 17-seater minibus.

Now, two cars couldn’t be found - one car contamned all the club’s maps, etc,
so they searched other likely staging posts along the pass, in vain.

Luckily, Dave and Joan had a map and the walk routes had been memonised
earlier, so now (a lot later than anticipated) they activated the Battle of the Bogs!

It was only 25 days to midsummer's day and raining now,
but on top of the mountains it was actually snowing! So the
‘A’ party, abandoned plans of doing the Aonach Eagach ndge.

They now headed up the Secret Valley to have a go at Ben
Ding de Rules {or whatever!) eventually having to glissade
down steep snow slopes. No problem! They
had Enc the fearless snowboarder with them, #
plus their one-and-only Supergran Margaret. ¥ & )'/
Rest of that ‘A’ team included 4 x 4 John,
cool Kew_n and “Er! [".'- it :hfs way? " Paul. I hope theres

Hapmiy, they survived to tell their tale. a3 pub befow!”

AMBUSHED AT GUNPQINT

Reason for delay of the map-carrying wagon was a quick
stop to water the horses, but this took much longer than
anticipated.  (Humble apoiogies). So, making up for lost time,
put both feet on the accelerator (Mary’s first, then, just before
the ambush, mine!). I looked out for cameras, but sped straight
towards a present-day highwayman, hiding behmnd a tree.

Now PC Ben Lomond jumped out from the free, stll
clutching his radar-gun, and pulled us in,

“You were doing 45mph you Sassenach!” . . . Finally, after
giving a lecture, and asking: “How do you spell Billinge?” he
let said dniver off wath 2 warming: “Don’t let me caich you
speeding here again this week!" Well, that was a safe bet!

Meanwhile, in Glencoe willage, having misinterpreted the

bartle-plan; Ray, Irene; Ken and Carol-had been forced to take -

refuge inside a cafe, evenwually to devise a lovely ‘C’ walk
under the Pap of Glencoe. (4n idea for a future rip).

And so, a few miles back up on the pass, we can reveal a
brief descniption of the combined ‘B’ and 'C” walk: "4 scemic
trek but can get a litdle bir boggy at times.” OK! So they now
headed . . . bogwards!

it was acrually St Kessog 's but St Kellogg 's seemed to be more cornv!

More snippets inside
it has to ba ciarified that
Will Harris, our Treasurer,
— was not on this trip and is
not related to our unique
Fnl o house-trained Haggis

by WII! Haggis (alms the Road Hog)

(any resambiance of our Treasurer is purely coincidental)

BODY PULLED FROM QUAGMIRE

At the half-way stage it was asked if anyone wanted to tum
back, but they all elected o carry on up and around the U—
bend, but, as the hours passed, that bedraggled -,
party were all getting massacred in the bogs of q\{
that macabre glen. Par got that sinking feeling as nuﬁﬁ' o1
she tried to take the shortest route to drop on
Albert Downing's Catholic rambling mates in Australia, but
was saved by being unceremoniously extracted from the mire.

Then, after an etemnity, they finally reached tarmac and the
haven of their vehicles, namely minibus, car and camper van.

“What a hormble place Scotland ist” remarked at least one
halif-drowned member. “I will never ever come again!”

That evening, at Glen Nevis hostel, the leader of the clan
made sure everyone had their bellies full by bringing back a
load of “Blackpool suppers” from Fort William.

BEN NEVIS CONQUERED
Now what a difference a day makes . . . Twenty four hours
later, half the group were elated at havmg conquered The Ben!
More about this on the next page. The others had gone to the
end of Glen Nevis via the scenic path on a ledge above
thunderous waterfalls which dwarfed Swallow Falls. This was
truly the most scenic Scottish glen.

As the week progressed and the clan fravelled way up
north, the coastal and mountain scenery was breathtaking with
the weather almost perfect {apart from a wet Thursday).

So. after a rather capricious Sunday, did the rest of the
week run as smooth as silk? . . . You rmust be joking!

Incidentally, towards the end of the week we all made a
donation to the Tormdon Mountain Rescue Team (nor that we
would ever call them out!)
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