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AS HEAVEN'S WATER DEALETH—TO GLEN
AFFRIC AND GLEN SHIEL.

By WM. ANDERTON BRIGG.

OUR previous experiences of Scottish weather had been
more boisterous than pleasant, and “ Skye in rain, Schie-
hallion in storm, Arran in mist, the Cairngorms in blizzard,
Ben Nevis in fog, Glencoe in spate "—if I may quote from
another source *—is not an unfair summary of them. But
these had all been early in the season, and we were entitled
to hope for something better at Midsummer, especially in
such a year as 1911. When, therefore, Garden asked
Greenwood and myself to spend the Coronation Week with
him and J. A. Parker in the wildest recesses of Ross-
shire, we decided to give Scotland one more chance, and
excusing ourselves from an invitation to join in the
pleasures of

That majestic and sonorous day
When London was one gaze at her own joy,

we took our courage—and our tickets—in both hands,
and accepted.

Our programme embraced the mountain ridges on
both sides of the head waters of Glen Affric and the south

* Yorkshire Ramblers Journal, iii. 154.
LXVIL A
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side of Glen Cluanie and Glen Shiel, and included the fine
peaks of Carn Eige, Mam Sodhail, Sgurr Fhuaran, the
Saddle, and Maol Chinn Dearg.

The district has already been more or less fully
described by various writers in this joumal (see the Biblio-
graphical Note, gosz, pp. 11-12), but it is not, I believe, well
known, even to members of the S.M.C., and this must be
my excuse—“a false Southron”—for inflicting this paper
on them.

I need hardly say that all this part of Scotland is
“under deer,” and accommodation for the mere tourist or
climber, especially now that the Shiel Inn is closed, is, like
angels’ visits, few and far between, and practically con-
fined to the hospitality afforded by the landlords or their
lessees. But Garden knows how to “work the office,” and
thanks to him we found our way made smooth and could
truly say our feet were “set in a large room.”

The fine weather was showing signs of breaking up
when we left Yorkshire in the afternoon of the 21st June,
it grew worse as we sped north, and when we reached
Inverness at § A.M. next morning to find the gay bunting
that adorned the Station Square drooping under a steady
drizzle, we could only say to each other: “I told you
so!” But a hot bath, a change into climbing kit, and
Garden’s smiling face at breakfast, restored our courage,
and we set off in a motor car at 7.30 AM. for Benula
Lodge in Glen Cannich, by way of Drumnadrochit, Glen
Urquhart, and Invercannich.

We reached the keeper’s cottage opposite Benula Lodge
at 11.30 AM, and after sheltering there long enough to
drink to the new-crowned King in hot milk, crossed the
burn to its south side, dismissed the car, shouldered our
rucksacks, and started up the path which leads from Benula
Lodge to Glen Affric Lodge.

It had rained most of the way, and rain and wind were
still our portion as we plugged steadily up the hill side,
Loch Mullardoch looming below us in the mist, past a fine
waterfall, as far as the shoulder of the hill where the path
turns over to the left, and then swinging to the right
made up the slopes to the summit of Tom a’ Choinich




June 1911, W. Garden.

MAM SODHAIL FROM THE COL BETWEEN IT AND CARN EIGHE.

June 1911,
FROM SGURR A’ BHEALAICH DHEIRG LOOKING W.
ig“" na Ciste Duibhe. 3. Sgurr Fhuaran. 5. Sgurr nan Spainteach (Spaniard’s Peak),

", Garden.
1
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(3,646 feet)—“cognac” is the local, and to rain-sodden
climbers not unattractive, pronunciation.

We were now on the watershed between Gleann nam
Fiadh and the Allt-a-Choire Dhomhain, and the western
gale tried hard to blow us over into the former, but we held
on steadily through the mist, guided by Parker’s compass,
up the rocky ridge of Sron Garbh (3,500 feet), which was
furnished in one place with an obviously artificial stone
staircase and everywhere encumbered with wire entangle-
ments, the relics of the late Mr Winans’s expensive
attempts to part the deer from the goats—I mean the
sheep, when sheep were still grown on one side of the hill.

The weather did not allow of any extended view, and
our downcast eyes had the more leisure to observe the
wealth of mountain flora at our feet—Alpine it might
almost be called—and the green cushions of Silene acaulss,
studded with pink stars, recalled happy memories of its
Swiss brethren.

At Tom a’ Choinich we had struck the Ross-Inverness
march, and as this coincides with a whole string of Munros
we kept our eyes peeled for fear of missing any. An Leth
Chreag was the next we flushed, and we might have walked
over it without knowing, but luckily Parker carried a 1-inch
O.S. map, enriched with notes from the 6-inch O.S., and
armed with this weapon the most retiring peak had no
chance. It was clear that to climb without it would be like
going gunning without a smell-dog.

Continuing on the watershed we came upon the nearest
approach to a rock aréte we found that day, a bunch of
splintered pinnacles twenty to -thirty feet high, “hoary
white with eld,” draped in wet moss and scabrous with a
scaly lichen smaller than, but similar to, that which makes
the climbing on the Horungtinder of Norway so rough,
especially on clothes. Parker was for tackling the biggest
of them, but they were too cold and wet, and we contented
ourselves with spread-eagling on them for the camera.

By this time the rain had ceased and Garden was able
to begin an admirable series of views, some of which
adorn this paper. From one of the first taken I gather
that we had at this point a fine view of Sgurr na Lapaich
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to the south, but I had not then heard of the gentleman
and cannot remember what he looked like—probably wet.

Thence we traversed the unexciting summit of Creag
na h’ Eige (3,753 feet), and by a broad ridge reached Carn
Eige (3,877 feet), a peak of some importance, as he is not
only the highest to the north of the Caledonian Canal,
but the thirteenth highest peak in Scotland. Mere height,
however, is not the chiefest attribute of a mountain, and in
others he was sadly lacking, his summit being a “ rounding
flat” and his flanks gently sloping declivities. Between
him and his sister peak, Mam Sodhail—the latter name
invites the use of the feminine—lies a broad saddle which
circumscribes the desolate Gleann nam Fiadh, and from it
we had a good view, on the one hand, of that glen, and on
the other of the highest reaches of the Gleann a Choilich,
one of the two glens which converge in Glen Cannich, with
its burn gleaming in the sunlight that filtered through the
lifting rain-clouds. Sgurr nan Ceathreamhnan stands at
the head of this glen, and in between lay the rest of our
day’s march.

Great patches of hard snow, many feet thick, lay on the
northern slopes of Mam Sodhail, and I indulged in a small
glissade, merely for the sake of saying I had done so in the
British Isles at Midsummer, and as a foretaste—alas! not
realised—of my Alpine holiday.

Mam Sodhail (3,862 feet) is crowned with a colossal cairn,
like the stump of a lighthouse for size, where we crouched
for shelter and food, and close by is a stone shelter. The
summit itself is even broader than that of Carn Eige.

From Mam Sodhail we traversed a broad ridge, crossed
the col at the head of Allt Coire Leachavie, traversed Ciste
Dubh (3,606 feet), and descended the steep slopes that lead
to the col at the head of Allt Coire Ghaidheil. The climb
thence up to the summit of An Socach (3,017 feet) was
hard work for tired and sleepy men—I fancy I shirked
the last bit—and when we had stumbled down to the
depression to the east of the head of Allt na Faing and
were asked by the indefatigable Garden, who had not, like
us, spent the previous night in the train, to tackle the still
distant Sgurr nan Ceathreamhnan, we said it was time to
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think about the supper and bed he had'promised us at
Alltbeath in the glen below. ’ ‘

Perhaps the pleasantest part of the mountaineer’s day
is the evening descent. into the valley—the peak won, the
toil over, and the mind free to speculate on the number of
beds and the quality of the supper waiting below. Cer-
tainly the memory of that quiet glen, fragrant with the
intoxicating perfume of the rowan and carpeted with wild
thyme and bog myrtle, is not the least pleasant.

At Alltbeath, a stalking lodge in Glen Affric Forest,
we were warmly welcomed by the keeper, Mr Scott, and
his wife, a Harris woman, gifted with a voice “gentle and
low; an excellent thing in woman,” recalling in its tones
recent memories of the Irish Players. They had no meat
or bread, but with scones and eggs and marmalade we were
made happy, and a nine hours’ sleep fitly rounded off a
good day.

It was still broad daylight when we went to bed, and
the same when we got up, indeed it was never, I think,
really dark, and when we left at 8 A.M. we had sunshine
and a cool wind, which accompanied us through the day.

The carriage road up Glen Affric ends at Affric Lodge,
eight miles down the valley, and there is only a rough
track forward past Alltbeath as far as the keeper’s house at
Camban. Beyond that point it is possible to push a
bicycle over into Gleann Lichd, but it must be hard work.
We followed the track as far as Camban, disturbing on
the way a wild duck with her brood and a heron at his
breakfast, and then turned south up the spur that runs down
from Sgurr a’ Bhealaich Dheirg—Sgurr an Fhuarail with
its clear outline filling the head of the valley to our right
and the gloomy slopes of Ciste Dhubh looming on our left.
We kept straight on up the narrow ridge, cutting across
the path from Camban to the Cluanie Inn near some red
screes from which the peak gets its name (the Peak of the
Red Pass), and reached the summit, whose naturally sharp
crest was accentuated by a stone wall. The slope to the
right was steep and in places precipitous and seamed with
gullies which would be snow couloirs in winter, but with-
out pitches. .\t this point the county boundary doubles
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back sharply to the east to follow the watershed of Glers
Afric.

Down below on our left lay Glen Shiel, a deep cut
trough, fenced on the further side with the high range
that separates it from Glen Quoich and threaded by one
of the roads that General Wade made to tame the High-
lands ; whilst in front, to the west, lay the far-stretched
watershed, curving westward, and strung with shapely
pyramids, identical almost in size and outline, a coronet of
mountain loveliness. To reach the first of them we had
to traverse the inconspicuous Saileag, a mere swelling in
the ridge where the Mountain Spirit has turned in his
sleep and lifted the coverlet a little, but none the less a
Munro, and as such to be gathered in. Greenwood and I,
however, tempted by the sight of the green oasis of a
spring beyond, shirked the allerkickste spitze and met
the others on the cs/ beyond where we had our frugal
lunch of sweet scones and marmalade, helped down by a
slab of St Ivel cheese. This last, Garden’s contribution,
is a toothsome delicacy in itself and with raisin pasty as
I have since eaten it, a dish for the gods, but so charged
with digestive baci/li that you find yourself an hour later
asking when lunch is coming.

Sgurr nan Spainteach, the Peak of the Spaniards (3,129
feet), which came next, takes its name from the Spaniards
who found themselves in this out-of-the-way place, in the
year 1719, helping in the Battle of Glen Shiel. It has a
cluster of rocks of no great size on the north side, but
affords a fine view of the summit and east ridge of Sgurr
Fhuaran.

Ciste Duibhe (3,370 feet), the Black Kist or Chest, which
followed, is more of a mountain, and with some encourage-
ment would make quite a good rock peak. There is a
false ridge on the north side with steep sides, a rock-strewn
vallon between it and the summit, and on the summit a
cairn and great piles of enormous stones with black holes
in among them, any one of which would be sufficient
warrant for the imaginative Celt giving the peak the
name it bears. We have the same word “kist” in York-
shire for a chest or meal-ark. The precipitous north side
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of the mountain might afford good climbing if there were
any sleeping place within a day’s journey, or any chance
of pitching a tent in the valley below—a very remote
possibility under present conditions.

At this point the ridge, which has hitherto run east
and west, turns sharp to the north, and a descent of 600
feet brought us to the foot of Sgurr na Carnach (3,270 feet)
—the Peak of Cairns—and another 500 feet of knee and
breast work up its rugged slopes brought us—or rather
them—to the summit. I was tempted by the easier
gradient to work round its west slope which is steep and
full of easy rock traverses. We met on the saddle (2,856
feet) beyond, at the foot of Sgurr Fhuaran, and a steady
climb of 650 feet on very broken ground landed us on the
summit of this, the real odsectsf of our trip, and we had a
prolonged rest at the cairn. We counted ourselves for-
tunate in a week of such broken weather to have it fine
for what must surely be one of the finest, if not the finest,
view points in Scotland. We did not, perhaps, have it
quite so clear as Sheriff Scott Moncrieff Penney (¢/. S.M.C./.,
II1. 28), but the light summer clouds on the distant hills
gave them an added beauty. We seemed to be set in the
centre of Scotland’s mountain districts, and could see them
all—the Cairngorms in the east, the Coolins in the west,
Ben Nevis in the south, and Torridon in the north; with
all that lay, or rather rose, between—Ben Screel in the
south, our friends of yesterday and to-day in the east,
Rum and Eig in the offing, Sgurr nan Saighead immediately
at hand on the one side, and the range culminating in the
Saddle on the other, and at our feet Glen Shiel and the
gleaming waters of Loch Duich. To me the array of
peaks, for the most part strangers, was quite bewildering,
but the ease with which Garden and Parker picked out one
after another spoke of many a day spent in the open, and
of many a night devoted to the Index. We have no such
panorama like it in England, and in the Alps it is worthy
of compare with that, say, from the Col du Géant looking
southwards, saving of course the snow peaks.

There is a steep descent to the co/ between Sgurr
Fhuaran and Sgurr nan Saighead to the north, with what
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seemed to be imposing precipices on the east side, but
only Parker went down. The ridge running down from
where we stood to Invershiel presents, perhaps, the longest
ridge of uniform gradient in Great Britain, but we wanted
to get down to the keeper's lodge at Achnangart, four miles
higher up the valley, so we worked across the head of the
coire and skirted along and down the western slopes of
Sgurr na Carnach. On the way we actually saw two black-
faced sheep, trespassers, alas, now, and what was even
sadder, a herd of goats once tame which had been left
behind when the glen was cleared and are now wilder
than the deer.

We were given hot milk and biscuits at the keeper’s
house but he could not put us up for the night, so we
had to walk down the road to Invershiel. Our long day’s
work—it was then 9 P.M.—had not been as an Oxford
Sunday was once described, “ An imperceptible sliding
from meal to meal,” and the four miles’ steady grind was
a trying addition to it, but in memory we forget this and
think only of the cool light of that “endless summer even-
ing ” and the sweet sleep that followed.

I suppose everyone, except the map makers and guide-
book writers, knows by this time that the Shiel Inn has
been closed, and a perusal of the S.M.C. Guide Book will
show what its loss as a climbing centre means.

Invershiel is a small hamlet in the flat and marshy river
bottom at the head of Loch Duich, with a fine view of
Sgurr Fhuaran from the stone bridge at the junction of
the Glenelg and Dornie and Shiel roads.

We had intended to traverse next day the watershed
on the south-west side of Glen Shiel, as far as Bealach
Duibh Leac, and return to Invershiel, and on the following
day drive up Glen Shiel, regain the ridge at Creag nan
Dambh, traverse it and descend to the Cluanie Inn, whence
the motor car would whisk us off in the afternoon to
Inverness. But, fortunately as it happened, we could not
arrange this, and decided to carry out the first day’s climb-
ing programme, and drive on to the Cluanie Inn in the
evening.

" From Sgurr Fhuaran we had seen and admired the




June 1grr. ", Garden.

SGURR NA CISTE DUIBHE FROM SGURR NAN SPAINTEACH.

June 1611, . Garacn.

HIGHEST SUMMIT OF THE SADDLE FROM THE WEST SUMMIT

(SGURR NA FOgRCAN TO THE RIGHT)
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sharp outlines of the Saddle, the culminating point in the
ridge that encircles the Allt Undalain, the glen which runs
down to Invershiel from the south, and wondered why, in
a district where every eminence and hollow, however un-
pretentious, has been endowed with a Gaelic name, each
fuller of redundant letters of the alphabet and more defiant
of the rules of orthoépy as usually understood than its
neighbour, this fine rock peak should be labelled with a
mere Sassenach title—and a commonplace one at that. It
is as bad as Saddleback in our English Lakeland.

The most sporting route to the summit would have
been to follow the Allt a’ Choir Uaine to its head and
climb straight up by the rocks, but this would have
avoided the line of peaks on the south side of that glen,
and we did not want to miss any of them—all above
the sacred 3,000-feet level. We therefore went up the
bottom glen only to the point where the hunting path
divides, and then followed the right-hand branch of the
latter, up the steep brae side—and very hot and steep it
was—to the co/ between our glen and Glen More. Thence
we followed the watershed, traversing a long succession of
rock Aopyes and swampy hollows, not unlike the traverse of
Glaramara in Lakeland, peaks of no great merit but gifted
with high-sounding names—Sgurr a Gharg Gharaidh, Sgurr
Leac nan Each (3,013 feet), and Spidean Dhomhuin Bhric
(3,082 feet). From our lunching point on the south side of
the last named we had a fine view of Ben Screel and the
country beyond to the south. The ridge from this point
is decidedly rocky and the precipitous slopes of the Saddle
on the north side ought to give some good climbing,
especially one big chimney which cuts the mountain side
from top to bottom. But I doubt if the character of the
rock itself, from a climber’s point of view, is as good as that
in Skye. The rock on the ridge itself is tilted at a sharp
angle in thick flakes and makes quite a good scramble. A fall
on either side would be decidedly unpleasant. The tangled
remains of a wire fence do not make the going easier.
Three-quarters of a mile beyond Spidean Dhomhuin Bhric
1s the Saddle, a rock peak, coriical in outline and guarded on
the south by steep precipices ; and a quarter of a mile east
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of the Saddle, with a sharp ridge intervening, is Sgurr na
Forcan (3,100 feet), The Little Forked Peak, a veritable
gendarme with some fifty feet of interesting hand and
knee work, but it can be circumvented on the south by
climbing up an easy chimney. The descent of the ridge
on the other side can be made very interesting as it is all
rock, much broken up, and there is plenty of scope for the
exercise of that much-neglected art, in British climbing
at any rate, the rapid descent of rock mountains. The
south ridge is quite another affair, very steep and smooth,
and apparently unclimbable.

After clearing the rocks we made our way down the
rough brae side into the upper parts of the Allt a’ Choire
Chaoil, setting up on the way a covey of ptarmigan that
could just fly, crossed over the ridge to the north, and
descended, some direct and others by the zigzag hunting
path, to the high road in Glen Shiel at the cottage, a short
mile above Achnangart,

We had ordered a carriage to meet us here and drive
us to Cluanie Inn, and I was looking forward to a restful
time in the usual “machine,” but Invershiel does not run
to that, and had sent only a two-wheeled dog-cart—and a
horse! There was only room for three, including the
driver, in the former, and

The delicate question—which
Of us three goes on the catltle, arose,
And we argued it out as sich !

Greenwood said horse exercise was a tender point with
him—he had only indulged in it once, and his two days’
experience of a Norsk pony last year had fed him up.
Moreover, if the animal were to shy at a motor car—as in
fact it subsequently did —he should certainly fall off.
Garden said he had not ridden anything since the rocking
horse of his childhood’s happy days. Parker vowed he
would as soon walk. So the lot fell upon me and we
started, two and the driver bulging out on both sides of
the front seat and the third reclining sack-wise with the
luggage behind, whilst I tittupped painfully in the rear.

As we made our way up that wild valley and over the
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watershed to the Cluanie Inn, we marked down for to-
morrow’s foray the long line of high peaks stretching
eastward from the Saddle.

But alas! when to-morrow came—I ought to say that
there were only two bedrooms in the inn, both occupied,
and three of us had to sleep in the parlour, whilst Parker
unselfishly took the box room—it was raining hard and
climbing was out of the question. At least we others
thought so, but Parker, who I suspect has got Munroitis
pretty badly, went out for three or four hours and came
back wet through but with his rucksack stuffed with the
summits of Druim Shionnach, Aonach air Chrith, and Maol
Chinn Dearg—at least he said so, and he probably spoke
truth, for there is no “place of public entertainment”
within many miles.

The motor car came up from Inverness at two o’clock,
and at three o’clock we left, just as the rain was ceasing,
and had a fine run home by way of Glen Cluanie and Glen
Moriston.

In conclusion I may say that to Greenwood and myself
the trip was a revelation of the vast extent and beauty of
the S.M.C!.’s playground, and of the work still waiting for
its active members. More power to their hobnails !

APPENDIX.

The following articles in the S.M.C. Journal and the
Cairngorm Club Journal deal with the subject of this
article :—

S.M.C. Journal—

Altitudes of Scottish Mountains. H. T. Munro. I. 276.

Diary of a Week’s Ridge-Walking in the North-West of Scotland.
J. Rennie. II. 291.

A Climb for a View—Scour Ouran. S. M. Penney. III. 28.

Excursions : The Saddle. H. T. Munro. IV. 176.

In the North-West Highlands in February. S. A. Gillon.
VIII. 230.

S.M.C. Guide Book : The Saddle, &c. VIII. 259 ef seg.

Excursions : The Saddle, X. 5; Glen Afiric, XI. 54; Camn
Eige, Beinn Fhionnlaidh, &c., XI. 120.
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APPENDIX (continxed)—
Mam Sodhail (Soul) and Carn Eige. C. E. W. Macpherson.
XI. 193.
Ridge-Walking at Easter, 1911, in Glens. Affric and Cannich.
Allan Arthur. XL 351.
Cairngorm Club Joxurnal—
From the Beauly Firth to Loch Duich. Rev. R. M. Cairney.
V. 24.
Excursions and Notes: A Letter from Shiel Inn, V. 174;
Shiel Inn, IV. 280
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HALF-HOURS IN THE C€LUB LIBRARY.

“A Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland,” by
Doctor Samuel Johnson. 2 vols. 1775s.

By JoHN BUCHAN.

THE Editor's command has made me get down from a
top shelf a little squat duodecimo which I have not opened
for many a year. I presume my copy is the first edition;
at any rate it was issued in the year of the first edition, and
though it is wrongly paged and bears an Irish imprint,
the bookplate of the first Lord Sheffield would seem a
guarantee of authenticity. I can scarcely think that a
noted bibliophile like Gibbon’s friend and editor would
content himself with a pirated version. I read the book
years ago in a fishing inn in Argyl], and it is, perhaps,
scarcely a work which calls for frequent re-reading. The
truth is that Johnson's “Journey to the Western Islands”
compares ill with Boswell’s “ Tour to the Hebrides.” Johnson
was no picaresque chronicler of wayside humours, and he
had not the art of that delightful form of literature which
the French call carnets de voyage. He is no Borrow or
Stevenson to reproduce for the fireside reader the glamour
of travel, and, unlike Boswell, he is too modest, too dignified,
to give us gossip. He tells of his adventures as the leader
of an advance party might report to his commanding
officer—an accurate but colourless itinerary. Indeed, it
was as a leader of an advance party that he thought of
himself, a scout sent forth from the coffee-houses of Town
to report on the outer darkness of the North. If you want
a parallel you will find it in that desiccated narrative, the
“ Anabasis” of Xenophon. Johnson was inspirited to risk
the journey, Boswell tells us, by reading Martin’s “ Descrip-
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tion of the Western Islands of Scotland.” Martin was a
Skyeman, and his exceedingly dull work was first issued
in 1703. The world about 1770 was beginning to talk
about the “life of nature,” and speculate on sociology.
Johnson’s purpose was more than half-scientific. The
Highlands were the nearest approach to the free and bar-
baric natural existence about which eighteenth-century
litterati talked wisely and knew nothing. The honest old
Doctor had a conscience beyond his contemporaries; he
determined to go and see. So at the age of sixty-four he
packed his bag, hoisted his huge body on a horse, and set
off like a boy on his first expedition, sacrificing all the
comforts of Fleet Street, agreeable and admiring ladies, and
innumerable cups of tea. Who can withhold admiration
from a spirit so candid and indomitable ?

But even if the purpose of the journey had been less
courageous, the record of it might merit our attention for
its own sake. It is a masterpiece of pure and stately
English. I do not know any work in which the style
is a finer example of Augustan prose at its best. Then,
again, Johnson’s was an intelligence of the first order, and
his comments are never negligible. He might be lacking
sometimes in knowledge, but, like Alan Breck, he never
failed in “ penetration.” So we may welcome the inspira-
tion in the Lochaber glen which prompted the work. Here
is his own account :—

“I sat down on a bank, such as a writer of romance might
have delighted to feign. I had indeed no trees to whisper over
my head, but a clear rivulet streamed at my feet. The day was
calm, the air soft, and all was rudeness, silence, and solitude.
Before me, and on either side, were high hills, which by hindering
the eye from ranging forced the mind to find entertainment for
itself. Whether I spent the hour well, I know not; for here I
first conceived the thought of this narration.”

Boswell has described for us the traveller. “He wore a
full suit of plain brown clothes, with twisted hair buttons of
the same colour, a large bushy greyish wig, a plain shirt,
black worsted stockings, and silver buckles. Upon this
tour, when journeying, he wore boots, and a very wide




Half-Hours in the Club Library. 15

brown cloth greatcoat, with pockets which might have
almost held the two volumes of his folio ‘Dictionary’;
and he carried in his hand a large English oak stick.” We
can imagine that after a debauch of Edinburgh intellectual
society he was not sorry to get on the road again. He
travelled light, and had no reason to regret it in a land
where “that which is not mountain is commonly bog.”

“It is not to be imagined without experience,” he tells us,
“‘how in climbing crags, and treading bogs, and winding through
narrow and obstructed passages, a little bulk will hinder and a
little weight will burthen; or how often a man that has pleased
himself at home with his own resolution, will, in the hour of
darkness and fatigue, be content to leave behind him everything
but himself.”

What the doctor’'s baggage consisted of we are not told;
Boswell, we know, was accompanied by a volume of ser-
mons, a map of Scotland, and a Bible.

We may pass rapidly over the earlier stages of the
journey among the sour cornlands of Fife and the Mearns.
At St Andrews they had a spate of professors and much
meditation among ruins. At Montrose, to Johnson'’s surprise,
they found an English chapel with an organ! In Aberdeen
the Doctor was given an honorary degree, and observed
that the women of the lower classes were “ visibly employed ”
knitting stockings. He visited the Bullers of Buchan, and
considered that Slains Castle might be a good place to
realise the Lucretian situation, “ Suave mari magno,” &c.
The treelessness of Scotland oppressed him. “I had now
travelled two hundred miles in Scotland and seen only
one tree not younger than myself” Another saddening
fact was that the windows in the houses seemed to be
designed not to open. “He that would have his window
open must hold it with his hand, unless what may be some-
times found among good contrivers, there be a nail which
he may stick into a hole, to keep it from falling.” He still
complained of crumpled roseleaves, for he had not sampled
Highland shielings and the Outer Isles.

At Nairn, according to his own view, he entered the
Highlands, for there he first saw peat fires and heard Gaelic.
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Thence by way of Inverness he traversed the Great Glen,
amazed at the multitude of waters, and, like a true Southron,
apprehensive of the barrenness of streams that did not flow
deep. “Such capricious and temporary waters cannot be
expected to produce many fish,” he writes, with perhaps
the Lochy in his mind! His night’s lodging was now a
matter of adventure ; in an inn he might have to enter a
couch new vacated by “a man black as Cyclops from the
forge,” or in a gentleman’s house find a bed of fine linen
standing in a puddle on the bare earth. On the whole he
was a philosophical traveller, and he seems to have been
lucky in the way of food. He tasted the delicacies of
a Scots breakfast. “If an epicure could remove by a wish,
in quest of sensual gratification, wherever he had supped
he would breakfast in Scotland.” In the islands, however
he was disgusted by the spectacle of cheese at the morning
meal! Whisky he did not like, and only once tasted it
—at Inveraray. He records with admiration ‘that the
inhabitants of the Hebrides begin the day with a dram.
Let it be added that Boswell and he attempted, and suc-
ceeded in, the pious task of making some English soldiers
very drunk on the road to Glenelg. '

The mountains made a strong impression on this traveller
to whom Primrose Hill had hitherto done duty for a height.
They saddened and solemnised, but they did not terrify
him. He notes that they deserved, like the Homeric Ida,
the epithet “abundant in springs,” but by no means the
phrase used of Pelion, “waving their leaves.” His orderly
and cultivated tastes were depressed by the “wide extent
of hopeless sterility,” and like every English traveller of his
day he disliked the heather—* one sullen power of useless
vegetation.” He loved the classic line, and the evidences of
civilisation and art. Here is his comment on Loch
Lomond: “The islets, which court the gazer at a dis-
tance, disgust him at his approach, when he finds, instead
of soft lawns and shady thickets, nothing more than un-
cultivated ruggedness.” But at any rate he perceived the
quality of the wilds, even if he did not welcome it. He
was oppressed with a sense of the littleness of man. Un-
like his modish contemporaries, Johnson could realise the
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sublimity of the deserts, of wild lochs and lonely seas. He
fled from it to an inn or a tea-table, but he took off his hat
to it all the while. He is immeasurably beyond the towns-
man, who, having ascended a few hundred feet of Helvellyn,
was horrified by the sight, had blood let, and was carried
home ; or even Burt, to whom the mountains were only “a
dirty purple, but most disagreeable when the heath is in
bloom.”

The real adventures began in Skye. There he was
taken to the hearts of the lairds, and saw island life from
the inside. He was full of fine notions of chieftainship and
their duties, and fell foul of Sir Alexander Macdonald at
Armidale for being more of an Etonian than a Highlander.
Sir Alexander rackrented his tenants and aped urban
gentility. Raasay was more to the Doctor’s liking, and a
very pleasant picture he draws of his entertainment there
—*nothing but civility, elegance, and plenty "—good food,
books, and dances of an evening. Thence he journeyed
to Dunvegan, visiting Flora Macdonald on the way.
Though the mighty ridge of the Coolin must have been .
continually before his eyes, there is no sentence to hint that
he saw anything in it more remarkable than in the more
commonplace hills of Lochaber. At one spot only was
he struck with awe. Talisker had not then its convivial
associations. “ Talisker,” he wrote, “is the place beyond
all that I have seen from which the gay and the jovial
seem utterly excluded; and where the hermit might
expect to grow old in meditation without possibility of
disturbance or interruption.” “What must be the solicitude
of him,” he asks, “who should be wandering among the
crags and hollows, benighted, ignorant, and alone?” Let
it be a comfort to the members of the Club when they are
next travelling on a starless night the long road between
Glenbrittle and Sligachan that Dr Johnson foresaw and
pitied their fate.

From Skye the travellers went south by Coll, where to
their joy they found a shop at which Boswell purchased
writing-paper. They next landed at Tobermory and
pushed southward through Mull to visit Iona. On this
stage the lexicographer’s mind envisaged the subject of

LXVIL B
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afforestation. The objection, he thought, was the poverty
of the people. '

“ Plantation is naturally the employment of a mind unburdened
with care, and vacant to futurity, saturated with present good, and
at leisure to derive gratification from the prospect of posterity.
He that pines with hunger, is in little care how others shall be
fed. The poor man is seldom studious to make his grandson
rich.”

They visited Ulva, and at Inchkenneth found Sir Allan
Maclean, the chief of the clan, who accompanied them to
Iona. Every schoolboy knows, and has turned into Latin
prose, the famous passage which ends in the typically
Augustan declamation: “That man is little to be envied
whose patriotism would not gain force upon the plain of
Marathon, or whose piety would not grow warmer among
the ruins of Jona.” Less often quoted is the delightful
account of the Doctor’s arrival at Lochbuie—“where we
found a true Highland laird, rough and haughty, and tena-
cious of his dignity; who, hearing my name, inquired
whethet I was of the Joknstones of Glencoe or of Ardna-
murchan,” This is interesting, for it tells us that the
Maclans—that sorrowfully fated clan—were accustomed
to translate their name into Jo/nson, and thence, and most
incorrectly, to the Lowland Scottish Jo/instone.

The purpose of the journey was sociological—how
Doctor Johnson would have condemned Comte’s bastard
word!—and the “Journal” is full of reflections upon the tran-
sition of the Highlands from patriarchalism to a modern
society. Emigration was the Doctor’s pet aversion, for he
did not believe in any law of supply and demand for
human souls. He set out with a prejudice, for, as he told
Sir William Forbes in Edinburgh, “it spreads mankind,
which weakens the defence of a nation and lessens the
comfort of living. Men thinly scattered make a shift, but
a bad shift, without many things. A smith is ten miles off ;
they’ll do without a nail or a staple. A tailor is far from
them ; they’ll botch their own clothes. It is being con-
centrated which produces high convenience.” Again and
again he returns to the subject, how to find some means “to




Half-Hours in the Club Library. 19

stop this epidemick desire of wandering.” Some of his
reasoning will not appeal to us. He conceived of no future
before the colonies ; a “nation scattered in the boundless
regions of America” seemed to him destined to remain a
scattered nation—like rays diverging from a focus, the
rays remaining but the heat gone. Nevertheless there is
much in his argument, which the world, having forgotten
the truth for a hundred years, is now preparing to recognise.
Take such a passage as this :—

“In more fruitful countries the removal of one only makes
room for the succession of another; but in the Hebrides the loss
of an inhabitant leaves a lasting vacuity ; for nobody born in any
other part of the world will choose this country for his residence ;
and an island once depopulated will remain a desert. . . . Let it
be inquired whether the first intention of those who are fluttering
on the wing and collecting a flock, that they may take their flight,
be to attain good or to avoid evil. If they are dissatisfied with
that part of the globe which their birth has allotted to them, and
resolve not to live without the pleasure of happier climates ; if they
long for bright suns, and calm skies, and flowery fields, and fragrant
gardens, I know not by what eloquence they can be persuaded, or
by what offers they can be hired to stay. But if they are driven
from this country by positive evils, and disgusted by ill-treatment,
real or imaginary, it were fit to remove their grievances and quiet
their resentment.”

The observations on Scotland and the Scots are gentler
than one might imagine from a reading of Boswell. Doctor
Johnson had a sense of decency ; he was not prepared to
repay hospitality by acrimonious comment, and he had a
proper traveller's modesty. “I cannot but be conscious,”
so runs the last sentence of the book, “ that my thoughts on
national manners are the thoughts of one who has seen but
little” Yet there are some delightful notes. “The con-
versation of the Scots,” he says, “ grows every day less un-
pleasing to the English ; their peculiarities wear fast away ;
their dialect is likely to become in half a century provincial
and rustick, even to themselves.” It is only too true. In
good company, he records, Scots is seldom heard, *“except
now and then from an old lady.” To-day we should have
to go far to find that old lady. Here is perhaps the least
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amiable comment, though who shall say it is wholly un-
deserved? “A Scotchman must be a very sturdy moralist,
who does not love Scotland better than truth. He will
always love it better t}_xan inquiry, and if falsehood flatter,
his vanity will not be very diligent to detect it.” Lastly,
let me quote a passage which is an excellent example of
the Doctor at his best :—

‘“ Men bred in the universities of Scotland cannot be expected
to be often decorated with the splendour of ornamental erudition,
but they obtain a mediocrity of knowledge, between learning and
ignorance, not inadequate to the purpose of common life, which
is, I believe, very widely diffused among them, and which,
countenanced in general by a national combination so invidious
that their friends cannot defend it, and actuated in particular by
a spirit of enterprise so vigorous that their enemies are constrained
to praise it, enables them to find or to make their way to employ-
ment, riches, and distinction.”

Augustan prose has its limitations. It can be uninten-
tionally comic, with its sonorous epithets, as when, describ-
ing the “tail” of a chief, he laments that this “animating
rabble” is now no more. When it is playful it suggests
the mountains leaping like rams, as in a note about a
girls’ school at Inverness. “Hither the young nymphs of
the mountains and valleys are sent for education, and, as
far as my observation has reached, are not sent in vain.”
But it has its own dignity and beauty, and it suited well
with the character of one who, though not among our
greatest writers, is assuredly among the greatest figures in
our literature. My last quotation shall be a sketch of the
minister of Coll, which seems to me the most self-revealing
passage in all Doctor Jonson’s works :—

“ His conversation was not unsuitable to his appearance. I
lost some of his good-will by treating a heretical writer with more
regard than, in his opinion, a heretick could deserve. I honoured
his erthodoxy, and did not much censure his asperity. A man
who has settled his opinions does not love to have the tranquillity
of his convictions disturbed, and at seventy-seven it is time to be
in carnest.”
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FISHERFIELD AND LETTEREWE.

By Geo. T. GLOVER.

ANYONE commencing an account of climbing or crossing
the hills of the glorious north-west of Scotland is at once
faced by the horrid thought that should his screed be of
any interest, and should it fall into the hands of the non-
elect (such as those not bound by the solemn oath of the
S.M.C.), it might lead sundry such persons to conclude
that Ross-shire is free to all comers at all seasons, and so
to plan a trip during the summer, either to find that he is
debarred from such glorious places, or worse still, that he
has spoilt other people’s sport, for one day at least, if not
more. So let me state that the places hereinafter men-
tioned are all in the heart of strictly preserved forest, and
that permission is absolutely necessary to enter and should
not be asked between 1st July and the end of the year.

During our memorable three days at Poolewe in May
1909 W. N. Ling and myself at eventide gazed at the mists
forming and reforming at the far end of Fionn Loch. In
particular, they appeared to hover around two rock towers,
the easternmost of which appeared to be a veritable “ Torr
na b’ Iolaire.” On winter evenings, assisted by the Inver-
broom 1-inch Ordnance Sheet, No. 92, Ling and I often
discussed those rocks and fondly hoped that they would
be such gorgeous pinnacles as one might expect to find
on the celebrated Scottish mountain, the Distincthorn,
non-Munro though it be. The first ascent of the splen-
did north peak of Beinn Airidh Charr at Easter 1910,
afforded us surreptitious glances across the lochs, some-
what damping our enthusiasm, as no towers were apparent,
but there appeared an attempt at bastions, so we agreed
that an early visit was desirable, for (in addition) we
feared an attack on these crags by our Hon. Secretary on
some off-day when the starting handle of his car was not
striking for recognition.

The whole of this district between Loch Maree and
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Little Loch Broom is an exceptionally fine one and
consists largely of the famous forest of Fisherfield and
Letterewe, and as both Ling and myself were free for a
few days at Coronation time, all we needed was similar
weather to the ever memorable “ Sea to Summit” sample
of 1902, but unfortunately we struck about the only break
in the marvellous summer of 1911.

Midday on Wednesday, 21st June, found us at Garve
and we motored to Dundonnell without incident, the one
change in the strath since our visit being the influx of
cars, which has rather removed the feeling of remoteness
and has led, as we saw, to some scandalous exhibitions of
road-hoggishness. We were pleased to find Dundonnell
full to overflowing and so decided to go straight on that
night to Larachantivore where we had been granted per-
mission to stay. Ominous clouds were drifting up from
the south-west as we drove back along the three miles of
road with the Urquharts to the commencement of the
path up Gleann Chaorachain just above Corryhallie.
As we mounted, we were soon met by sheets of rain driven
by heavy gusts from the Teallachs, which looked grim
with the storm clouds around them, the Coire Loch Toll
an Lochain being inky black, slashed with snow in the
deepest recesses. When we looked over the col into
Strath na Sheallag, the place was a sea of mist, and now
thoroughly wet through, we passed by our old haunts of
Achneigie and Shenavall, opposite the latter fording the
Abhuinn, which, we afterwards learnt, would have been a
difficult matter six hours later when in spate. On arrival
at Larachantivore, Mr and Mrs Angus were surprised to
see us, as it had set in a thoroughly bad night; but we
were soon inducted into the tin hut, and the howling of the
wind and the thrashing of the rain on the roof were most
comforting sounds at night, except when to-morrow’s
expedition was thought of.

It was annoying on such a short holiday to find on
rising next morning (Thursday, 22nd June) that the day
was quite unfitted for exploration purposes—thick mist,
heavy rain, and all the hillsides white with burns in
spate. We, however, decided to start, and left our hut at
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10.10, tramping up Gleann na Muice Beag, down which
we returned from Beinn Dearg Mhor in 1907. The path
commences soon after leaving Larachantivore, and at first
rather indefinite, becomes really first-class in about another
half-mile, thereafter continuing so all the way to Carnmore
on Fionn Loch—a matter of some eight miles or so. The
rain ceased as we mounted the zigzags past Loch Beinn
Dearg and our spirits rose up to the pass at 1,400 feet, but
wavered when the storm recommenced as we strode along
the level, stony moor towards Lochan Feith Mhic-’illean—
a “weary” looking place on such a misty day. By the
time we reached the corner (where the path turns westward
to Carnmore, and where one should get a perfect view of
the Dubh and Fionn Lochs backed by Beinn Lair) (Fig. 1)
the day was so hopeless that we beat a retreat, to find on
our arrival at Larachantivore at 2.20 P.M. that Fionn Loch
had received the worst of the storm and that the country
was drying rapidly ; so after tea and a change into the
oddest of garments, Ling suggested a turn on the Dearg.
Few hills are so well placed relatively to a hut as Beinn
Dearg Mhor is to Larachantivore, and at first only intend-
ing a short walk, we mounted higher and finally decided
to make a complete circuit of the Dearg. We first made
up into the corrie, where it is almost a shock to find no
lochan ; we then slanted upwards to our right to the first
rocks on the north-east horn of the crescent. We looked
at a very striking crack, which in any other type of rock
would have been worth a trial, but we left it to our right
as we scrambled up about 150 feet on rock of the
standard sandstone type, such as everywhere appears to
be excessively easy but at close grips gives one so little
encouragement that any steep angle soon becomes un-
climbable. 1 remember that on a traverse of one of the
awkward slabs on this portion, the rope was comforting,
but probably of slight use. Once off this, mixed scree and
grass took us to the ridge, and the circuit became merely
a fine walk with glorious views all around, especially to
the westward where the Hebrides appeared, like St
Brandan’s Isle, away in the sunset. Sentiment—excepting
that of loyalty which led to a verse of the National Anthem
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being chanted at the summit cairn (2,974 feet}—did not
distract us so far as to prevent a really careful scrutiny
of the country round in the clear evening light, and we paid
particular attention to the Fisherfield country, due west
of us. Rock there was in plenty, but so far as we could
judge, the craggy north-east faces, stretching down to the
various small lochs, are all too broken up to giveany decent
continuous climbing, the south bank of Loch Toll a’
Mhadaidh appearing to be the longest face of rock. From
the summit we continued our circuit south-eastwards, reach-
ing Larachantivore at 8.15 after some pleasant scrambling
down the chimneys and slabs directly facing the farm,
whose inmates, unknown to us at the time, watched us
and criticised our form on rocks, having like most High-
landers, up to now considered such a route as this descent
on their familiar hill impossible.

Further acquaintance with the hill and the rock con-
firmed us in our previous views that the scenery will always
prove better than the :climbing. The rock angle is very
severe. There is a great lack of hand-hold at the top of
each pitch, and a good deal of progress has to be made on
awkwardly sloping grass traverses and ledges; but on
these quite a number of possible routes might be made
until the sides of the final summit-towers are reached
(Fig. 2)—when the climbing, I should say, is quite im-
possible;; but some fine days spent here by the coming
generation may see the elucidation of some sporting routes.

June 23rd was a fine morning. We set off at 9g—
no Spartan hour of starting—and leisurely walked again up
Gleann na Muice Beag, reaching the 1,400-foot col at 10.20.
The level portion of the moor seemed short to-day as we
gazed for the first time on this side of A’ Mhaighdean and
noted her rocky north-west sides, and on the view which
gradually unfolded itself as we approached the next col—
that above Dubh Loch—where stood Beinn Lair and Beinn
Thairsuinn Chaol—the former referred to by Munro as
“ possibly the grandest inland line of cliffs to be found in
Scotland,” pace Ben Nevis admirers (Fig. 1). And what-
ever the climbing may prove to be, there is little doubt
that at no other part of the mainland is so much vertical
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FiG. 2.—THE CENTRAL TOWERS OF BEINN DEARG MHOR.

June 1911, Go T Glover,

Fi6. 3.~TORR NA H'IOLAIRE AND FIONN LOCH FROM THE PATH ABOVF CARNMORE,
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rock to be seen at one time as from the hillside here above
Carnmore. Beinn Lair—from my experience with Ling—
will always, I believe, be a disappointment from the strictly
climbing point of view, as the rock is slabby, slopes the
wrong way, and is often unsound; but the whole face is
so huge that it would take days to prospect thoroughly,
though both when on it and when gazing down afterwards
from the sky-line the last few hundred feet never looked
promising.

Beyond Beinn Lair lay the Sail Mhor end of Ben
Eighe, and the grand corries of Liathach, dim in the haze
of a June morning, whilst to the west over Fionn Loch
one’s attention was compelled by Beinn Airidh Charr,
whose fine north peak stood out boldly, deep in the shade
though the north face was. But we had come out to find
our * Torr na I’ Iolaire,” and candidly were getting anxious,
when at a turn of the path our minds were set at rest, for
a grand sweep of crag, some 800 feet high, met our eyes.
Here at least there was no deception—hundreds of feet on
the sky-line were obviously for the future generation of
climbers, and although it could hardly be considered a true
tower—as the northward side did not rise far above the hill-
side—still there was no question that it would yield plenty
of sport.

Once assured of our find, we lunched on the hillside
above the Dubh Loch from 11.15 to 11.40. The view of the
Torr (Fig. 3) taken from here gives a good idea of a small
portion of our surroundings, but cannot give any notion of
the glorious colouring of land and water, or the general
stimmung of the place, as we sat there in brilliant June
sunshine, with our hopes realised as far as finding some-
thing worth while. How different the place must be just
now on a stormy evening in December—as I write—
when the wind is shrieking around it; as old Angus told
us when we returned that day, *“ Carnmore (the farm below
this crag) is a terrible and lonely place in winter, with
Beinn Lair opposite and the crags around one sheet of
black ice for weeks.”

“Torr na h’ Iolaire,” as we name it, is about 800 feet
high from base to summit, with a big gully running up it
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at the eastern end, which gully we did not attempt, as
apparently it would have led us nearly to the summit,
without affording any face climbing. At 11.40 Ling made
me cut short my remarks about the countryside being fit
for the third act of “die Walkiire,” and we started across
the hillside, skirting around the base of the crag, after
we had glanced at the commencement of the big gully,
which at the foot was not difficult, and appeared easy for
some distance up. The lowest portion of the rocks is
rounded and slabby, with grass traverses, more or less
exposed, which would lead under the final tower, portions
of which were obviously unclimbable. As we gradually
wound around the base of our crag, a very similar but
slightly smaller, though far more slabby, crag came into
view. We had no time to examine this further, but consider
that the only line of ascent, if any is to be found, must be on
the western side. We continued our circuit along and up
the west side of our “ Torr,” until we began to fear that we
would completely encircle it, without touching rock at all, so
after one trial, where we soon stopped at an overhang about
forty feet up, we finally selected an einsteig at 1,500-foot
level, on a prominent rib, about south-west of the summit.
The rock was firm—in large masses and exceedingly
steep—the holds good and the whole climb safe, excepting,
perhaps, one disagreeable point where the rock ceased
about 150 feet up, and where heather (whose roots occa-
sionally afford a slight feeling of security) should have
commenced, but instead earth of mud, more or less hard,
was scarcely comforting either to hand or foot. Com-
mencing with our very steep little rib, which we crossed
here and there in seach of holds, sixty feet up found us on
a platform barely large enough for two, with a slab above
us. Ling, who was leading, then strode over to a foothold,
which gave an awkward position, but here, as in several
places, one had a really good belay, in this case rather
above him, but it proved to be, of course, entirely unneeded.
Once above this slab, we worked up to our left over steep
rock and grass—then upward and back again by a traverse
over some boulders, detached but apparently firm enough,
until we were about eighty feet above our first platform.
Here we were checked by an upright slab, about twelve
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FiG. 4.—ON THE CENTRE OF TORR NA H'IOLAIRE.

(Arrows show direction of Climb.

June 1ar1. G T Glozer,

Fii. 6.-STAC A CHAORRUINN AT EAST END OF A' MHAIGHDEAN,
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feet high, which Ling proposed to ascend by its right-hand
edge. The alternative suggestion was to utilise a foothold
in the centre of it, but Ling finally ascended by his route,
and at the top asked for his rope to run out easily, whilst he
went up about twenty feet of nerve-shattering loose earth—
this adjective is permissible in view of the sheer drop of
300 feet below the slab, as we had been climbing rather
across the face of the hill and thus added rapidly to our
height. Once Ling had negotiated this obstacle, he found
a large open space of heather whereon he anchored, and
I joined him, after which we walked for some eighty yards
slanting upwards along this heather, where we saw marks
of deer, showing, as one so often finds on Highland rocks,
that there must be a traverse somewhere, though at first
sight this heather plateau seemed quite inaccessible to
four-footed beasts. We found a small trickle of water, and
lunched about the centre of the crags, looking right on to
the roof of Carnmore, where, in an adjoining field, some
workers occasionally glanced up at the unaccustomed sight
of two travellers on these rocks.

. Lunch finished, we hesitated betwixt a narrow shelf
traverse or a direct ascent of about ten feet, both leading
to the obvious route up rather to our left, as the face in
front was frankly unclimbable. Ling took the direct route
and held the rope to play me along the traverse. This
accomplished, he graciously handed to me the lead up the
pleasantest rocks of the day—very steep but everywhere
good and broken up into sound and suitable holds of every
description. There was only about eighty feet of this; a
picture (Fig. 4) taken in the middle of it looking eastward
shows how good the rock was, and also how fine the sweep of
the face to the right of us—quite in the style of a true “Torr
na h’ Iolaire.” We made far more rapid progress than we
anticipated, and all too soon reached another open heather
space which experience on this class of climb warned us that
all climbing for this ascent was nearly over ; but we managed
to find another fifty feet of excellent rock, including a narrow
traverse spoilt by the want of any depth below us, and one
short chimney, which finished the first ascent of Torr na h’
Iolaire (2,050 feet), 3.30. We sat at the cairn which we
found at the top, admiring and taking a picture of
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A’ Mhaighdean (Fig. 5), then left at 4.10, getting a close view
of a tiny fawn near the summit of Sgurr na Laocainn, and
arriving comfortably at Larachantivore, 6.15, in time for a
bathe before the sun left the now clear and shallow burn of
the Muice.

Torr na b’ Iolaire has thus been found and proved to
give a first-rate climb. It is the fault of a short holiday in
a big district that one cannot do more than discover the
finest climbs and make some sort of a way up as in this
case. I consider that there are probably several very severe
face routes and perhaps a good gully climb on the eastern
side. The rock is firm and as good as any that we have
struck in the North-West Highlands, but it must be re-
membered that any climb here is in no sense to the summit
of a hill, but rather up to the edge of a big plateau, and to
this extent there is a want of mountaineering éc/ar.

Saturday, 24th June, was our last day on account of
Ling’s numerous engagements. We left at 8.30, going
straight up Abhuinn Gleann na Muice. The path does
not pass up this glen, although there is occasionally a faint
track to be picked up after the Beag burn has been passed;
but except in dry weather—and the spate of the day before
had left no permanent impression on the parched ground—
there would be a good deal of rough and wet walking on
any line one chose to take. The long grey slopes of the
quartzite Beinn a Chlaidheimh lay always on our left, the
small outcrop of rock which runs for some distance along
it offering no attractions to the climber, although we had
learnt the night before of sundry hair-raising episodes
which had occurred to stalkers thereon. The wild bird
life was charming, as duck of sorts whistled to and fro up
the glen, and we were quite convinced that, had we had
ample time, this corner was sufficiently remote and un-
visited to have enabled us to return in triumph with the
find of some egg hitherto unknown except to Arctic
travellers.

At 10.30 we reached a col (1,320 feet) between Beinn
Tarsuinn and A’ Mhaighdean. Here we examined the cliff
of Stac a Chaorruinn (the Peak of the Rowan Trees), the
eastern bluff of A’ Mhaighdean ; the rock in large blocks
appeared sound and climbable, possibly not well weathered
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into hand-holds, but given some hours to try, there looked
possibilities of a good climb at A (Fig. 6).

But mist began to hover around the tops of all the
hills over 2,500 feet, and we decided to make for the
summit as rapidly as possible in order to pronounce
definitely on the inducements of A’ Mhaighdean, as, on the
Munro-fixing visit of April 1900, the weather was so bad
that only a few feet around could be seen in the mist and
driving snow; and such a remote hill is so rarely visited
that accurate information is wanted. A long grass traverse
with two pitches B (Fig. 6) appeared the speediest way : this
led us on till we looked down into a large gully, which
would probably give a fine snow climb until quite late in
the season. We then turned sharp to our left, skirted the
gully, and after a short climb on rather slippery rock, soon
found ourselves on the long flat slope that leads to the
summit. Here occurred one of the real tragedies of this
holiday—the mist thickened as we rose, and although we
found the summit without difficulty, we rarely, and never
continuously, saw fifty yards; every now and. then the sight
of a perfect ridge climb down to the south-west showed
momentary signs of existence, only to close in again, or to
show itself as a face like Slioch, where the crags can be
turned by grass terraces in every direction. We were able
to define nothing, and at 12.25 eventually left the summit
of the coy berg, which twice had closely veiled itself at
Ling’s approach. We worked our way down northwards
towards Ruadh Stac Mor, intending to land on the very
sharply-defined col between Fuar Loch Mdr and the western
arm of Gleann na Muice. Magnificent rock towers looming
up as we descended into the mist, proved to be only rocks
of thirty to forty feet high, and everywhere we could
manceuvre around any difficult pitch on grass ledges; and
whatever their appearance, I should not like to predict
any climb (except in snow and ice) on this side (Fig. 5, A).
On the south-west side (Fig. 5, B) we had no chance of
exploration, but I should say that the possibilities of a
decent climb are rosier there. .

At about 2,100 feet we emerged from our blanket of
mist to find that we were a little west of our ¢ol, but seeing
a good path below us we decided to make for it, here
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crossing a short sample of the roughest and stoniest Ross-
shire glen. Than Fuar Loch Moér on a misty day it
would be hard to imagine any scene more desolate.

Time and mist forbade any attempt on Ruadh Stac
Mor, which we had looked at earlier in the day from the
col below Stac a Chaorruinn, but although it boasts of a
rock-girt summit, no climb of any length appeared likely.
We followed a very fair path for about half a mile past the
loch, halting every now and then to give the mist a chance
of lifting and allowing us to speak with more authority on
the slopes of A’ Mhaighdean, which lead to Fuar Loch Mor,
but the clouds never rose more than 200 feet above the
loch, so we reluctantly turned our backs on A’ Mhaighdean
and made a straight line over rough ground to the col
above Loch Beinn Dearg. In foggy weather, whether
going to Larachantivore or Carnmore from Fuar Loch
MJdr, it would be undoubtedly “value” to take the path
to the Bruthach col, then going north-east or south-west as
required, as the path thence is so good that there would be
no fear of dclay in finding the way. We took our last trip
for the year down the zigzags into Gleann na Muice Beag,
reaching our bothy at 3.10.

We left at 4.15 after tea, taking a fair-weather route
across the hillside, turning off about a quarter of a mile
west of Achneigie. As we rose to the col, clouds began
to lower to the south of us, and shut out Beinn Dearg
Mhor and the “small group of the very oldest mountains
in Europe.” The Teallachs hid themselves as we passed,
but the Dundonnell Glen looked lovely as we gradually
descended and waited near the road for the car. We went
back to Dundonnell Inn, which we left at 7.35 in doubtful
weather, arriving at Garve Inn just in time to escape a
night of rain. Next day (Sunday) found us in the train,
and we arrived before midnight at our respective homes—to
hear tales of the fearful rainstorm of the day previous (3.2§
inches in twenty-four hours), which in wild North-West
Ross-shire, which we had just left, is probably no unusual
record, but in Northumberland was sufficient to take Nature
by surprise and decimate the birds i1 the best partridge
ground of that county.
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NEW CLIMBS IN THE ISLE OF SKYE.
By J. M. ARCHER THOMSON.

OUR party of six met in Skye during the second week ot
September. It included Miss B. Jones, H. O. Jones, A.
M‘Laren, E. S. Reynolds, L. Shadbolt, and myself. Our
base was the Sligachan Hotel. Though not comparable
to the Swiss hotels Jones and I had recently left, we found
it comfortable. We avoided doing violence to its somewhat
rigid traditions, and never returned from the mountains
late for dinner.

SGURR NAN GILLEAN.
e-c. Face of the Second Pinnacle.

THE FACE OF THE SECOND PINNACLE FROM
COIRE A’ BHASTEIR.

On our first day Miss Jones, H. O. Jones, and I so far
fell in with custom as to go to Sgurr nan Gillean, but we
varied it undesignedly in our ascent. At the foot of the
ridge many alluring routes from the Coire are presented
to the eye of the ignorant. QOur choice fell on the Second
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Pinnacle, and we betook ourselves to the centre of the face.
Several terraces transect it. On the highest we roped,
for the easy pleasant rocks we had spent an hour in
ascending leisurely, gave place to precipitous slabs. We
reached them by a short chimney, and here the nail-
scratches, frequent below, came to a significant end. A
breezy rectangular excursion was made to the right, then
it became just possible to advance in an oblique line to
a groove in the slabs. This terminated abruptly in a
vertical crag, which shelters a beautiful small shelf on the
left of the groove. Here the party halted. No continuation
was obvious. However, what seemed at first an experiment
of doubtful issue proved the key to the climb. We
traversed the slabs on the right of the furrow close to an
overhanging cornice. The passage is sensational. Round
an edge forming a sky-line we reached and ascended
simple rocks for a hundred feet. There the prospect of
a fitting finish drew us a little to the left. This last
portion was remarkably steep and much stiffened by
a projecting bulge of rock awkward to surmount. We
came out on the top of the peak within a few feet of its
cairn.

The face of the Second Pinnacle, probably the nearest
climb to Sligachan, should attain a measure of popularity.
The rock is excellent throughout. It should be added
that it includes passages of very great difficulty, on which
the leader cannot be aided, and is therefore suitable only
for strong parties. A rope of a hundred feet does well
for a party of three.

THE SLIGACHAN BUTTRESS ON SGURR NAN GILLEAN.

On the next day our party of six went to the foot of
the Sligachan Gully, in quest of shelter from rain and
wind. When the refuge was reached the weather bettered.
Accordingly, Shadbolt and M‘Laren went to search for
hidden treasures, and later in the day descended the
Gully. Miss Jones, H. O. Jones, Reynolds, and I attacked
from the shelf at its foot the buttress on the left side of
the Sligachan Gully. From the start the leader drew out
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nearly eighty feet of rope before coming to anchor in a
recess. About forty feet above, an airy stride had to be
made to the right to round a corner. The take-off, a little
rock-ledge, is very small for two, but Jones managed to
get a firm pose during the operation. . Later we struck at
a right angle into a cave, which was identified subsequently
as the last pitch of a parallel chimney. From this we
emerged easily on a terrace. By a very unusual move
in the nature of a considered spring across the top  of
the chimney we attained an abnormally steep wall which
brought us finally to the summit of the buttress, whereon
we set up a cairn. The line throughout was nearly
straight ; the slight deviations were to the right. We
began the climb at 1.30 and were at Sligachan at five
o'clock, so that the climb must have taken about two
hours.

The rocks were not dry, and the wind was very
harassing. Certainly under these conditions, and possibly
under any, the “Sligachan Buttress” will be found an
exceedingly difficult climb.

EASTERN FACE OF THE CASTLES.

On our third day the rain was heavy but abated a
little before noon. A start was then made for Harta Corrie.
The pace set across the desolate eerie morasses was quite
inexplicable to me, until the fine face of the Castles came
into view. On the scree we divided our forces. M‘Laren
and Shadbolt entered the wide mouth of the Central Gully,
and as soon as possible climbed out by a vertical corner on
to the South Buttress. This they ascended first by its
remarkable slabs and then by a narrow aréte, which abutted
finally against the summit ridge. They regard the climb as
one of moderate difficulty, but of a unique character.

Jones and 1 worked up the middle of the Central
Buttress. Here, too, the slabs are extraordinary. Three
unbroken stretches are defined by two transecting over-
hanging walls. In their vicinity are short sections of hard
climbing, but the average gradient compared with that of
Lliwedd is not forbidding. Our nails gripped sufficiently

LXVIL C
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well. but an ascent in shoes could doubtless be made
with greater freedom of movement. A green slope inter-
venes between the great glacis and the final wall of the
Castles

We began the latter on the retaining buttress to the
night of the chimney that lies furthest to the north. This
expased pitch proved to be mainly basalt and extremely
difficult to climb for the first sixty feet. It gave access to
a gully, and in i1s bed or on its side-wall we found a
pleasant route to the summit. The approximate height
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THE CASTLES FROM HARTA COIRE.

s~s. The South Buttress Climb. o, The First Roate.
¢c. The Central Gully, a«. The Central Buttress Climb.

is 1,200 feet, and we took nearly two hours including halts,
if there were any. The climb is uncommon in character
and full of interest; it is withal practically devoid of
belays.

THE FACE OF SGURR A’ MHADAIDH.

The day following, 11th September, the whole party
migrated to Glen Brittle by way of Coire Tairneilear. Miss
Jones, M‘Laren, and Reynolds went up the Slanting
Gully, and the other three up the face of Sgurr a’ Mhadaidh.
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These crags are most impressive with their gaunt slabs
and overhanging cornices, and it has been rightly written
of them’ in “Climbing in Skye” that “they are sheer and
look quite inaccessible.” The route we made lies up the
centre of the face, midway between the Slanting Gully and
the Deep Gash Gully. - A short stretch of easy rock brought
us to a ledge, where we roped and made a cairn.  The initial
pitch, on the left side of a shallow groove, was found to be
about eighty feet high, that is to say, the first stance occurred
at that level. The whole ascent proved practically a pitch,
until, after overcoming many difficulties, we broke into a
theatre or wide mouth of a gully. Crossing its bed at
once we soon struck and followed to the right a horizontal
dyke, and then climbed a succession of very steep crags
up to the level at which the Foxes’ Rake loses individuality
in the final rocks under the summit. Here we placed a
conspicuous cairn. The ascent had taken 2} hours, but no
time had been lost by following false scents. The last rocks
were simple, even in the squall that overtook us upon them.
The ascent of the face of Sgurr a’ Mhadaidh is one of excep-
tional interest and difficulty; my comrades were equally
charmed with its many severities and sensational surprises.

THE FACE OF SRON NA CICHE.

On the day following we went from Glen Brittle to
the precipice of Sron na Ciche, which we believed at the
time had not been climbed except by the West Gully or
its purlieus. By a corridor we ascended the first rocks to
a point, which can be easily identified from the Coire
by its likeness to the angle of a V. At this stage we
were forced to cower under various rocks from the usual
downpour of driven rain. The opportunities for explora-
tion appeared manifold, for the face, despite its terrific
aspect from a distance, was now seen to be much broken,
and no climb so continuously resistant as that on the
face of Sgurr a’ Mhadaidh will be ever found upon it. The
prediction, therefore, that “the finest climb in Skye will
be discovered upon it ” will doubtless remain a prophecy ;
nevertheless some of its rocks are very fine and formidable.
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THE Z1GZAG ROUTE.

Shadbolt, M‘Laren, and Reynolds continued eastwards
along the corridor, for a short distance, and then climbed
for fully 100 feet a difficult dyke whose last section ap-
proached the vertical. Proceeding upwards and to the
left, two chimneys were met, and by way of two ledges,
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FACE OF SRON NA CICHE.
¢-¢. Central Gully. s-z. Zigzag Route. n-n. West Route.

£-£. West Central Gully. c<¢c. Crack and Chimney Route. w-w. West Gully.

the first to the east, and the second to the west, a gully
was reached which gave out 200 feet higher on an aréte
which was followed to the summit ridge.

A cairn found on this aréte was left by Messrs Barlow
and Buckle, who seem to have reached it by the continua-
tion of the corridor, which they have suitably named the
West Central Gully.
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THE CHIMNEY AND CRACK ROUTE.

From the angle of the V, Miss B. Jones, H. O. Jones,
and I climbed up to a cave which may be seen from the
Coire. At the top is a shelf, which I gather from recently
reading their account in the Climbers’ Journal was reached
by Messrs Steeple and Chase, who appear to have gone west-
ward from this level. Immediately above the shelf we found
good rocks, a ‘'short vertical chimney and then interesting
slabs which brought us finally to the foot of a singular
crack, which again is plainly visible from the Coire. The
crack is 110 feet high, it begins steep, continues vertical
and overhangs near the top. No one could desire a more
exciting bit of climbing than is given by the over-arching
boss that causes the crack to overhang for several feet
near the finish. It must be admitted, though not without
a pang of regret, that I cannot suggest any Cambrian
parallel to this crack of Sron na Ciche.

The crack ends on a good platform ; after a few minutes’
rest hereon we continued up a trap dyke, which took a
slightly winding course up to a little cave. Some fifty feet
above this we emerged suddenly on the highest point
of the summit ridge.

It is nearly certain that this route, which lies directly
up the centre of the face, could be followed without
climbing the crack; the rocks to the west of it plainly
offer a less romantic alternative.

THE FACE OF SGURR SGUMAIN.
The Cioch Buttress.

The following morning we went up the Cioch, and
enjoyed contracting a debt to Dr Collie. We were driven
from the top by a downpour of rain, but as soon as it
moderated, we turned our attention to the parent precipice.
An attempt upon it was Shadbolt’s idea, and he had
already detected what seemed to be the most promising
line of attack. A cairn showing the termination of the
Cioch Gully is built on a ledge. This ledge or line of
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holds on the cliff runs obliquely upwards to a sky-line;
it proved a fascinating climb, and at its end a platform
was found, which enabled the whole party of six to
assemble below a practically vertical rib, some sixteen feet
high. On landing upon the platform at the top of it,
I was shocked to find the remnant of an infant cairn, for
the rocks throughout had shown no trace of previous
ascent, moreover we had been obliged to tip over several
lodged blocks that had barred or encumbered the way.

THE CIOCH AND THE CIOCH BUTTRESS.

s. Sgumain Stone Shoot. £-8- The Central Gully.
¢. The Cioch. a-a. The Cioch Buttress Climb.

Some days later Donald Mackenzie solved the mystery;
the stones had been put together by a prospecting party.
From this point we proceeded up a glacis for 250 feet
to the summit. Our party of six on joined ropes took
one and a half hour from the neck of the Cioch to the
top of the mountain.

This ascent of Sgumain by the Cioch and the Cioch
Buttress is a charming climb. The environment through-
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out is singularly impressive, and the rock traversed is of
perfect quality.

THE SLANTING GULLY OF SGURR A’ MHADAIDH.
First dirvect ascent throughout.

On the next day our party returned to Sligachan over
the Bealach, but a visit was paid on the way to the Slanting
Gully by H. O. Jones, M‘Laren, Shadbolt, and myself.
Most of the gully seems to be very well known, but some
interest may attach to our ascent because we adhered to
the gully throughout from the Coire to the proper termina-
tion at a gap in the summit ridge. We roped for con-
venience in two pairs. On the first section the Great Cave
seemed the most pleasurable pitch, and this we all climbed
throughout by bridging. In Wales an excursion on a
side-wall is often more interesting than the gully-pitch
beside it; that may be the case here, but not knowing of
the traverse out at the time, I missed the opportunity to
inspect it. On the second section the Cracks Pitch was
dry and delightful, and almost equally so a high pitch of
70 to go feet some distance beyond it, called, I believe, the
Overhanging Crack. A projecting bulge of basalt gives it
a stern aspect and had protected its virginity. The lower
reach of 25 feet hides an upper reach of about 60 feet. The
lower part is very difficult but the leader needs no aid, if
he begins with the back against the right wall and after-
wards turns to face the bed. In the upper portion are
several low chockstone pitches. We built a cairn at the
exit on the Upper Rake; this we crossed to the third
section of the gully, which likewise appeared to have been
left unclimbed. It consists of tiers of caves; above the
last a few yards of scree-channel brought us out on the
summit at a notch between the first and second peaks.
These innovations lengthen the gully-climbing probably
by 200 to 300 feet. Though longer, the ascent is not so
difficult as that of the Great Gully of Craig yr Ysfa.

On our last day we traversed the Bhasteir Tooth by
ascending, in darkness, the north chimney, and descending
in daylight Naismith's Crack. From early that morning,



40 The Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal.

except for a dry interval at 3 P.M., rain fell continuously
for many days, and brought about exceptional floods. But
our campaign was concluded. By choice or by chance we
had climbed for a week on virgin rocks ; their scale impressed
us as magnificent, and their quality as excellent beyond
previous experience in Britain. With one possible excep-
tion all these climbs include passages of great difficulty
and delicacy, but parties of ripe experience (and such only
should essay them) may approach them with the confidence
given by the knowledge that all were climbed straightfor-
wardly from coire to cairn without any preparatory descents.
The Crack of Sron na Ciche indeed cannot be recom-
mended without the most extensive and important reserva-
tions, but all the other numerous obstacles met with gave
unalloyed pleasure to every member of the party. For
us, our week's exploration in the Isle of Skye will remain
a lasting and a charming memory. Our hope is that its
results will be found a useful addition to the fine climbs
that the Coolins afford.
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PROCEEDINGS OF THE CLUB.

GENERAL MEETING.

THE TWENTY-THIRD ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING of
the Club was held in the St Enoch Station Hotel, Glasgow,
on the evening of Friday, 1st December 1911, with the
President, Mr Godfrey A. Solly, in the chair.

The minutes of the Twenty-second Annual General
Meeting were read and approved.

The HON. TREASURER, Mr Nelson, submitted his
statement for the past year, showing a balance in favour
of the Club of £119.6s. 3d. The income of the Club had
been £165. 15s. 9d., and the expenditure £225. 11s. 8d.
(of which £53. 16s. 4d. went to the Journal, £31. 1s. 7d.’
to the Club-room, £13. os. 1d. to additions to Library and
Lantern Slide Collection, £11. 11s. 7d. to the Club Recep-
tion, &c., £15. 4s. 8d. to Furniture and Fittings, £77. 12s. 1d.
to the Index of the first ten volumes of the Journal. the
balance, £23. 5s. 4d., being for printing and sundry expenses).
Besides the above account, the Treasurer submitted that of
the Commutation Fund, showing that sixty-three members
were now on the roll, and that there was a balance ot
£299. 2s. 8d. at its credit. The Treasurer also reported
the receipt of a donation of £100 from the Gaiter Club .
towards the cost of the New Guide Book. The total funds
of the Club at 31st October 1911 amounted to £518. 8s. 11d.
The accounts were approved.

The HON. SECRETARY, Dr Inglis Clark, reported that
nine new members had been elected to the Club, viz.:—
Howard Graham Drummond, George Buckland Green,
Edmund John Gunn, Robert Jeffrey, jun, William G. C.
Johnston, Alastair Campbell M‘Laren, Alexander Kirkwood
Reid, Paul Scoones, Leslie G. Shadbolt, A.C, and that the
membership of the Club was now 196. At the beginning
of the year the membership of the Club had been 188, of
whom one had resigned
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The HON. LIBRARIAN, Mr Russell, in his report referred
to the new books added to the Library during the course
of the year, to the use of the slides, and to the successful
lantern meetings held during the winter months. A vote
of thanks was passed to Mr Sang, the Custodian of Slides,
for the time and trouble taken by him during the year in
connection with the additions to the Club collection and
the lending of the slides to members.

The OFFICE-BEARERS, with the exception of those
retiring or resigning, were re-elected.

Mr J. H. BELL was elected Vice-President in room of
Mr Harold Raeburn.

Mr GEO. DUNCAN was elected a Member of Committee.
Messrs Hill and Parker retired by rotation, and owing to
the refusal of a member to accept nomination, it was left
to the Committee to appoint Mr Stuart Cumming as a
Member of Committee till the next Annual Meeting.

It was decided to hold the New Year Meet at Tarbet,
and the Easter ones at Glencoe, 7.e, Ballachulish, Clachaig,
Kingshouse, and Kinlochleven.

Mr Garden reported that the Index to the first ten
volumes of the Journal by Mr Parker and himself had
been completed and issued in October to members and the
general public; he mentioned the number sold up to the
present. A unanimous and hearty vote of thanks was
passed to Messrs Garden and Parker for their services so
freely given, also to Mrs Garden for the assistance rendered
by her during compilation. ‘

The Hon. Secretary gave in the report of the Com-
mittee regarding the price of the Journal, and a letter from
the Editor in regard thereto was read in his absence by the
Librarian. It was decided not to increase the present
price—one shilling.

A question was raised as to the advisability or otherwise
of admitting advertisements into the Jowrnal, and after a
considerable amount of discussion, it was decided that
advertisements should be taken for one year, and that the
question should be raised again at the next Annual Meeting.
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TWENTY-THIRD ANNUAL DINNER.

At the close of the General Meeting, the Annual Dinner
was held in the same hotel, with the President, Mr Godfrey
A. Solly, in the chair. The members present numbered
55, and the guests 16—in all, 71.

The toasts proposed were :—

The King - - - - - - The President.

The Imperial Forces - - - - H. T. Munro.
Reply—W. G. Macalister.

The Scottish Mountaineering Club - - The President.

The Alpine Club and Kindred Societies T. Fraser S. Campbel .
Reply—Harry Walker.
The Guests - - - - - - Wm. Garden.
Replies—Professor Medley.
Professor Gregory.

RECEPTION.

Previous to the Annual General Meeting, the Club held
a reception at the Charing Cross Halls, Glasgow. Mr J. C.
Thomson showed a number of the latest Club slides, illus-
trating Scotland, and the President, some illustrating the
Alps. Both sets were much appreciated by a large gather-
ing of members and their friends.

FORTY-EIGHTH MEET OF THE CLUB.
NEW YEAR 1912.

TARBET.

As in the last preceding Meet, held at Tarbet in 1902,
the Secretary’s arrangements with that most inefficient of
Government Departments, the Meteorological Department,
failed most signally. Again, however, in spite of most
disappointing weather conditions, the Club held a record
New Year Meet. It is interesting and encouraging to
note that whereas in 1902 the record stood at twenty-one
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members and guests, in 1911 it had reached no less than
forty-five. Another interesting point illustrative of the
relative loyalty to the Club of East and West lies in the
fact that of the Scottish contingent twenty-two were from
the West and eighteen from the East. This, in spite of
the well-known fact that Tarbet is rather looked down
upon by the West as being merely a suburb of Glasgow—
some rather disparaging remarks by members from the

/. S. Napier.
Mr COBBLER WEARING A JAEGER HELMET.

East on the decadence of the West may be remcmbered
and ruminated upon. As usual there was also a gratifying
representation from across the Border, and the Club was
glad to welcome as guest a member of the Canadian
Alpine Club.

The members present at the Meet were thirty-two in
number :—Messrs Air, Arthur, Backhouse, Bell, Fraser
Campbell, Clapperton, W. Inglis Clark, Cumming, Donald,
Goggs, Goodeve, Hillhouse, Ling, Macalister, M‘Intyre,
Mackenzie, M‘Laren, Maclay, MacRobert, Munro, Nai-
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smith, Nelson, Raeburn, Rennie, A. W. Russell, Sang,
Solly, Gilbert Thomson, H. Walker, Watson, Workman,
and Young.

The guests were thirteen in number :—Dr Bell, J. Hirst,
J. S. Lloyd, A. Macharg, W. D. Mackenzie, F. P. Maclaren,
R. H. Maclaren, J. H. Maxwell, T. D. Murray, W. L. Pollock,
T. Shaw, R. G. Todd, and J. Wordie.

The honour of opening the Meet fell to Fraser Camp-
bell, Clapperton, Goodeve, Ling, M‘Intyre, and M‘Laren,
who arrived on Thursday. Goggs, arriving by the first
train on Friday morning, joined Goodeve, Ling, and
M‘Laren, and the party did the wettest and most difficult
climb of the Meet—the M‘Laren-Shadbolt Gully.

The rest of the party spent the day on the Cobbler.

On Friday evening there were large additions to the
Meet, and after dinner a very pleasant evening was spent
at the now time-honoured game of “fives” on the billiard
table. A tournament was held which was won by Back-
house and MacRobert, their most dangerous opponents
being Goodeve and Sang. The amazing and most uncalled-
for anxiety displayed by Goodeve as to the alertness of his
partner made the game very amusing, and the cry of “ Yours,
Sang!” will long be remembered by the agile spectators.

Saturday was spent most wetly on various hills in the
district, and in the evening the gentle game of curling on
the billiard table was indulged in, Munro very obligingly
skipping for both sides. New Year’s greetings were re-
ceived from various members greatly missed at the Meet.

‘'On Sunday, amongst other excursions, a party crossed
Loch Lomond and climbed THE Ben. They were re-
warded by seeing some very beautiful cloud effects over
the loch on the way down. A split in the party, due to a
difference as to the route, brought three of its members to
the loch-side some twenty minutes before the rest. Two of
the former spent the time profitably /# the loch, gently
washing away the grime brought from the bogs above.

In the evening an excellent selection of the Club’s and
a member’s slides were thrown on the screen, and formed
the subject of much pleasant informal discussion.

Monday dawned wetter than ever. Several members



46 The Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal.

from Glasgow and Edinburgh arrived, and numerous
parties went to the hills. The evening saw the party
considerably reduced, and was spent quietly in anecdotes
and “bridge.”

On Tuesday, the last day of the Meet, all that were left
went to the hills, and some of the longest expeditions were
made. A prominent official of the Club reported that his
party found Ben Ime still to be a Munro—at least.

It was agreed by all that the Meet had been a great
success, as, indeed, S.M.C. Meets always are.

A Geological Poem from a member unable to be present
in person at the Meet :—

.

BEN VANE.
1. 4.
Of mica schist, in many a twist, At last yielding, one lucky spring,
The goodly frame began The winter shrank, and there
By Lomond shore, some time be- | Beneath the face a resting place
fore Was offered to the bear.
The Leven water ran.
5.
2 \| And woolly elephants, they tell,

In Coiregrogan roamed ;

First there was heat; to find a Still on the bank you find the

seat

Was i ient h fank
as Inconvenient aere, Where they were clipped and
And grievous then, in every glen,
combed.
Was many an atmosphere.
6.
3. Then, withering fast, the glaciers
But, ages long, the fabric strong passed,
Had time enough to cool, {\nd there at length arrayed
When ice and snow their virtue | With waters sheen and mosses
show, green
In every furrow full. The mountain was displayed.

7.
This Bard would fain return, Ben Vane,
The strength of thee to scan,
But then, you see, his destiny
Has formed another plan. W. P. KER.
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LIBRARY AND CLUB-ROOM.

THE Librarian would remind members of the Monthly
Meetings in the Club-Room at 8 P.M. on Mondays, 5th
February, 4th March, and 1st April, and also of the
Lantern Nights on 15th February and 1s5th March. It is
hoped that members will make use of these opportunities
of meeting, and will bring slides with them on the lantern
nights.

The following additions are to be noted to the Library
and Club-Room :—

The Mountain that was “God” ; being a little book about the Great
Peak which the Indians named “ Tacoma,” but which is officially
called “Rainier.” By John H. Williams. Presented by Author.

River Findhorn. from Source to Sea. By George Bain. Illustrated.
Presented by H. C. Comber.

Scotland, A General Description of, to which is prefixed a copious
Travelling Guide exhibiting Direct and Principal Cross Roads
forming an Itinerary of Scotland, with Map. By George Alex.
Cooke. 2 vols. About 1800.

Dunkeld and Blair in Atholl, Description of the Scenery of. (Attri-
buted to Macculloch.) 1823.

The Wild Hebrides. By Walter Cooper Dendy. With Map and
Sketches. 1859.

Scotland, Sketches of a Tour in the Highlands of (Perthshire,
Argyllshire, and Inverness-shire in 1818, with some account of
the Caledonian Canal). Deals largely with roads. London, 1819.

Gairloch in North-West Ross-shire. Map and Illustrations by John
H. Dixon, F.S.A. Scot. Edinburgh, 1886.

Scotland, An Eight Days’ Pleasure Tour in. With Map. 183s.

Scotland, Walker’s Geographical Tour Through: an Instructive
Pastime. London, 1812.

Key to same with Directions for making the Tour.

British Tourists or Travellers’ Pocket Companion Through England,
Wales, Scotland, and Ireland, comprehending the most celebrated
Tours in the British Islands. By William Mavor, LL.D. 2 vols.
2nd Edition. 1800.
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Scotland, The New Picture of ; being an accurate Guide to that Part
of the United Kingdom, divided into Tours and Districts, with a
Map and Plates. By J. Morison. 2 vols. 1807.

South Queensferry, Summer Life on Land and Water at. By W. W.
Fyfe. Illustrations. 1851.

Tours to the British Mountains, with the Descriptive Poems of
Lowther and Emont Vale. By Thomas Wilkinson. 1824.

Wanderings by the Lochs and Streams of Assynt and the North
Highlands of Scotland. By J. Hicks. Illustrated. 185s.

Remarks on Colonel Stewart’s Sketches of the Highlanders. 1823.

Scotland, Extracts (manuscript) from the Journal of a Tour made by
Dr and Mrs Hook in 1799.

Callander of Monteath, A Sketch of the most remarkable Scenery
near, particularly the Trossachs at the East End of Loch
Catherine and the Road by Lochearn-head to Duneira. 6th
Edition improved. Margaret Oswald. 1815.

Perthshire, Botanical Tour in the Highlands of. By W. P. and A. 1.
Reprinted from “ The Phytologist.” 1857.

Scotland and the British Isles, A Topographical Dictionary of. By
Nicholas Carlisle. 2 vols. 1813.

North of England and Great Part of Scotland, Three Successive
Tours. By Henry Skrine. 1795.

Journey from Edinburgh Through Parts of North Britain, with
Engravings of Lake, River, and Mountain Scenery. By
Alexander Campbell. 2 vols. 1802.

Caledonian Sketches, or a Tour Through Scotland in 1807. By Sir
Johm Carr. Illustrated. 1809.

Scotia Depicta, or The Antiquities, Castles, Picturesque Scenery, &c.,
of Scotland. Illustrated by James Fittler, A.R.A. From Draw-
ings by John Claude Nattes, with Descriptions. 1804.

Scotland, Atlas of ; being a new set of County Maps from actual
surveys, showing Principal Roads and Cross Roads, Hills, &c.
Published by Thomas Brown. N.D.

Scotland, Maps, 6-inch Ordnance Survey Sheets of the * Arrochar
Alps.”
Leslie Stephen, his Life and Letters. By F. W. Maitland. 1906.

Scotland, Reports of Commissioners on Roads and Bridges in the
Highlands. 8 vols., from 1804 to 1824. With Maps and Diagrams.

Scotland, Report of Commissioners on Morpeth and Edinburgh
Road. 1822,

Scotland, Report of Select Committee on Leith Harbour. 1836.
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Scotland, Britannia or a Chorographical Description of. With large
Maps, Lists of Plants, &c. By Camden. 1806.

Appalachia, Vol. XII., No. 3, July 1911: contains Articles on the
Rockies in 1910 and the Pennine Alps in 1908. Exckange.
Norwegian Touring Club. Year Book for 1911. Exckange.

Fell and Rock Climbing Club. Journal, No. 2 of Vol. Il 1911.
Exchange.

Climbers’ Club. Journal, Contents and Index to Vols. XI., XII., and
XIIL. 1910. Exchange.

Swiss Alpine Club (Geneva Section). L’Echo des Alpes. November
and December 1911, Nos. 11 and 12. Exchange.

Italian Alpine Club. Rivista Mensile, October and November 1911,
Nos. 10 and 11 of Vol. XXX. Exckange.

French Alpine Club. La Montagne, November 1911, No. II.
Exchange.

Yorkshire Ramblers’ Club. Annual Report 1910-11, List of Members
1911-12, and Library Catalogue, one Pamphlet. Exckange.

Alpine Club. Journal, Vol. XXV., No. 194, November 19I11.
Exchange.

Bulletin Pyrenéen. November and December 1911.

Alpine Ski Club. Annual, 1911, No. 4. Ezchange.

Société des Touristes du Dauphiné. Annuaire, No. 36 for 1910,
Exchange.

Switzerland, Roll Map of. 1750. Presented by Mr David Ballingall,
Blairdrummond, ger J. W. Drummond.

Canadian Rockies : Panoramic View from the West of Burgess Pass
3,280 feet above Field. From Photograph by Charles D. Walcott.
Framed. Presented by R. R. Russell.

All books and maps have been purchased except where otherwise
mentioned.

SLIDES.

The following donors are thanked for their respective
contributions to the Club collection :—

Mr A. W. Russell—4 slides presented, 2 negatives lent.
Mr Jas. A. Parker—11 slides presented.
Dr W. Inglis Clark—10 slides presented, 1 negative
lent.
Mr H. MacRobert—2 slides presented.
Mr J. R. Young—sj slides presented.
LXVIL. D
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ODDS AND ENDS.

Cairngorm Club Journal, January 1912.— Mr Kyd,
who has edited the last two numbers of the C.C. Journal, has
left Aberdeen for London, and Mr J. B. Gillies will now
take his place as Editor. This number contains six articles,
and it is curious to notice that no less than three of the
writers have Alexander as a Christian name. In a note
on page 125 Mr Jas. M‘Coss mentions a climb by him
and one companion up a prominent gully on the Sgor
an Lochan Uaine precipices of the Garbh Choire. “ The
feature of the climb is the last pitch, which is blocked by
a huge choke-stone ; our attack on this obstacle consisted
in working out to the right on to the wall and gaining the
mastery by working upwards. The climb took about two
and a quarter hours.”

Mention is made of the intended rebuilding by the
Cairngorm Club of the Allt-na-Bienne Bridge, and the
following note thereanent will, we feel sure, be of interest
to members of the S.M.C. :—

The track through the Cairngorms from Aviemore to
Braemar crosses the Allt-na-Bienne Moire two miles south
of Coylum Bridge by a wooden bridge rebuilt by the
Cairngorm Club some years ago. In spite of repairs made
from time to time, the bridge at the present moment is in
a dangerous and ruinous state, and the Cairngorm Club
are raising the sum of £100 in order to erect a steel bridge
of suitable design. About £80 has been obtained up to
the present. Many of our members have already subscribed ;
those who have not and wish so to do can send their con-
tributions to Mr T. R. Gillies, 181A Union Street, Aberdeen.
Sheriff Grant, the proprietor of Rothiemurchus, has granted
every facility for the building of the proposed permanent
bridge, and it is expected that work will be commenced
thereon in May of this year. Mr James A. Parker, a well-
known member of our Club, and who is also a member of
the Cairngorm Club, has undertaken in an honorary
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capacity the planning of the bridge and the oversight of
its erection.

Alpine Journal, November 1911.—This number
contains, #nter alia, an article entitled “ Some Climbs in
Tyrol,” by Dr Inglis Clark, and one by Mr Raeburn, “ The
Disgrazia by the North Face.” The latter is illustrated
by a most effective reproduction from one of Mr A. W.
Russell’s negatives.

Fell and Rock Climbing Club Journal, 1g11.—The
above journal contains a number of interesting articles by
no means limited to the English Lake District; even the
wilds of Labrador are drawn upon for material. From
the strictly S.M.C. view point only one article need be
mentioned, that by Mr H. E. Bowron, entitled “Some
Climbs from Kingshouse.” The ascent of a shallow
chimney on a rock wall above the Curved Ridge gave the
party a stiff climb, as did also a ridge to the left of the
Curved Ridge. Some five pitches in the Great Chasm
were successfully tackled, and finally a “striking little
pinnacle of the Cioch type was discovered on the west
side of Sron Creise.”
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New Guide Book.

Spring will soon be with us, when it is hoped that favour-
able weather will prevail to enable good progress to be
made with the New Guide Book. Members are asked
to volunteer to supply information regarding any hills with
which they are already acquainted, or to offer their services
in obtaining particulars of hills in connection with which
the information to be found in the old Guide Book or C/ué
Journal is meagre. All offers of assistance should be made
direct to the sub-editors, whose names and districts are
given below. If the exact boundaries of the districts are
required the reader might refer to S.M.C.J., Vol. XI,
P- 361, October 1911.

Scotland, North. W. N. Ling, Ashgate, Wetheral,
near Carlisle.

North-west. H. C. Boyd, Strathfarrar, Glen
Urquhart Road, Inverness.

» West. Harry MacRobert, Kilmalcolm.

" East. George Duncan, 15 Golden Square,
Aberdeen.

» South. J. J. Waugh, 43 George Street,
Edinburgh.

Islands. W. W. Naismith, 57 Hamilton
Drive, Glasgow.

”»



EXCURSIONS AND NOTES.

—_——

The Editor will be glad to receive brief notices of any noteworthy expeditions.
These are not meant to supersede longer articles, but many members who may
not care o undertake the one will have no difficulty in imparting information
in the other form.

BEN NEVIS—COIRE NA CISTE—AN Easy WAy OuT.—On 28th
September 1911, Mr A. W. Russell and the writer were in the upper or
eastern section of Coire na Ciste. Our objective was the ascent of
No. 2 Gully (Tower Ridge-Comb) without the aid of snow. There
seems to be only one recorded ascent of this gully—this was under
snow conditions. However, on the above date we found a consider-
able quantity of fresh snow and the rocks were in the worst possible
state. At one wet and slimy pitch not far from the top, the fall of
a not inconsiderable weight of sodden snow upon the head of the
leader decided a retreat as prudent. On reaching the foot of the
gully, level with the foot of the Comb, we felt unwilling to lose
the height gained, yet, without ice axes, and with all the rocks
deeply covered with soft, fresh snow, were not inclined for any serious
difficulties. The route we followed avoided these. After crossing a
wide bay of snow-covered scree, we struck up easy angled slabs
towards the middle of the Tower Gap Chimney. Then after a little
an easy ledge led upwards to the right. Back again by another
upward sloping ledge to left. Then again right for a considerable
distance, finishing by a short scramble to the upper plateau, about
half-way between No. 2 Gully and the Tower Ridge.

There was throughout, in spite of the adverse conditions, practi-
cally no “handwork ” required, except at two places, one on the upper
ledge where, at one point, a projecting rock rather pushes one out, and
again a few feet of the last piece to the plateau.

This must be the easiest route out of the Carn Dearg and Nevis
corries except Gully No. 4, generally known as the Easy Gully.

It might be worth noting that any party climbing the Tower Ridge
as far as the Tower, and finding the upper rocks of Nevis in too icy
condition, might make a safe descent to Coire na Ciste by this route.
Crossing the Tower Gap Chimney about half-way of its height, the
upper ledge would be gained. Thence the upper snowfield above the
“ Garadh” is easily reached.—H. RAEBURN.

54
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GEOLOGY OF BEN NEVIS.—A paper by Mr: E. B. Bailey, B.A.,
F.G.S., appearing in the Proceedings of the Geologists Association,
Part 4, 1911, on “ The Geology of the Neighbourhood of Fort William,”
contains much of interest to those members of the Club who frequent
Inveroran, Glen Coe, and Fort William. Mr Bailey has constructed
a map of the district lying between Loch Linnhe and the Moor of
Rannoch and Etive granites, which gives clearly and completely the
area of granite from Cruachan, on both sides of Loch Etive, to the
Moor of Rannoch, the field of lavas which includes many of the Glen
Coe mountains, and the leading Highland schists of the district, viz.,
the Eilde flags, the Glen Coe quartzites, the Ballachulish limestones,
and the Leven schists. For further particulars he refers to the
Geological Survey Map 53 and Memoir which are to be published
shortly. The paper contains two excellent photographs by Mr Lunn,
of the Scottish Survey, one showing the folded Glen Coe quartzite
and Leven schists on Sgor 2’ Mhaim in Mamore, and the other being
a picture of the well-known huge rocke moutonnée, modified by
“ plucking,” which lies by the roadside about one mile above Polldubh,
in Glen Nevis. Part of the paper is devoted to the igneous history
of Ben Nevis. He divides the mountain into three well-defined
concentric zones: (1) a discontinuous ring of granite, passing from
grey to pink, which on the Achintee side rises to near the loch ; (2)
an inner continuous ring of later granite, finer in texture and more
acid in composition, which rises apparently to the 2,500 feet level ; and
(3) a central core, of 2,000 feet of volcanic rocks, with underlying
schists ; the volcanics being described as mainly hornblende-andesite
lavas.

Carn Dearg Mor consists of the inner or later granite ; Aonach
Mor of the outer or earlier variety. The porphyry dykes seem to be
confined to the outer granite. Mr Bailey quotes Mr Maufe’s graphic
description of the physical changes in this central core. ‘“Then an
event occurred which, so far as we can tell, is peculiar to Ben Nevis,
The roof of the subterranean cauldron gave way, and a block of
schists, with its burden of lavas, subsided into the still liquid inner
granite. The motion developed a streaky flow-structure in the magma,
which itself became chilled against the cool descending mass. The
latter, during its subsidence, buckled into its basin shape by reason
of the friction on its walls, and its cracked margin on coming into
contact with the magma, was penetrated by veins of granite. The
sinking block in its descent must have dropped over 1,500 feet.” A
somewhat similar cauldron subsidence in Glen Coe is described. Mr
Bailey also discusses the original lines of drainage in the high
plateau round Loch Linnhe before it was disturbed, or segmented, by
the shatterbelt valleys, such as Loch Linnhe and Loch Leven. He
makes a continuous line of Locheil and Glen Nevis, of River Leven,
Lairig Mor and Glen Cona in Ardgour, and of Glen Coe and Glen
Tarbert. We are informed that the geological term Corrom, meaning
delta-watershed, is derived from the Gaelic cofkrom, a balance, and
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actually from the Allt a’ Chothruim, the stream issuing on the col of
Glen Tarbert, “since, at its point of entry, it has built up a great cone,
upon which it is balanced, as it were, with the possibility of flowing
either east or west.”—WILL. C. SMITH.

DUNIPACE, LARBERT, 21s¢ October 1911.

A WONDROUS SKY.—We witnessed a very extraordinary sunset
sky and evening burst of light about § P.M., when coming from the
Denny Hills after grouse-driving. All day it had been misty, with
drizzling rain and with occasional showers of pretty heavy rain. As
we were leaving the hill a powerful beam of low sunlight seemed
to reach away underneath the high banks of dense sky-wrack in the
south and south-east, whence came a considerably swift “carry”
of the higher cloud-land. Although the wind beneath or upon us
as we sat in the butts was considerably more easterly ; and in the
distance to the south, and over the long flats of the valley of the
Forth and Clyde watershed, there seemed, both in cloud-land and
smoke-land, to be a gentle “suck” in from the west. A very pale,
very perpendicular “ sun-dog,” or right limb of a high-arched rainbow,
lit up the valley with startling effect. Later the left limb also
appeared, and the cloud-land shifted with the “carry.” Then
suddenly this fairy scene disappeared, and a little later high over-
head, and over the hill we had left behind us in the west, dark
smoke-coloured clouds rioting across a higher mackerel and flecked
sky caught up all the tints of the lost rainbow, as if it had been spread
over the whole vault, from the extreme horizon of the hill in the
west to the high, pale sky above. Blue, dappled with white, and
streaks of rose above ; lower, silky films of mist and whips of shattered
cloud, with all the richest colours displayed, and strongly coloured
lines of GREEN, SEMI-TRANSPARENT shreds and patches, rich, deep,
and pale purples, yellows, and rose, and coral pink, and snowy white ;
and more in the distance and lower on the horizon “ Murut brown”
or smoky brown disordered masses across a watery, pale blue sky,
and their edges deeply dyed with flaming crimson, like “chariots
drawn by fiery steeds” hurrying pell-mell across the west. I shall
be surprised if no one else takes note of one of the most wondrous
evening skies, I, for one, have ever witnessed.

J. A. HARVIE BROWN.

BEINN AN LOCHAIN.—When Munro’s tables were made out, this
mountain appeared therein by virtue of its height being given in the
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6-inch Ordnance Survey Map as 3,021 feet. In the revised 6-inch
map the highest point given is marked 2,992 feet, and it seemed as
if Glen Croe would be compelled to surrender one of its Munros.
Before, however, accepting such a surrender, an appeal was made
to the Director-General of the Ordnance Survey, and the following
is a copy of that gentleman’s courteous reply :—

‘“SOUTHAMPTON, 6¢A October 1911.
“I am desired by the Director-General to thank you for your
letter of the 29th ultimo, in which you point out the omission of the
altitude, 3,021 feet on Beinn an Lochain, and to say that it is an
accidental omission, which will be corrected on reprint.”

MOTOR LAUNCH FOR EXPEDITIONS TO GARBH BHEINN OF
ARDGOUR.—Mr Malcolm Campbell of the Ardgour Hotel has now a
motor launch capable of seating ten persons. This launch mightbe a
great convenience to parties for Garbh Bheinn, as it could meet them
at Fort William or Ballachulish and land them in Inversanda Bay,
returning with them in the evening, thus saving all the present troubles
with steamer, ferry, and bicycles. The launch is said to have an
average speed of 74 m.p.h., and the charge for the day is £2, or 1s. 3d.

per mile.

S.M.C. ABROAD IN 1911.

Mr and Mrs W. A. MOUNSEY spent three weeks at Davos in
January 1911, and had fine settled weather the whole of the time.
The snow conditions were good, and numerous expeditions on ski
were undertaken, including the ascents of the Pischahorn, Korbshorn,
Jacobshorn, and Piz Sarsura over the Grialetsch Glacier, a long day.
Perhaps the keenest enjoyment was afforded on the day over the
Parsenn Furka and the Kistenstein to Kublis, involving a climb of
only 3,000 fet and a descent of 7,000 feet over perfect northern slopes.

Davos certainly is a fine centre for ski-ing and the completion of
the railway enables you now vastly to extend your field of operations.

Messrs EDWARD BACKHOUSE, W, A. MOUNSEY, and ROBERT
CORRY made the following ascents together :—
July 28. Crossed Col de Tour and the Fenétre de Saleinaz and climbed
the Grande Fourche.
July 31. Aiguille d’Argentiére from Glacier du Chardonnet.
Aug. 3. Traverse of Charmoz, north to south.
Exit Mr Corry.
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Messrs Backhouse and Mounsey ascended together—
Aug. 5. Dent de Perseverance (Aig. Rouges).
Aug. 7. Dent du Requin (turned back 100 feet from top by threa.tened
storm) ; slept at Géant Hut.
Aug. 8. Aig. du Géant.
Aug. 10. Aig. Verte by Moine ridge (up and down).

Mr Corry had with him the guide Hans Kaufmann and Messrs
Backhouse and Mounsey had Alexis Brocherel, and as porter
Alphonse Chenoz.

Exit Mr Mounsey.

Mr Backhouse, with the guide Jean Charlet, and a porter, —
Charlet, climbed—

Aug. 17. Aig. du Chardonnet from Lognan, descending to Tour
glacier.
Aug. 18. Aig. de la Blaitiére,

Messrs Mounsey and Corry traversed the south peak of the Aig.
du Tour and climbed the Aig. de la Fenétre, the latter giving a fine
short climb of some 400 feet from the Fenétre de Saleinaz. Mr Corry
before meeting his friends did, with his guide Hans Kaufmann, the
Aig. du Tacul, traversed Mont Mallet and the Aig. du Rochefort and
climbed Les Droites.

As regards weather conditions, Mr Backhouse says: “ We had of
course much splendid weather, but for the first twelve days were
troubled with frequent thunderstorms which robbed us of two climbs
and interfered with others.

“The rock peaks were in fine condition, but the warm nights in-
creased the chance of falling stones. The glaciers were awkward,
and their condition often entailed long detours notably in going for
the Réquin.”

And Mr Mounsey writes : “This latter (z.e., ascent of Aig. Verte
by Moine ridge) showed the exceptional condition of the rocks during
the season of 1911 : there was practically no snow or ice encountered
on the climb except a short cornice on the final ridge and 100 feet or
so of snow slope to the summit.”

Messrs ]J. A. PARKER and W. A. REID spent about ten days in
the Adamello District at the beginning of September. In the Brenta
Group the Cima Tosa was climbed from the Tosa hut and the
interesting Sega Alta traverse made from the Bocca di Brenta to the
Bocca di Tuckett. A guideless ascent was made of the Rochetta di
Nambrome at the head of the Nambino Valley, but the correct route
up the final rock tower would not be discovered in time and about
25 feet of the peak remained unclimbed. Two nights were spent at
the charmingly placed Club hut at Bedole in the Val di Genova;
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and from Credo, where two nights were also spent, the little known
Val Daone was explored for a distance of about fifteen miles.

Reid on his way out visited the Stubai and climbed the Burgstall,
while Parker on his way home #7z Milan and the Lakes “did” the
Rigi.

Messrs GEORGE SANG and W. N. LING had an excellent holiday
in Switzerland, and made good use of the splendid weather and
conditions prevailing. In the seventeen days (25th July to 1ith
August) they were climbing together, ten peaks were ascended or
traversed, and after Sang unfortunately had to leave for home, Ling
brought his number up to the round dozen, of which seven were
traversed.

Starting at Saas-Fee, the Weissmies was traversed as a training
walk, and the next day the pair went up to the Mischabel hut.
Leaving at three o’clock the following morning the Ulrichshorn .was
ascended from the Windjoch, and then the traverse of the Nadel-
horn and the Siidlenzspitz was made back to the hut. The descent of
the east ridge of the latter gave good sport. The hut was gained at
6.40 and Saas-Fee before nine just in time to escape a thunderstorm.
The next afternoon the track past the Almageller Alp was taken to a
bivouac about 9,000 feet up on the way to the Zwischbergen col, and
after a fine but rather cold night under a stone the Portjengrat was
climbed, a sporting ascent. On the final slab the leader had reason
to bewail his lack of inches.

After an off-day the baggage was despatched to Zermatt and the
party moved its quarters to Mattmark. Thence the next morning
the crossing was made to Zermatt by way of the Adlerjoch and the
traverse of the Rimpfischhorn.

After a morning spent in greeting friends at Zermatt the party
walked up to the unfinished hotel which has arisen beside the Matter-
horn hut on the Hérnli, and from there the next morning the Matter-
horn was ascended in perfect weather and condition, the Schwarzsee
hotel being reached in time for lunch at two.

Next day the baggage was sent to Arolla, and after lunch the
journey was resumed as far as the Schonbuhl hut.

At two the following morning a start was made for the Dent
Blanche ; the weather looked rather uncertain but improved later,
and the summit was reached at 9.45. The descent was made to
Ferpécle and Hauderes where the night was spent, and next morning
the journey to Arolla was completed.

Here the President and his party and many other friends were
found.

The Pas de Chévres was visited to spy out the land, and next
morning the route was repeated and Mont Blanc de Seilon ascended
before crossing the glacier to the Col de Giétroz. A pleasant after-
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noon was spent basking in the sun on the slopes leading down to
Mauvoisin. The inn was unusually full, and the only accommodation
obtainable was the salle @ manger, which necessitated early rising
the next morning. After lunch the riicksacks were again shouldered,
and a novel but direct route steered for the Panossi¢re hut. There
was a wonderful afterglow on the Grand Combin.

Leaving at 2.15 by bright moonlight, the pair ascended to the Col
des Maisons Blanches, and thence climbed the Valsorey ridge to the
Combin de Valsorey and the highest point, 10.45. The route was
interesting. The descent was made by the corridor and through the
Col de Moine to a charming place for afternoon tea, with a glorious
view of the Chamonix peaks, and here two restful hours were spent
before it was time to descend to Bourg St Pierre.

Next morning the journey was continued by diligence and train to
Martigny, where the pleasant partnership was dissolved, Sang return-
ing home, while Ling made his way back to Arolla.

Here he was privileged to join the President and his party in the
traverses of the north peak of the Bouquetins, and the Mont Collon,
a fitting close to an excellent season.

All the ascents were guideless.

Mr H. M. D. WATSON went out to Switzerland at the end of July,
and sends me the following list of climbs :—

From Saas Fée.—Fletschhorn and Laquinhorn, Weissmies from
north, Ridge Siidlenzspitze and Nadelhorn, Strahlhorn (on way across
to Zermatt via Adlerjoch).

From Zermatt (Schinbuk! Hut).—Dent Blanche (crossed over Col
de Bertol to Arolla same day).

From Arolla.—Aiguilles Rouges from north, left out part of the
ridge, crossed Col de Seilon from Arolla to Fionnay.

From Chamonix.—Traverse of Aig. d’Argentidre from Lognan
Cabane to Orsiéres. Went to Valsorey hut to traverse the Grand
Combin but stopped by storm.

Mr SoLLy went out in July to Ormont Dessus, from whence he
ascended the Diableret and two smaller points with the Rev. H.
J. Heard. He was then joined by Mr G. L. Collins, who accom-
panied him on 1st August over the Sanetsch Pass to the hotel at
Zanfleuron. The afternoon of that day was spent in reconnoitring.
On 2nd August they ascended the Wildhorn, having some difficulty in
finding the summit owing to the clouds. On the way down they also
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climbed the little rocky peak known as Mont Pucelle. The next
day they walked to Sion and then, after driving to Vex, went on to
Prazlong. On 7th August they ascended the little known Métailler, a
fine view point, and next day crossed by the Col de Darbonneire to
Arolla, taking the Pointe de Vouasson on the way.

At Arolla a large party had gathered which, besides those named,
included at various times Messrs Ling and G. K. Edwards of our Club,
also Colonel Clayton and Messrs Haskett Smith and J. M. A.
Thomson.

The climbs in which Mr Solly took part included the north peak
of the Aiguilles Rouges, the traverse of the north peak of the Dent
des Bouquetins, the traverse of Mont Collon, and the ascent of the
Pigne d’Arolla by the north face, and a party of six, which included
Mrs Solly and Miss Collins, ascended the Aiguille de la Za. A
traverse of Mont Blanc de Seilon was planned for 18th August, but
on the 17th Mr and Mrs Solly were called home in consequence of
the railway strike, so that they were unable to make it, but Mr and
Miss Collins and others had a long and most enjoyable day on that
mountain.

Mr H. C. CoMBER sends the Editor a note of the following
expeditions :—Kandersteg to Gemmi, up Wildstrubel, then on to Ried.
Went for the Bietschhorn, but owing to a bad storm that night and
much resulting snow only got three-quarters of the way up the west
ridge. Over the Lotschenliicke to the Egor von Steiger hut, from
whence the Aletschhorn was crossed to the Eggishorn. Then the
Finsteraarhorn was climbed from the Concordia, and the next day
the Moénch to Grindelwald. A jump was then taken to Randa,
and the Weisshorn climbed in perfect weather. The Matterhorn
was the final peak secured.

Mr G. K. EDWARDS sends the following brief note :—

“ My doings in Switzerland this summer were as follows : —

“From Lac Champex—Pointe d’Orny and Aig. du Chardonnet.

“ From Ormont Dessus—Over the Diablerets to the Rhone Valley
and wvsa the Val des Dix to Arolla, where I joined Mr Solly’s party.

“From Arolla—Traversed some of the peaks in the district
(N. peak of Dents des Bouquetins, Mont Collon, Mont Blanc de
Seilon, Petites Dents de Veisivi, Central Peak of Aiguilles Rouges).”

The Hon. Secretary, Dr INGLIS CLARK, writes as follows :—
“ During August the ‘Clark family’ made their annual motor visit
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to the Alps. Passing through Dauphiny they reached the Dolomites
by way of Verona. An unfortunate motor back fire prevented me
from accomplishing more than the circuit of Tofana and the ascent of
Crepedal, but the other members of the party had some good climbing.
The chief peaks secured were Cima Etwas, Cadinispitze, Cristallo,
Croda da Lago, and Cima Falzarego, guideless, also Kleine Zinne,
Monte Pelmo, and traverse of Sorapiss, with guides.”

Messrs CHAS. A. AIR and T. H. B. RORIE spent a very pleasant
holiday. in Switzerland at the end of August and early in September
Visiting Arolla, ten days were spent climbing in the neighbourhood.
Crossing via the Bertol Hut and Col d’Herens, Zermatt was reached,
and a week’s climbing done from there. Weather fairly good, buta
number of days spoilt with severe thunderstorms. Quite a number
of S.M.C. members were met.

THE LADIES’ SCOTTISH CLIMBING CLUB IN 1911.

The year has been a very successful one, the Club having added
considerably to its numbers as well as to its experience. The members
have been active both at home and abroad, and the Meets in the
Highlands and on the Lowland hills have been well attended.

New Year's Meet 1911 was held at Tyndrum, where frosty weather
and somewhat sporting conditions were experienced.

In April, Glencoe was the scene of one of the stormiest Easters,
the snow lying deep around Kingshouse Hotel on Easter Monday.
Notwithstanding a tremendous south-easterly gale, the traverse of
the Aonach Eagach ridge was made from Kingshouse to Clachaig,
and on the following day Bidean nam Bian was also traversed. Sron
Creise was ascended by the Central Buttress, which, under icy and
stormy conditions, afforded an interesting climb. Gearr Aonach was
climbed from the *Study,” and, owing to glazed rocks and icy snow,
the expedition proved a difficult and arduous one. From Inveroran
to Kingshouse over Stob Ghabhar and the peaks of the Clachlet
made an enjoyable first-day excursion, the weather being good, as is
sometimes the case on the first day of a Meet! Members present
were :—Mrs Inglis Clark, President; Mrs Douie Urquhart, Misses
Lowson, Inglis Clark, Eckhard, Fleming, Gillies, I. R. M‘Bride
Ranken, L. M. A. Smith, Stuart. Guests: Misses E. M‘Bride,
Palmer, Jean Ritchie.
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During the summer and autumn several hill-walks were taken,
including Ben Ledi, Lammerlaw, and the Pentland Hills.

The eighth Meet in the Highlands was held from 28th December
to 2nd January 1912, at Loch Awe. In spite of inclement weather
and dense mist there were parties on the hills each day.

Ben Cruachan, Drochaid Ghlas, Stob Diamh (z7a snow and rock
gully), Stob Garbh, Sron an Isean, Ben a’ Chochuill were climbed.
Members present were :—Mrs Inglis Clark, Misses Inglis Clark, A.
Gray, E. M. H. Gray, Newbigin, Ranken, Ruth Raeburn, L. M. A.
Smith. Guest: Miss White. .
M. INGLIS CLARK, Hon. Secretary.
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THE ISLANDS OF LOCH AWE.
1. INISHAIL.

By MR AND MRS WILLIAM DOUGLAS.

OF the many lovely islands of Loch Awe, Inishail alone
bears the name “beautiful.” According to some accounts
it means “the beautiful island,” while current tradition
gives the origin of the name to *“ Aillidh,” or “the beautiful,”
a daughter of a king of Denmark whose remains are said
to be interred there.*

Inishail lies in a group of islands at the north end of
the loch, and although the largest in Loch Awe it is only
about a quarter of a mile in length and less in breadth.
There are few trees on it, and except for some three clumps
of larches on wooded knollst it is almost entirely under
grass and bracken. The little enclosed graveyard, which
also contains ruins of ecclesiastical buildings, is at the
western extremity—and there among a tangle of bracken
and glory of daffodils—for so we first saw them on a day
in early spring—lie the moss-covered tombs of many a
Highland chief. Large and solemn sheep stare at the
intruder as he crosses to the churchyard, and Common

# « New Stat. Acc.,” vii. p. 83.
+ No trees were on it in 1822—“ Bridal of Caolchairn,” p. 266.

LXVIII. A
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Gulls rise in clouds from the benty grass. Hamerton,*
who writes of the island, says that in spring it is one blue
field of flowers, in summer green with fern, and in autumn
when the fern dies it reddens the whole island.t

This pathetic little island burial-place, remote and
lonely in its isolation, surrounded by scenery as impressive
and inspiring as any in the Highlands, is a magic haunt
for the dreamer of dreams. ‘He sees on that far shore in a
ray of sunlight the glint of burnished steel, and hears on
a ripple of wind from the dark pass of Brander the clash of
arms. The tones of phantom harps sound across the deep
from Macnachdan’s isle, and melt away into the lapping
of waves. He hears the wail of the coronach, and the
weeping of women as sorrowing clansmen bear across the
waters their chieftain to his last resting-place. Sleep on,
Macnachdan of Fraoch Eilean and Campbell of Inveraw !
You who once stood, as here we stand, looking up at the
mighty Ben Cruachan, whose slopes knew many a bloody
fray—you are now at peace as peace is now in all your
mountain fastnesses, and Cruachan, sun-kissed or storm-
swept, stands in eternal benediction.

While wandering among the moss-covered stones one
longs to know when they were placed here, and whose
memory they were intended to perpetuate. Alas! all
record has vanished, and one is left to wonder at it all.
“There are no inscriptions, perhaps there never were,”
says a writer} in 1833; “the fame of their name, it might
be thought, would never die within the shadow of
Cruachan.”

An earlier writer,§ by some eleven years, mentions,
that “the isle was the principal burying-place of many
of the most considerable neighbouring families ; among the

* “ Painter’s Camp,” p. 67.

+ Mr C. H. Alston, of Letterawe, writing under date of 22nd April
1912, says : “The island is not over blue nowadays. Very possibly
it was formerly blue with wild hyacinths, but if so the sheep have now
pretty well eradicated them, as is their wont. In old days it would
be grazed with cattle.”

t Blackwood s Magazine, 1833, vol. 31, p. 989.

§ *“ Bridal of Caolchairn,” 1822, p. 266.
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tombstones are many shaped in the ancient form, like the
lid of a coffin, and ornamented with carvings of fret-work,
running figures, flowers, and the forms of warriors and two-
handed swords. Among the chief families buried in
Inishail, were the MacNauchtons of Fraoch Elan and
the Campbells of Inbherau. I could not discover the
spot appropriated to the former, nor any evidence of
the gravestones which must have covered their tombs.
The place of the Campbells, however, is yet pointed out.
It lies on the south side of the chapel, and its site is
marked by a large flat stone, ornamented with the arms
of the family in high relief. The shield is supported by
two warriors, and surmounted by a diadem, the significa-
tion and exact form of which it is difficult to decide; but
the style of the carving and costume of the figures do
not appear to be later than the middle of the fifteenth
century.”

With regard to this stone of the Campbells (Plate II.)
we are told in a book published in 1889 * that it is “ now
deplorably defaced, a few years back it was easy to
make out the long plumes depending from the conical
helmets of the two men-at-arms supporting the shield.
The plumes descended to, and lower than, the shoulders.
When last seen this was much obliterated by the action
of the weather. The owner of this island, the Duke of
Argyll, has sanctioned steps being taken for the better
preservation of this grave and other tombstones here found,
and these are being carried out under the eyes of H.R.H.
the Princess Louise, Marchioness of Lorne.”

Hamerton+ when he saw this stone in 1852 describes
it thus :—

“. . . On one beside the church
Are seven figures—Jesus on the cross,
Two women, and four knights in suits of mail ;

Almost grotesque, for they have monstrous heads,
As though the sculptor had a comic turn ;

* “Waifs and Strays of Celtic Tradition,” by Lord Archibald
Campbell, London, 1889, p. 87.
+ “Isles of Loch Awe,” by Phillip Gilbert Hamerton, 1859, p. 32.
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tracery ; on their left is either the blade of a large sword, a
pastoral staff, or the shaft of a cross.

“(28) Slab of tapering form, bearing a cross composed
of intersecting circles, on a shaft covered with a row of
winding ornaments. While perfect, the whole ornamenta-
tion must have been particularly beautiful.”

We have not been able to find if these rubbings are
still in existence, but they do not appear to be among
those bequeathed to the Society of Antiquaries by Mr
Muir’s trustees.

L

Front. Back.

What great chieftain’s resting-place is marked by that
grim old cross (Plate IV.) standing in the centre of the
ruined chapel? It is figured and prosaically described
in J. Romilly Allen’s “Early Christian Monuments of
Scotland ” (1903), p. 404, thus : —

“ An erect cross-slab of blue slate, § ft. 3 in. in height,
1 ft. 3 in. in breadth, and 4-5 in. in thickness. The slab is
sculptured on two faces thus”—from which a reduced
reproduction is given here.
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It does not appear to have been very long in its present
erect position in the centre of*the ruined chapel, for in
1858 when Mr T. S. Muir * visited Inishail he refers to a
cross, 6 feet in length, lying prostrate in the open burying-
ground among several carved slabs of the usual Argyllshire
pattern.

A touching reference to this out-of-the-world cemetery
appeared in the Scozsman for 16th February 19os. It
is so full of deep and loving feeling that perhaps the
unknown author will forgive an extract being quoted
here :—

“There will be a miscellaneous uprising on "the
Judgment morning in this lone place, for some of the
forgotten and nameless resting here must have been once
of mighty name and note enough. It is no common man
whose tomb is marked by that deep carved slab, whereon
is graven the Christ upon His cross, with nuns and warriors
on either side. And the others, with their Celtic inter-
twining traceries, mysteriously and pathetically knotted
with hearts, and the dust that sleeps under that old rude
upright—they had brave, fair faces here—there will be a
look of kingly wonder in their gaze again, when they waken,
and stand up before God. The Celt beautifully chose such
quiet, secluded places for the last sleep of his beloved,
where the water and the wind should sing their cradle song,
till the Angel of the Dawning touched them.”

Fair Inishail! Where shadows play

And wild birds sing their roundelay,

Where sunlight on each laughing wave

Tells of the lovely and the brave—
Fair Inishail !

Green Inishail ! Where warriors lie

Beneath a mossy canopy,

And all their strifes and passions sleep

For ever guarded by the deep—
Green Inishail !

* “Ecclesiological Notes,” p. 76.
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Sweet Inishail ! Where young buds bring
Their message, miracle of spring,
And pine trees murmur : “ Be content
Whatever for thy lot be sent ’—

Sweet Inishail !

When chill November plays her part
And there is winter in my heart,

O Inishail, my thoughts shall stray
To thee upon that April day.

Inishail is not without authentic historical records, for
we find in the “Origines Parochiales Scotiz” and other
books many references to ancient charters and documents
relating to it, from which the following are a few abbreviated
selections.

In 1257 a son of Malcolm Macnauchtan, Athe by name,
with the assent of his brother, Sir Gilbert, knight, for the
weal of their souls, gave to the abbot and canons of Inch-
affray the church of St Findoc of Inchealt (Inishail) with
all the tithes, &c., pertaining to the said church.*

In 1375 John of Prestwych for a certain sum of money
paid to him beforehand sold to Colin Cambale, son of the
lord of Lochaw, half the island of Insalte (Inishail), with
other lands, Terwhedych, Selechan; and Dalyen, which
Duncan M‘Nachtane had died vest ‘and seised (Argyll
Charters).+ :

In 1400 Fordun says, “In Louchquhau is the isle of
Inchesalt (Inishail) in which is a parish church” (“ Forduni
Scotichronicon,” lib. ii. cap. 10).}

In 1529 Archibald, Earl of Argyle, for the honour of
God, of the Virgin Mary, of Saint Fyndoc, and of all the
saints, granted to Duncan Makcaus, with remainder in
succession to his brothers Ewen and Alexander, and

* “Charters of the Abbey of Inchaffray,” Scot. His. Soc., 1908,
p-xlii. The Latin text of the original charter, which is preserved at
Dupplin with granter’s seal in white wax entire, is given on p. 75.

t “0.P.S,,” ii. p. 130.

{ Zbd., p. 129. We do not know what edition of Fordun was
used by the Editor of the “0O.P.S.” and have failed to verify the
quotation in Skene’s printed translation.
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to his own heirs whomsoever, the lands of Barindryane
in the lordship of Lochaw of the old entent of twenty
shillings, to be held of the Earl in heritage and charitable
alms, on condition that the grantees and their heirs should
at their own expense becomingly maintain the chapel of
Saint Fyndoc, founded in the island of Inchald (Inishail),and
cause one mass to be celebrated there every week for the
weal of the souls of King James V., of his predecessors and
successors, of the Earl’s deceased father Colin, and mother
Jonet, Earl and Countess of Ergyle, of himself, his pre-
decessors and his successors, and of all the faithful dead. In
1556 the grant was confirmed by Queen Mary (“ Reg. Mag.
Sig.,” lib. xxxi. No. 285).*

Very little is known of St Fyndoca, whose date is 13th
October, and who is associated with St Fincana, and no
life is given in the Breviary of Aberdeen (Forbes,
“Kalendar of Scottish Saints,” p. 352).

In 1542 and 1543 Master Roland Makawis was vicar
of Inchalt.+

In 1560 the house of nuns was suppressed and the
temporalities granted to Hay, the Abbot of Inchaffrey.}

About the year 1575 the church of Inchald was one
of four, of which the teinds and dues of the bishop’s
quarter were granted to Gawin Hammiltoun by James,
bishop of Argyle, as security for a yearly pension of
£40 from the fruits of the bishoprick (“Reg. Sec. Sig.,”
xliii. fol. 41).§

In 1572 Master Donald Carswell was presented by
Archibald, Earl of Argyle, to the vicarage of Inchalde.
(Protocol Book of Gavin Hammiltoun at Taymouth.)j|

In 1618 James, lord of Madertie, commendator of
Inchaffray, leased to Patrick M‘Artor of Torvadiche for
nineteen years the teind sheaves and other teinds called
“the brokis frutis,” and rents both great and small of the
parish church and parish of Inchald, the parsonage and
vicarage thereof, so far as the fruits of the church were part

* ¢0,P.S.,” ii. p. 130. t Z6id., p. 129.
1 “ 0/d Stat. Acc.,” viii. p. 336. § “0O.P.S.,” vol. ii. p- 827.
|| 26id., p. 129.
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of the abbey of Inchaffray and of its patrimony, the grantee
paying £12 Scots yearly to the commendator, and to the
minister the dues assigned to him by the commissioners of
parliament, with the exception of the teinds of Barbrek-
lochow (“ Liber Insule Missarum,” pp. 137-8).*

In 1630 Macfarlane says, “another (island in Lochaw)
also with a church therein cal’d Inche-Ayle.”+

In 1630 the teinds of Inchecheall leased to Patrick
M‘Kairtour of Tullierodiche were valued at £238. 6s. 8d.
yearly (“ Liber Insule Missarum,” p. 116).}

In 1662 Elizabeth Murray, heir of her father, Master
Patrick Murray, commendator of Inchaffray, leased to
Duncan Cambell, captain of Dunoon, for £12 Scots yearly,
the parsonage and vicarage of the church of Inshald, being
a kirk of the abbey of Inchaffray (Argyle Inventory).§

In 1667 the patronage of Inshaall was included in a new
grant of the earldom of Argyle by King Charles II. to
Earl Archibald (Argyle Inventory). ||

In 1698 William, Viscount Strathalland Lord Madertie,
was served heir to his father the former viscount in the
kirklands, teinds, and patronage of Inchaill (Retours) ¥

In 1736 service was discontinued in “ the ruinous chapel
on the island of Inishail.” *#

In 1736 a church more commodious for the parish was
built on the south side of the loch opposite Inishail.++

Many writers mention that at one time there was a
nunnery on the island. This tradition rests solely on the
testimony of the Rev. Dr Joseph Macintyre, and he says
in his description of the parish of Glenorchay and Inishail,
which appeared in the “O/d Statistical Account of
Scotland ” published in 1793 (at page 336 of vol. vii.) :—

“ Inishail, once the site of a small nunnery of the
Cistertian order; and where, in a ruinous chapel of that
religious house, public worship was alternately performed
till the year 1736.” On another page he again refers to

*¢«Q.P.S.,” ii. p. 129.

+ ¢ Geographical Collections,” by W. Macfarlane, vol. ii. p. 512.
1 “O.P.S.” ii. p. 129. § Jbid., p. 129.

|| 74d., p. 130. 9 7dd., p. 130.

** ¢ 0/4 Stat. Acc.,” viii. p. 336. tt 7bid., viii. p. 336.
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the nunnery and says: “ The remains of a small monastery
with its chapel are still to be seen. Concerning this
religious house, there is little on record, and tradition
conveys but small information. It was a house of Nuns,
memorable for the sanctity of their lives, and the purity
of their manners. At the Reformation when the innocent
were involved equally with the guilty in the sufferings of
the times, this house was suppressed and the temporalities
granted to Hay, the Abbot of Inchaffrey ; who, abjuring his
former tenets of religion, embraced the sause of the
reformers.”

This statement as to there having been a nunnery is
slightly depreciated by the writer in the “ New Statistical
Account” (1845), for the words “said to have been” are
inserted before “of the Cistertian order,” * and the writer
in “Origines Parochiales Scotiz”in 1855 in quoting the “New
Statistical Account” still further weakens the tradition by
saying :—

“On the island of Imshanl are the remains of a building
said to have been a Cistercian nunnery, the temporalities
of which, it is also said, were at the Reformation granted
to Hay, the abbot of Inchaffray.” +

The church referred to as being erected in 1736 (see
Plate V.) is still standing on the south side of the loch
near Innistrynich House, and about a mile north of Cladich
post office. It is a quaint, low-roofed little building of
bare exterior, and inside reminds one of a Quaker
meetmg-house

There is a reference to this little church in Miss
Christina Brooks Stewart’s “ Loiterer in Argyllshire ” (1848)
which is not without interest. She says: “ After traversing
a wide heathy moor, we approached an humble-looking
one-storeyed house, apparently under repair, but judge of
my amazement to find on inquiry that this was Cladich
church! [ thought of the words of the Psalmist, ‘ Shall I
dwell in a cedared house while the ark of the Lord is
between curtains?’” Although the good lady is a little

* “New Stat, Acc.,” vol. vii. p. 82.
t “0.P.S.,” vol. ii. p. 130.
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wide -in her biblical quotation (see 2 Sam. vii. 2) we much
appreciate the sentiment that gave rise to it.

Service is eonducted in this little church every alternate
Sunday by the minister of the parish of Glenorchy and
Inishail,* who when we were at Lochawe in March 1911
preached in the forenoon in Glenorchy church, in the
afternoon in Inishail church, and in the evening in St
Conan’s chapel, Lochawe. We were interested in seeing
him being rowed across the loch in a boat in order to
reach the last place of worship. The day was wet and
stormy, and the wind high and cold. These Highland
clergymen have sometimes a hard life in ministering to the
needs of their extensive parishes.

It is difficult now to tell when the church on the island
of Inishail, whose ruined walls (see Plate VI.) at present
stand a few feet above the ground, was originally built,
but we may safely say that these are the remains of the
building referred to by Dr Macintyre as the “ ruinous chapel
of the nunnery in which services were continued till 1736.”

Mr T. S. Muir, who visited it in 1858, says: “ From the
few broken details here and there left it would appear to
have been a First-Pointed building” of some 51 feet in
length+ If he is right in his surmise, and from his
extensive knowledge of old West Highland churches, we
have every reason to give credence to his views, these
existing ruins must be of a building which dates back to
the thirteenth century.

There are a few outcrops of foundations of walls seen
here and there among the moss-covered tombstones which
might by a careful search reveal where the old monastery
stood, but it would take more time and labour than a
casual visitor could give to make anything of them now.

The burial-ground may at one time have contained
many more tombstones than are there now, for it is fre-
quently stated that there are in "Glenorchy churchyard

* In 1618 the parish of Inishail was united to Glenorchy, and having
been disjoined from it in 1650 was again united by Act Rescissory in
1662.—* O/d Stat. Acc.,” viii. p. 335.

t ‘“Ecclesiological Notes,” p. 76.
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many ancient gravestones which have been brought from
Inishail. The earliest reference for this statement that we
have found is in Stoddart’s “ Remarks on Local Scenery”
published in 1801, vol. i. p. 273.

In “ Pennant’s Tour,” 1769, it is mentioned that “ about
two miles hence (on the Inverary road from Cladich) on an
eminence in sight of the convent on Inchail is a spot called
Crois-an-t-sleuchd, or the cross of bowing, because, in
Popish times, it was always customary to kneel or make
obeisance on first sight of any consecrated place” (p. 238).

From the few fragmentary facts we have been able
to collect it will be seen that the story of Inishail is
one of exceptional interest, and one that might well illustrate
the whole range of religious thought from almost the
dawn of Christianity in Scotland to the present day, and
we fondly hope that a narrative worthy of the setting
may some time be weaved around its stones.
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“THE UNSEEN CORRIE’* PRECEDED BRBY
“THE DUBHS.”

By J. R. YOUNG AND OTHERS.

Characters
(In the order of their appearance at breakfast)—
The Pessimist ; The Humorist ; The Major.

WHETHER or not inspired by a summer of our ideals, or
moved by the promptings of those who have in hand and at
heart the successful revision of our high-level guide to
Scotland, certain it is that the number of our members
who forsook those caravanserais of Alpine Europe, dear
to climbers, for the inns and shielings of the North, was
last year unusually large. Nor of this number did the
Isle of the Mists fail to attract a full share; albeit at
the risk of losing its time-hallowed reputation. This
was, however, averted, unhappily at the expense of those
who made Skye their Mecca during the closing days of
August and the early half of September.

For four days the barren ridges of the Black Coolin
had been hidden behind a mantle of mist, save when, at
rare intervals, a chance drouth in the air would permit
of a dissolving view, now of one peak, now of another.
For the Humorist and the Pessimist, met together at
Sligachan, the situation was only saved by the foresight
of the former in bringing with him two fishing rods,
whereby both time and trout were successfully beguiled.

The evening of the fourth day brought the Major, and
the party being for the nonce complete, it was resolved
to strike camp on the following morning, and endeavour
to come by Glen Brittle ere evening. Discussion on the
route to be followed was reserved, as likely to prove a
valuable means of preventing a too hasty departure after
breakfast on the morrow.

The rosy-fingered dawn, which had ushered in the fifth
day, had long given place to a blue sky, flecked here and

* For one night and matinée.
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It was about this time that the axiom—often
doubtless reflected on before under less pressing circum-
stances—was brought home to each, that mountaineering,
even amongst the home mountains, is a sport which does
not admit of abandonment just when its votaries feel
inclined to return home. And now visions of a rocky
couch for the night began to obtrude themselves ; for on
no other part of the Coolin ridge is a belated climber
more awkwardly placed than on the traverse of the Dubhs:
as, should he decide to leave the ridge and seek out a
devious route to one of the glens, neither in An Garbh-
Choire nor in Coir-uisg is there any comfort to be found
on a stormy night.

The top of Sgurr Dubh Mor was reached about 7.45,
and half an hour later the cairn on Sgurr Dubh na Da
Bheinn was seen under the light of the lantern. It wasa
murky darkness, and with its descent there had come a
gradual lessening of speed. For here the befogged climber
has no knife-edge aréte to guide him like a blazed trail, so
that repeated reference to the compass is necessary. Thus
aided, however, the leader held on a true course, and eventu-
ally brought his party safely into Coir’ a’ Ghrunnda. Here
an aneroid reading disclosed the proximity of the lochan;
but in spite of the warning thus given two members, a few
minutes later, found themselves in its gloomy waters,
fortunately, however, at a place where a shelving rock
prevented a sudden and complete immersion.

With the crossing of the sill of the corrie the difficulties
of the way increased tenfold. For Coir’ a’ Ghrunnda, unique
amongst the corries of Skye, has but two lines of weakness
over its scaly flanks. Of these, the high-level route under
Sgurr Sgumain was first groped for ; but at each attempt the
party found themselves on some narrowing ledge, finishing
on a slabby face; and so at last recourse was had to the
direct descent down the twelve hundred feet of ice-worn
slabs. The rope, which had been taken off at the foot of
Sgurr Dubh Beag, was again put on; and soon the Major,
securely tied at the end and furnished with the lantern, was
rapidly disappearing, a dimly illuminated nebulous mass.
over the edge of what appeared to be the end of all things,
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A chilly pause, then to give more rope the Pessimist followed
into the void. Suddenly the blurr of light vanishes. An
ominous clatter, then—profane silence, broken at length by
the mutterings of the Major as he resumes his downward
way in quest of the missing hardware. This happily
recovered, the expedient of dropping down stones was
tried. Here one would come to rest a foot or so below
the hand which had released it, so impossible was it to see
downwards ; while others again sent up an intermittent
sound, as they ricochetted from pitch to pitch, finishing,
perhaps, with a splash, on finding a resting-place in some
pool of the gorge far below. Many a time was an impasse
reached, steps retraced, and another way tried, only again
to result in defeat.

At length it was decided to seek out a bield in which
to pass the night. The way, therefore, once more lay
upwards, in order that the boulder-strewn slopes above the
slabs might be regained. It was at this stage, while
climbing without the lantern, that the Pessimist, for the
moment a pronounced optimist, caught in a vice-like grip
the nose of the Humorist, who was somnambulantly taking
in the rope. The change from the file-like rock to a
handhold of “vegetable” smoothness was hailed with a
shout of triumph; for the rough gabbro had wrought
much havoc to finger tips by reason of the tenacious
grip taken of it in the darkness, when footholds were
generally either x or . The triumph, however, was short-
lived, for the hold itself at once emitted a strangled yell.
To the Major waiting below, the animated dialogue, which
ensued, was the only evidence he had, that a tragedy had
not taken place, but offered no security that one was not
about to do so.

An undercut rock was at last revealed by the lantern’s
rays, and the couch beneath it straightway cleared of
obtruding stones. This gave comparative shelter from the
rain for two, while the third sat without, and pressed the
others together and further into their niche. It was now
just on the eleventh hour, but it was too cold and wet to
woo sleep. Spirits, however, revived, following on the
serving out of a ration of peppermint balls and jujubes,

LXVIIL. B
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and songs and jests volleyed forth to the certain astonish-
ment of any prowling denizen of the corrie who chanced
by. Let it not, however, be imagined that all was mere
frivolity. More serious discussions had their place, and
“Young's Night Thoughts” provoked numerous reflections,
reflections, however, quite unsuited to the pages of this
Journal. But as the wee sma’ hours—never less deserving
of these epithets—dragged their course, there settled down
on the shelter a quietness, broken only by the shrieking of
the wind and the lashing of the rain. At such times the
recumbent figures within the bield would feel an increased
pressure from the watcher without, he, poor soul, vainly
imagining it possible to become still wetter than was
already the case.

Many and varied had been the shifts resorted to in
order to keep warm. Riicksacks and camera cases were
indiscriminately used as foot-muffs and chest protectors;
while the linen-mounted maps of the party were pressed
into service in lieu of the waistcoats, which had gone to
add to the warmth of a certain pony as it toiled over the
Bealach a’ Mhaim. It was of course the Humorist who
suggested that members should in future provide them-
selves with maps having eyes down two opposite sides, to
the end that, in emergencies, they might be worn, laced up
the front, beneath the jacket. The Pessimist was for a
time supremely content, having taken the lantern literally
to heart, until the Major, doubtless mindful of military
exigency, objected to this waste of good tallow, adding
significantly that it might be required in the morning.

At long last about 4.15 a perceptible greyness stole
through the black ; but in its wake no jocund day followed,
tip-toeing the mountain tops. , Rather did the violence of
the storm increase, rain now falling in torrents, while the
wind reached hurricane force. The erstwhile chest pro-
tectors were once more applied to their proper uses. It
was then found that, in addition to his share in the tallow
afore-mentioned, each would receive for breakfast one
peppermint ball and a chocolate cube. These apportioned
and eaten, the direct descent of the slabs was resumed at
4.45 in the morning of 3ist August.
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There was now sufficient light to allow of some selec-
tion being made in the route. At first the rocks to the
right of the burn were descended ; but lower down the bed
of the stream appeared to offer the line of least resistance,
and was followed over waterfalls, or wherever else it
chanced to lead, little discrimination being used. At
length the lower limit of the mist was passed, almost at
the foot of the rocks, and here a deep pool with smooth
and steeply-sloping sides, affording no foothold, completely
blocked the gorge. It seemed inevitable that a plunge and
swim would now go to swell the amphibious delights of
the morning; but just then the Major called down from
above that a crack which he had discovered appeared to
offer an alternative. It was, however, with difficulty that
the Humorist, about whom by now there was no dryness,
could be persuaded to abandon further aquatic sport.

The descent of the slabs had taken an hour; but before
another had passed the sodden trio were standing, each in
his own proper pool, within the hospitable shelter at Glen
Brittle, where weel-kent faces beamed cheery, if somewhat
drowsy, welcome.

And so this expedition, entered on by each of its
members with definite though differing desires, had pro-
vided fare of a nature unexpected by any. The Pessimist’s
views were in the main transitory and of the darkness
rather than permanent and of the sunlight: the Humorist
had his grievance that the Dubhs had so nearly done
for him : while by the Major, in spite of his nine hours
therein, Coir’ a’ Ghrunnda was still uznseen.



84 The Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal.

THE BLACK PINNACLE OF COIRE
BROCHAIN, BRAERIACH.

By JAMES A. PARKER.

“ THERE'S something like a pinnacle for you!”

We agreed that it was.

It was my first ascent of Braeriach in clear weather,
and the words were exclaimed by Garden as we reached
the summit cairn and looked over the edge of the great
precipice of Coire Brochain. About two hundred feet
beneath us a delicate crest of black rock, apparently
topped with three small teeth, jutted out from the face of
the cliff from which it was cut off by a tiny saddle. There
was no record nor sign of the pinnacle having been climbed,
and here was apparently that rara avis on the mainland of
Scotland—a good unclimbed pinnacle on the best face of
one of the highest mountains.

There seemed to be two reasons why the pinnacle
should be climbed at once. First, in case we might be
forestalled ; and second, because it seemed to be so delicately
constructed that the next thunderstorm might shatter it to
pieces. Unfortunately we had no rope with us. Investiga-
tion showed that it was possible to gain with ease the little
saddle at the back of the pinnacle by descending the steep
gully to the west of the well-known Braeriach Pinnacle,
and thence ascending a corresponding gully leading right
up to the saddle. This I did; but as the first few steps
up the pinnacle from the saddle seemed too tricky to
attempt without some safeguard, I had to abandon the
attack for the time being, as my friends would not come
down to assist. I therefore reluctantly rejoined them on
the summit with, however, the fixed determination that
I would be concerned in the first ascent of the Pinnacle,
no matter when it took place.

This was in July 1910, and having now discovered the
Pinnacle, my next object on returning to Aberdeen was to
get a party together to climb it; or rather Braeriach, for
it would evidently be bad policy to say too much about
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the Pinnacle itself until it had been climbed. But no one
wanted to climb Braeriach, it was too far away, and there
seemed to be no reason for going so far to climb such an
uninteresting hill. It was not till October 1911 that a party
was secured. Bruce Miller contributed his motor car, and
we left Aberdeen in it, on the 21st of that month, practi-
cally under sealed orders. Reid, who was very anxious to
climb Braeriach, and had in fact proposed the expedition,
knew nothing whatever of the Pinnacle; while Miller did
not even know what hill was to be climbed. Alexander,
who was the fourth member of the party, knew what the
contents of the sealed orders were, as there had been great
difficulty in persuading him to come, and it was only by
placing my cards on the table face up on the previous
evening that he had been secured.

The drive up the south Deeside road is at all times
one of great beauty, and it was especially so in the early
autumn of the year 1911, when there was a blaze of autumn
tints that would have been a credit to, and perhaps shamed,
an Eastern State’s fall. As far as we were concerned they
disappeared about Aboyne where heavy rain commenced,
and, the hood being drawn forward, the landscape prac-
tically vanished, our view being thenceforth confined
to the two crouching figures on the “footplate” peering
into the gathering darkness into which we were rushing at
thirty miles an hour; it reminded us strongly of the well-
known poster issued several years ago in connection with
the opening of the Simplon Tunnel. '

At Braemar we found that the hotels had had a record
season, and that even yet there was a house party of no
less than fifteen at the Fife. We had fears, however, that
the record weather might now have ended, as it was raining
very heavily, and seemed likely to do so for some time.
Next morning we rejoiced to find that there was a welcome
change for the better, and, leaving the hotel at eight
o'clock, we motored up the glen in rapidly improving
weather, light mists in the valley with patches of blue
sky breaking through overhead and giving promise of a
perfect day. By the time Derry Lodge was reached the
mists had disappeared and the day was ideal. Twenty-
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five minutes were occupied here in wakening Donald Fraser
and in getting Miller changed from driving shoes to
climbing boots, and at nine o'clock we took the path to
the Larig. '

Our first halt was called at eleven o’clock, on the lower
slopes of Braeriach just above the point where the Larig
Burn joins the infant Dee. Here we had lunch, after
which we struck up the mountain towards the entrance to
Coire Brochain. On entering the corrie we were near
enough the great range of precipices at its head to see our
route clearly, and to speculate on our chances of getting up.
The Black Pinnacle was only discovered by the dark
shadow that it cast on the face of the cliffs. On its
immediate right there was a small gully evidently con-
taining a pitch, above which there was a small snow patch.
Below the foot of the gully there was a big slab sloping
down at a steep angle to the right, and terminating in the
screes almost vertically below the Braeriach Pinnacle. To
the right of this pinnacle the cliffs were cut into by a long,
narrow gully, while well to the left of the Black Pinnacle
a broad scree slope led almost up to the sky-line.

Our route was perfectly obvious, and we made at once
for the foot of the big slab. It was about one hundred
feet in height, and each member of the party found his own
route up it, there being no special difficulty, although it was
not exactly the kind of place to slip off. At the head of
the slab, easy ground and snow led up to the foot of the
small chimney where we roped up. The pitch was about
fifty feet high, and the only trouble was at the top, where
the leader had to get a back up and where, having got it,
he found his main difficulty was to climb over the fringe of
loose stones at the head of the pitch without sending any
down on his companions underneath.

We were now on a scree slope, and the finding of an
empty meat tin rudely dispelled the feelings we had that we
were on virgin ground. Mature consideration showed that
the tin might have been thrown over from the edge of the
cliff, and as rock climbers do not usually carry large tins of
meat with them, we assumed that this was the proper
solution, and resumed our climb with renewed courage.
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five minutes were occupied here in wakening Donald Fraser
and in getting Miller changed from driving shoes to
climbing boots, and at nine o'clock we took the path to
the Larig.

Our first halt was called at eleven o’clock, on the lower
slopes of Braeriach just above the point where the Lang
Burn joins the infant Dee. Here we had lunch, after
which we struck up the mountain towards the entrance to
Coire Brochain. On entering the corrie we were near
enough the great range of precipices at its head to see our
route clearly, and to speculate on our chances of getting up-
The Black Pinnacle was only discovered by the dark
shadow that it cast on the face of the cliffs. On its
immediate right there was a small gully evidently con-
taining a pitch, above which there was a small snow patch.
Below the foot of the gully there was a big slab sloping
down at a steep angle to the right, and terminating in the
screes almost vertically below the Braeriach Pinnacle. To
the right of this pinnacle the cliffs were cut into by a long,
narrow gully, while well to the left of the Black Pinnacle
a broad scree slope led almost up to the sky-line.

Our route was perfectly obvious, and we made at once
for the foot of the big slab. It was about one hundred
feet in height, and each member of the party found his own
route up it. there being no special difficulty, although it was
not exactly the kind of place to slip off. At the head of
the slab, easv ground and snow led up to the foot of the
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The scree slope was quite short, and we soon reached the
small patch of snow which lay against the foot of the final
cliffl. Here the gully divided into branches; the right hand
one ran steeply up to the saddle between the Braeriach
Pinnacle and the edge of the summit plateau; while the
left hand branch led up to the little saddle between the
Black Pinnacle and the face of the cliffi. The former
held a considerable quantity of snow; but the latter
was clear and presented in places a rocky face. . Climb-
ing rapidly up it we soon reached the saddle behind the
pinnacle.

A preliminary examination of the pinnacle from a
convenient point a little way up the face of the cliff showed
that its west face was an absolute wall, and that it would
be impossible to traverse across it even if it could be
gained ; while the east face was more broken up, and could
evidently be traversed just below the base of the final
teeth. The only trouble was the first step up from the
saddle on to the east face, which was about ten feet in
height, and required a little delicate balancing. Above
this there was no difficulty in climbing up to the foot of
the teeth, and on to the top of the centre one which was
the highest. The first and second teeth were found to be
the culminating points of a thin flake of rock, while the
outer tooth was simply a few loose boulders resting on the
edge of a second flake which overlapped the first on its
east side. We built a very small stone man on the top of
the middle tooth; but did not visit the outer one as the
boulders seemed to be too unstable.

Returning to the saddle, a tempting and obvious
traverse was followed westward across the face of the main
cliff. This, in a short time, took us to the right-hand edge
of a shallow gully running up to the sky-line. We climbed
up this edge, over easy but interesting rocks for some
distance, and then traversed into the head of the gully.
This was immediately left by a somewhat awkward step
into an easy boulder-filled branch gully to the right which
took us up on to the summit plateau at a point only about
ten yards east from the cairn, which was reached at three
oclock. The height of the rocks from the foot of the big



88 The Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal.

slab to the summit is about 650 feet, and the climb took
two and a quarter hours.

The following important points now forced themselves
upon us for solution. \We had an eight-miles walk in front
of us, only three hours of daylight, no lantern, and we were
exceedingly hungry. \We therefore treated the summit with
scant courtesy, and at once descended to the Dee by the
easy shoulder west of Coire Brochain ; and on reaching the
river at-four o’clock, had a rest of half an hour for afternoon
tea. A bee line was then struck across the lower slopes of
Cairn Toul, and the Dee was again encountered just beyond
a very conspicuous transverse moraine mound which crosses
the floor of the valley like a railway embankment. On
reaching the river, two of the party walked through it at
once; but the other two, disliking its appearance and
apparently forgetting the fact that rivers usually increase
in volume the further they are followed from their source,
kept on the right bank vainly endeavouring to find an easy
crossing. The reason they gave was that the walking on
the right bank was much better than that on the left bank.
They did not explain how they were in a position to say
so, but it was evident that the alleged superiority of their
path vanished at the instant that it dawned on them that
the river was really getting too formidable. Unfortunately
for the spectators on the left bank, they crossed without
untoward incident.

The walk homewards to Derry Lodge in the rapidly
gathering twilight, down Glen Dee and over the pass into
the Lui Beg, was delightful. Behind us Braeriach had put
on a mantle of dank grey mist, which curled over the face
of Coire Brochain and reminded us of the evening mists on
the Red Coolin, while on our left the steep slopes of Ben
Muich Dhui rose grandly up to a fringe of rock reddened
with the last rays of the setting sun. Darkness descended
as we were crossing the pass into the Lui Beg. In front
the outlines of the hills were being rapidly lost in the
approaching night, and behind us the graceful outline of
Beinn Bhrotain and Monadh Mor silhouetted in deepest
indigo against an amber sky was superb.
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NOTES REGARDING PREVIOUS CLIMBS IN COIRE BROCHAIN.

10th September 1898.— West Gully—Messrs A. Fraser and A. W.
Russell climbed the large gully to the west of ‘the central buttress.
They found it to consist of a scree slope and slabs, with steep rocks
at the top, which were, however, not of any great difficulty.

sth April 1901.—FEast Gully—Messrs ]J. Drummond, T. Gibson,
and A. W. Russell climbed the gully to the east of the central buttress
in winter conditions. There were no pitches visible, and an easy exit
was found at the top on the west side, where the summit plateau was
reached a short distance east of the Braeriach Pinnacle.

Easter 1908. — Central Buttress Gully— This was climbed by
Messrs W. N. Ling and H. Raeburn in winter conditions, see S.#.C./.,
Vol. X,, p. 150. Their route was the same as ours up the slab and
the small chimney, but from the head of the latter they climbed up
the gully to the right leading to the saddle behind the Braeriach
Pinnacle. The climb was on snow throughout, and Raeburn described
the climb as having been somewhat risky on account of the danger
of avalanches.
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A NEW YEAR'S DREAM.
By T. FRASER S. CAMPBELL.

To exploit a new story, or even to find a new audience for
an old one, is a task almost as difficult as to create a new
climb. I have Ling’s authority for the growing difficulty
of the latter, though he admits having achieved the feat
last summer in Ross-shire, always with that modesty which
clings to him as mist clings to a wettermantel, and which
is the attribute of all great craftsmen. Now, the story
I have in mind, the story of the Man from Kilmarnock, is
a very old one, possibly a true one; but, as our first
President once said to me, “all good stories are true.”
He might perhaps have added that all true ones are old.
A man once popped his head into a crowded railway
carriage and shouted, “Is there anyone here from Kilmar-
nock?” On receiving from an unobtrusive person in a
corner seat a reply that he was of that persuasion, the
intruder softly proceeded, “ Then lend me your corkscrew.”
In the same spirit, if a man from Glasgow is asked if he
knows Loch Katrine, he is supposed—I say advisedly
supposed—to reply that he does, but that he always dilutes
it with whatever may be his favourite brand (the name and
attributes of which may perhaps be recorded on the covers
of some future issue of the Journal). Now, the relevancy
of these stories may not at first be apparent, but they are
introduced to explain the subsequent behaviour of Goggs.
As students of the earlier numbers of our Journal/ may
discover for themselves, with or without the aid of the
Index, I was myself, at one time, a very constant attender
at the Meets, and [ may even claim to have been an actor,
in however humble a degree, in some of the historic doings
of the Club; but circumstances have conspired to keep me
a stranger to all but one or two Meets during the past
fifteen years. However, time and place according, I was
enabled to be present, though for one night only, at the
recent New Year Meet at Tarbet. We were a happy little
party there, on the opening night. The big crowd had not
yet arrived, so there were just six of us, and two were men
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from Glasgow. After dinner we had discussed the Celtic
race and its distribution throughout the world, and the man
from Crianlarich had proved beyond dispute that the
Bretons were really Irish; the Irish, Welsh; the Welsh
probably Bretons, and the Scottish Highlanders certainly
the finest people in the world. We had then discussed
the exact signification of mealls, beinns, sgurrs, cruachs,
stobs, stacs, cnocs, creags, cairns, &c., whence we made an
easy traverse to the Cobbler, which was apparently to be
the piéce de resistance of the morrow; and the difficulties
having been canvassed of the “right-angled "—or is it the
“three-cornered ” >—gully on the face of the Cobbler himself,
the feasibility was considered of a successful assault on the
rhomboidal wart on the neck of Jean.

A little after ten we all retired to bed, without anyone
having “touched the bell for the waiter”—a point of
subsequent importance; and seven o'clock the next
morning found us at breakfast, and listening to the rain
coming down in the old, old way.

And this is where Goggs comes in. One of the men
from Glasgow, in fact the writer of these lines, had just
propounded the question, “Where is Ben Sennacher?”
The question seems a harmless one, but on the faces of
the other five was clearly suggested the thought that
“our poor friend is not quite himself this morning,” and
then Goggs arrived—dripping : the question was repeated
to him: “Where is Ben Sennacher?” At first the
editorial nostrils twitched as scenting copy from afar, but
a glance at the others sufficed, and he suggested soothingly
that I had probably mixed up Loch Vennacher, or Loch
Katrine, or other things—an implication which those
who have followed this narrative so far, will see to be
demonstrably absurd. Mais tout comprendre cest tout
pardonner. Goggs is a man who always gets up at four
—he says he likes it; except upon the rare occasions
when he does not get to bed until five, when he has been
known to lie as late as six. On this occasion he had left
Edinburgh at the convivial hour of 4.30 A.M. and had
arranged to meet Goodeve and Ling at Arrochar Station
at 7.4, all ready for the fray. But these two worthies
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were not there; they were, in fact, in the hotel, debating
the point as to whether climbing under such conditions
were a hobby, or merely a crime. At this point Goggs
had arrived—dripping: but there was thunder in his eye
as he bore them off, and I saw them no more. But with
Goggs, as I have said, tout comprendre c'est tout pardonner,
and we remain good friends, as is evidenced by the
inclusion of this paper in the pages of the Journal.

The fact is that in the night I had dreamed a dream,
and in it someone, I .know not who, had pointed to a hill
rising peak above peak till it touched the very heavens, and
he had cried to me, “Yonder is Ben Sennacher.” It was
a dream—but what are dreams?

Thursday had been a wretched day but as the afternoon
train to Tarbet dragged its slow length along the upper
reaches of the Gareloch the mists rolled away, pale stars
twinkled in a frosty sky, and the black hills, dotted here
and there with the lights of scattered dwellings, were
faithfully reflected in the glassy waters, the moon sailed
out from her harbour of clouds, and as, after losing sight
of Loch Long for a few miles, we swept once more within
its ken, I saw far below us the lights of Arrochar. I could
just make out, across the loch, the snow-flecked tops of
the Cobbler and some of his cronies. But alas! as in the
morning I turned my backward steps along the same
route, the world was steeped again in impenetrable mist,
and my beautiful dreams were gone.

“They had folded their tents like the Arabs,
And as silently stolen away.”

But what are dreams but memories? And what are
memories but dreams? And what is our New Index, to
some at least of us, but a Register of Dreams? Do I
not dream when I close my eyes and see through the mists
two figures sitting on a steep snow-slope on the foot hills
of Cruachan ; one is myself, the other a future President of
the S.M.C.? suddenly my companion disappears from my
side, revolving rapidly downwards on his own axis, while
his own axe is pursuing the same course, but far below
him? Do [ dream when I see our subsequent path traced
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in faint points of blood starring the perfect whiteness of the
snow, grim testimony of the unequal contest during the
descent of naked fingers with the icy crystals of the slope? *

Again I see myself some years later (New Year Meet,
1905) with the same comparion, now the President, on
the summit of Beinn a’ Bhuiridh. I have left him to survey
one of the gullies, the scene of a former climb with W. R.
Lester, and turning back I find myself lost in the mist,
but a loud and continuous whistling out of the darkness
guides my wandering footsteps back to the path, and we
descend the hill in safety and together.

Is it in a dream that I sit on the summit of Ben Lui
on the afternoon of a day at the very end of December,
with two companions—one of them another future President
—and look down upon a vast and level sea of cloud a
thousand feet below, and stretching for miles towards the
west, while the setting sun paints in glorious colours the
summits of the surrounding hills? 4

Are they but dreams, these dear, dead days, some of
them before the birth of our Club, when in twos and threes,
and sometimes by the half-dozen, we sheltered at “snug
Dalmally,” or spent the tedious hours of the night in dimly-
lighted, slowly-moving trains, just for one brief but glorious
day among the hills; days of brilliant sunshine, or days of
wind and snow ; days when we completed well within the
scheduled time the purpose of our quest; days when we
had to scamp our work, and race ingloriously for miles to
throw ourselves panting into the last train for home just
as the bell had rung, and the throbbing engine was waiting
to be slipped? But wet or fine, bright or dark, they are
now all transmuted by the glorious alchemy of time into
memories of pure delight. And there are worse memories
than those of many a merry meal within a Highland inn.

So what does it matter whether there is a Ben Sennacher,
or where it is? It is but another of my dreams, and—

“We are such stuff
As dreams are made of, and our little life
Is rounded with a sleep.”

* Journal, Vol. ., p. 240 (“ Note”).
t Journal, Vol. 1., p. 207, “ Ben Lui.”
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HALF HOURS IN THE CLUB LIBRARY.

1. “Prospects and Observations on a Tour in England
and Scotland, Natural, Economical, and Literary.
By Thomas Newte, Esq. London, 1791.”

2. “Three Successive Tours in the North of England and
Great Part of Scotland, interspersed with Descrip-
tions of the Scenes they presented, and Occasional
Observations on the State of Society, and the
Manners and Customs of the People. By Henry
Skrine, Esq., of Warley in Somersetshire. London,

1795.”

By S. A. GILLON.

AT the close of the eighteenth century two English
gentlemen of good position made a thorough examination
of Scotland. Mr Skrine was Squire of Warley in Somer-
setshire; Mr Newte tells us that he is a landholder, and
he appears to have been a Devonian. Both had more
than the usual smattering of Latin scholarship, and both
had travelled. @ Mr Newte refers to basaltic rocks on
Sunda as if he had seen them himself, and evidently
knew his “Continent” more than superficially, and Mr
Skrine had travelled widely. Both write in the pompous,
rather colourless style that one associates with the writings
of Samuel Smiles or Dr Wm. Smith of Classical Dictionary
fame. Mr Skrine never, Mr Newte rarely, indulges in
humour. Both are interested in agriculture, commerce,
land-tenure, architecture, planting, and scenery. The kind
of scenery that appeals to them is that round Kelso and
Crieff.

There is much mention of gentlemen’s seats, elegant
grounds, &c. Not that they are insensible to the ruder
wilds of the Highlands, but approval ceases in Breadalbane
west of Killin, and only reappears at Dalmally. Glen
Croe and Glencoe occasion much rich writing, of which
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[ shall give specimens, in which “stupendous precipices,”
“horrid gloom,” “ chaos,” &c., are freely used.

There is also one surprising trait common to both.
Nowhere is there a sneer at Scotland or Scotsmen. If
anything, we feel embarrassed at the compliments paid
us, and we certainly ought to be gratified at the deep and
genuine interest which Scotland roused in these worthy
gentlemen. It has been said of an eminent Scottish
judge that if he was not actually a great lawyer he was
a gentleman, and was thereby enabled to deal out even
justice with dignity. Here, it must be admitted, there is
none of the personal frankness of Bozzy, or the splendour
of Johnson. What would one not give for a little ease
interposed amid fishing statistics or a scheme for settling
half-pay officers on farms—something of the flavour of
Bozzy's carouse at Corriechatachan? But that is not in
our authors’ line. It is all deadly earnest with them, and
accordingly the tone of this article will miss its aim if it
is not equally serious.

Mr Newte was the first invader. He entered Scotland
at Gretna Green early in June of 1785, and made his way
to Glasgow by Annan, Dumfries, Moffat, Douglas, Lanark,
Hamilton, and Bothwell. He was struck by the wretched
poverty of the people, which was in glaring contrast to
the conditions he had left in Cumberland. The Merse
seems to have been poorly tilled as far as the outskirts of
Dumfries. It astonished him to see women in “huggers,”
sort of footless stockings, and he remarks with solemn
humour that this explains satisfactorily the custom of the
bride and bridegroom having their feet washed just before
marriage. The people were sallow, thin, and undersized.
The lack of trees gave him grave concern, and he would
like to have seen fewer sheep and more black cattle on
the uplands between Moffat and Douglas. Elvanfoot Inn
supplied good wine, but otherwise he sums it up in the
following quotation :—

“Wou’d Heaven, to punish some abandon’d wretch,
Push the dread vengeance to its utmost stretch,
Let him, in cold October’s wintry storm,
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Where sullen heaths the sulky hills deform,
To bleak Drumlanrig* on a hack repair,
Deluged with floods of rain, and shelter there ;
Or should this cursed doom be too severe,
Let the vile miscreant find a refuge here.”

His pen becomes obstreperous at the sight of Corra
Linn.

“It boils up from the caverns which itself has formed as if
it were vomited out of the lower regions. The horrid and
incessant din unnerves and overcomes the heart. It is ‘as if
wearied Nature were going to general wreck.’”

The reflection is recorded that waterfalls are more interest-
ing than—

“those outrageous appearances that are formed by storms when
unresisted by rocks or land in the troubled ocean. In the sea
water rolls heavily on water without offering to our view any
appearance of snkherent impetuosity.”

Glasgow, which then had a population of about 50,000,
made a very great impression on him, and he details its
rum and cotton trades, its cathedral, eleven kirks, circuit
Court of Justiciary, and college, fully, and pays a tribute to
the famous names of Smith, Reid, &c.

Once again a touch of humour creeps in as he describes
a cunning device to evade the strict Sabbath observance
rules. The public-houses being closed and watched, resort
was sometimes had to corrupt elders under pretence of
seeking spiritual guidance and communing with them.
The elders then held a shebeen instead of a conventicle,
and the party broke up “sufficiently replenished, it must
be owned, with the spirit.”

After a visit to Paisley “on the beautiful Cart” and
Crookstone Castle, Mr Newte enters the Highlands by
Dumbarton and the Loch Lomond military road. He
waited two days at Tarbet to climb the Ben, a sign of
grace on his part, but his “Majesty” (sic) remained
buried in mist and unclimbed by Mr Newte, and so
the journey proceeded by *“the gloomy avenue” and

* The Duke of Queensberry’s seat.
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Rest and be Thankful to Inverary, where he finds trees
and herrings. Cladich, Kilchurn (contrasted unfavourably
with the charming residence of Taymouth), Dalmally, Ben
Awe follow, and he reaches Oban. Apparently the road
was at one point 1,000 feet above Loch Awe, and the
descent to the loch most precipitous. It sounds incredible.

Oban takes him by storm. Here is the heaven-built
port of the west; and it occasions a long digression on
fisheries, salt, the trade in which was much hampered then,
dockyards, &c. It was a gift of prophecy on the part of
our author, for there was then one vile public-house and
only three tolerable houses in the village.

The route now lay northwards by the Falls of Connel
and Benderloch and Appin to Ballachulish and Glencoe—

“on each side of which are the most tremendous precipices I
ever beheld in any part of the world. It blew a storm. Some-
times the craggy mountains were hid in black clouds, and at
others, visible through the mist, which served to aggravate the
gloom of this awful place, and render it truly horrible. This
seemed a fit scene for the massacre of 1691, which leaves a stain
on the memory of King William, or that of his ministers, or on
both. . . . It was evidently formerly a forest.”

The night is passed in company of drovers at Kings-
house. Small wonder that he calls it a “cursed place”
when he leaves by the Devil’s Staircase for Fort William
next morning.

Our author now gets into the kittle subject of removals,
clearings, mergings, sheep runs, annual tacks. He laments
the tacksmen gone in numbers to the New World, quotes
Goldsmith, and casts doubt on the reliance placed on
written titles alone in a country where custom has played
so great a part for centuries.

Inverness was now his goal, and to it he went, stopping
at Spean Bridge, Achnacarrie, Foyers, Glengarry, and Fort
Augustus. The view of Castle Urquhart with the loch in
the foreground pleased him most.

He does not fail to see that a canal from Loch
Linnhe to Inverness is feasible and desirable. At Inver-
ness he notes the purity of the English accent and prefers

LXVIIL C
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it to that of Aberdeen, and he records that the people in the
mountains of Ross are /less fanatical than those of the
“ plains and cities” of easter Ross!

The rest of the tour is by the province of Moray, the
plantations of Darnaway, affording him particular satisfac-
tion with their 12,000,000 trees, to Banff, Fraserburgh, and
Aberdeen. Cawdor Castle was then a ruin. I don’t give
details, but everything is seen and appraised judiciously
from Sweyno’s stone to the Bullers of Buchan.

Fraserburgh apparently possessed a bailie of remarkable
powers. He lived to be eighty-eight and died in 1783,
in spite of the fact that he got drunk #wice @ day on raw
whisky or gin. He ate heartily, but took no exercise. He
enjoyed excellent health.

““The people of Aberdeen are well-informed, polite, hospitable,
cheerful, gay, and great lovers of music.”

He attributes the enlightenment and advanced views of
Aberdonians to direct contact with London by sea, and
seclusion from the humdrum Scottish point of view. I
hazard a guess that Mr Newte was a Whig of the Romilly-
Bentham brand, but he never gives himself away beyond
expressing a detestation of rotten burghs and entails, and
an unwearied advocacy of long leases or leases for life.

His route south is by Stonehaven, Bervie, Montrose,
Glamis—

“‘the whole of which castle seems well calculated for the perpetra-
tion of the horrid deed which Shakespeare has recorded—”

and Coupar Angus to Perth. The bridge just then com-
pleted over the Tay cost £25,000 apparently, and was
partly defrayed out of a Government grant. Perth and
the neighbouring proprietors and manufacturers come in
for eulogy, especially Lord Kinnoull, and I need scarcely
say that Luncarty and his Lordship’s illustrious progenitor
are not omitted.

“Strathern is fuller of gentlemen’s seats than any district of
equal extent in Scotland,”

so we shall leave Mr Newte in clover busy noting the
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points of every mansion from Dunira, to Abercairny and
shall skip a dissertation on Ardoch, Mons Graupius, and
the roads and camps of Strathmore, and bring him to his
paradise—the country watered by the Devon. There there
were no big estates, but, on the contrary, a great many
small properties of from £20 to £200 value per annum.

“The master and mistress of those happy families are seen
every week going to market, to Perth, Culross, Alloa, Dunblane,
&c. &c., in which places their sons and daughters are placed in
boarding and grammar schools for their education.

“Thus a pleasing and beneficial intercourse is kept up between
the inland and mountains, and the low and maritime country:
and thus the gods of the hills are at peace with the gods of the
plains.

“The whole is a pleasing picture of pastoral scenery and
pastoral life.”

The Highlands left behind, he reviews that race
and quotes an interesting passage from Dr Alexander
Cunningham, the tutor and friend of John, Duke of
Argyle, which space forbids me to include in this article,
but which is well worth reading. Then he discusses the
Union of the two Parliaments in 1707, and considers that
England got very well out of an awkward situation, and
that had Scotland fared better at Darien, she would have
been a formidable rival. The common people of Scotland
were the greatest gainers by the Union, for they became
heirs of the British Empire and got rid of the cruel yoke
of feudalism.

Mr Newte visits Stirling, Edinburgh, where his pen
moves briskly and sanely, and passes out by Kelso and
Coldstream over a beautiful bridge which excites the
remark that in general the Scotch bridges are superior
to those of England. And so with many thanks we
part from our wordy but worthy guide, philosopher, and
friend.

Mr Skrine must have been a relation, or educated at
the same school, or one or other must be a plagiarist,
for his two excursions into Scotland cover much the same
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ground as that of Mr Newte, and excite similar reflections.
He is a trifle more aristocratic, but still an “enlightened
progressive.” His sojournings at “the seats of the
mighty ” (his visiting list was unexceptionable) do not
dim the keenness of his eye for observing the humble.
He is pained by the poverty of the Lowland rustic, and
contrasts him with the brawny Highlander, and sees little
except Drumlanrig and the oak forest of Enterkin to
delight the eye, before the Falls of Clyde have their usual
effect on him.

His first tour was in 1787 and took him by Annan,
Dumfries, Sanquhar, Wanlockhead, Douglas, Lanark,
Hamilton, and Bothwell to Glasgow, thence by Dum-
barton to Tarbet. Loch Lomond gave him genuine
pleasure, while Glencroe elicited the following :—

““ Encompassed by mountains inaccessible to human footsteps
on which the eagle alone builds his nest.”

Some sheep are “awfully disposed,” not in their evil
interiors, but on the crags. In short, Mr Skrine is to be
congratulated on getting to the top, and he should have
got a better reward than the discomfort and dirt of
Cairndow, especially as he hadn’t had a decent inn except
in Glasgow since reaching Scotland. With the further
exception of Tyndrum he has to wait till he reaches Edin-
burgh to secure real comfort in hotels. He would like to
transplant Drumlanrig to the site occupied by Inverary, and
little more of interest is mentioned except the striking bad-
ness of the road between Dalmally and Tyndrum, and a
spurious and impudent claim of the latter to be the
highest dwelling-house in Scotland ; and the man who
had just left Wanlockhead and Leadhills was inclined to
believe it! Pennant had started the absurd idea on a still
sillier theory based on the fact that the Tay rose close
to the Lochy. This uncertainty about heights should not,
however, surprise us. Even in the 1st and 2nd Statistical
Accounts some extraordinary altitudes are forthcoming.
There is probably no reader of the Journa/ who has not
seen “ Ben Attow, 4,000 feet,” in maps and atlases as late
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as the eighties.* In addition to this hill Mr Newte has
some more wonderful figures in his Appendix. Ben Nevis
is given fairly enough at 4,350 feet high, but overtopped by
(1) St Kilda (on the authority of the parish minister of that
remote isle), 5,400 feet, (2) Ingleborough, and (3) Whern-
side in Yorkshire (on the authority of Sir Charles Suck-
burgh and others), both over 5,250 feet.

Vile roads down the Dochart spun out the whole day
on the way to Killin, whence the road on the south
side of the “second Windermere” took him to the com-
forts and elegancies of Taymouth. Let no one suppose
he missed the Fortingal yew or the Latin tablet to
General Wade at Aberfeldy. Suffice it to say that he
reached Blair, and, the season being advanced, returned to
England by easy stages, visiting Dunkeld, Perth, Rumbling
Brig, Castle Campbell, Stirling, and Edinburgh. Stirling
Castle with its noble view and superb buildings was quite
spoilt for him owing to the meanness of the streets and the
filthiness of its indwellers. He had a bad taste in his
mouth till the greater horrors of Falkirk and Linlithgow
made Stirling delectable by comparison. The nasty effect
of Linlithgow was cured by a visit to Hopetoun and
Dalmeny, and by the conquering charms of Edinburgh.
George Street, the Squares, Princes Street, the North
Bridge, Adam’s new Register House, Heriot’s Hospital,
Holyrood, the Castle, and much else drew from him
flattering encomiums and sent him out of Scotland at
Lamberton delighted with his visit and determined to
complete his travels.

His second visit was paid in 1793, and consisted in a
journey from Alnwick to Edinburgh by Coldstream and
Soutra, and a careful inspection of Fife, including Falkland
and St Andrews. No ordinary tourist can write interest-
ingly about Dundee, or the rich alluvial soil of the Carse
of Gowrie, or the everyday sights that meet the wayfarer
who passes the round towers of Brechin and Abernethy,
the mean ruins that disfigure the grand site of Dunnottar,

* The legend still flourishes ; it appears in a school text-book dated
ig10 and issued by a well-known Scottish firm.—ED.
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or, one would think, the village of Laurencekirk. But our
author can! The Squire of Warley mounts his Pegasus
and indites the following ode to Lord Gardenstone :—

“ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF LORD GARDENSTONE.

““Where empty grandeur seeks a pompous grave,
And scutcheon’d pride adorns the trophied hearse,
In solemn order plumes are taught to wave,
And venal bards diffuse the hireling verse.

“Far other rites, in nature’s rude array,
To thee, O letterd Gardenstone, belong ;
To thee a stranger tunes the sadd’ning lay,
While all Kincardine joins the mournful song.

“ Patron of arts, of industry the friend,
The busy loom advanc’d at thy command,
Fair Peace was bade her blessings to extend,
And smiling Plenty deck’d this rescued land.

“ Where naked heaths in desert aspect frown’d,
Now with each vernal flow’r the garden glows ;

While at thy call the peasants rang’d around,

And in gay form the new-built village rose.

“What though, obedient to stern nature’s call,
Thy sinking frame obey’d the gen’ral doom !
Neé’er shall oblivion all thy works enthrall,
Such active virtues soar beyond the tomb.

“ Revolving years in time’s increase shall show
Thy gen’rous plans adorned with just success ;
With grateful ardour future bards shall glow,
And rising swains their patron’s bounty bless.  H. S.”

We are now reversing Mr Newte’s journey, and Mr
Skrine is becoming prosier and prosier. But much can
be forgiven him for calling Buchan a *“deplorable penin-
sula.” The view from Forres to Caithness, Sutherland, and
the Sutors charmed him, and the naval advantages of the
Cromarty Firth did not escape him. And so on he marches,
opulent, good-natured, appreciative, leisurely through a
“ profusion of gentlemen’s seats to Inverness, and down the
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great ¢ Gleann na-h-Alba’ to ¢ Maryborough,” overshadowed
by the ¢ Atlas of Great Britain.’”

He has only one trial before him—to cross Corrieyairich,
and a serious business he finds it among mountains
“capped with eternal snows.” Thence he goes south by
Drumochter, Blair, and Dunkeld, to the Crieff district, and
on to Glasgow, Paisley, Hamilton, Edinburgh, the border
Abbeys, Hawick, and Langholm, says the right thing
about one and all, and no doubt regains his own elegant
seat—to wit, Warley in Somerset—where, let us hope, he
lived happily ever afterwards.
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A WET DAY ON GARBH BHEINN OF
ARDGOUR.

By H. W. HOEK.

LAsST Easter time it was my good fortune to be present at
the Meet of the Club. And the gods of Scottish weather
favoured the stranger who in three days experienced the
three possible conditions of the atmosphere—heavy wind,
pouring rain, and wind combined with snow and rain.

It was under the second of these conditions that, on
Easter Sunday, six of us climbed Garbh Bheinn. Heaven
was especially merciful on this day in presenting us, morn-
ing and eve, with a lively gale in order to relieve any
possible dulness we might have felt during the crossing
from Ballachulish to Inversanda and back. On the return
journey we were lucky indeed in discovering a yachtsman
among our party, for he steered the small overloaded motor
boat splendidly through the waves. As to the boatman
himself, I am afraid that he would have steered rather
down than home.

A tramp of about a mile and a half brought us up
lovely Glen Tarbert to the opening of the Coire an Iubhair
Valley. For nearly two hours we walked up this beautiful
old glacier valley. As far as I understood, it is a typical
Scottish glen of the more lovely kind. Bracken, mosses,
colours, burn, the typical U shape, and most of all the
pouring rain, brought home to my mind fond memories of
similar tours in Norway. Only the dark hollies on the
river banks were a feature new to me.

As the maps show, and as reports had it, a big and
steep coire is embedded in our ben’s north-western flanks.
I implicitly believe this fact although I did not see it with
my own eyes. Somewhere near the centre of this coire a
fine rocky ridge is said to lead the enchanted climber
directly to the top of Garbh Bheinn. Another still more
beautiful but also much more difficult ridge is found on the
northern side, “ Pinnacle Ridge ” it is called, and its rocky
towers occasionally loomed through the mist. With their
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moisture-laden walls spectrally heightened by the well-
known Scottish atmospheric ph