Jay Hunt – tribute stories 
I received an email last week from one of our club members which said “The first time my son met Jay he said to me "I thought the Chairman of Monklands Ramblers would have been a posh character!" but Jay was Jay, sadly missed but never forgotten.....even his coat was a legend, just like him.
When Jay started hillwalking in 1994 he had that long green wax coat which he wore for many years before it sadly fell to bits.  One club member called it a Dulux coat – one coat covered all.  

Many club weekends away were enjoyed to places like Ullapool, Knoydart, Gairloch, Inchnadamph and the isles of Barra and Rum.  On the Isle of Rum weekend away we had booked two dormitory rooms, male and female you would think, no snorers and non-snorers.  One of the girls had come along, her first weekend away with the club and in the middle of the night there seemed to be a competition who snored the loudest.  She must have won as Jay put all the lights on in the room, woke everyone up, gave the girl a shake,  and then complimented her by saying “gonnae stop snoring, your making a noise like an auld sow and keeping everyone awake” – absolutely classic, considering a few years before a stranger in a hostel said to Jay – “are you staying here tonight again” – Jay said no we are moving on today” the man said “just as well cause if you were staying  I was going.  On another occasion a minister of the cloth was in danger of giving up his faith as his patience and lack of sleep had worn him out by the next morning.
At a Xmas party night away at Newtonmore, there was a gathering in one of the rooms before dinner but unfortunately on the way out Jay was accidentally locked in the room as it is believed he went to the toilet and fell asleep but he always denied this.  Anyway one of the men came down and said “you better get up to that room Jay is banging to get let out he is going to break the door down” not a happy chappy as he thought we had done it deliberately,  Honest we never, he just had a wee dram too many on that occasion.   Dinner that night was served at 7.30 but later in the evening at 11 Jay had forgotten and asked when was he getting fed - next morning at breakfast someone said “Jay what did you have for your dinner – blank look and wee smirk he said – em………..Chicken.

Jay once got stopped for speeding which was very unfortunate as most of the vehicles he purchased over the years didn’t seem to do more than 30mph.  The traffic police said “can I have your name sir” – he said James Hunt, the traffic cop said, aye right James Hunt the racing driver what’s your name, he said it is James Hunt -  the two police officers couldn’t keep a straight face as they handed him a £60 fine unlike Jay who was not amused.

pto……
Jay was in my kitchen once and noticed I had a bottle of evening primrose oil capsules.  He said “oh do you take them as well” I explained  they were a supplement that women take.  No he said they are oil any oil is good for you.  Not content with my explanation he asked Anne later and she told him the same thing.  On the next club walk Allan Ward said to him – Jay there is something different about you today – what do you mean – Allan lovingly touched his face and said “its your skin its nice and soft have you been taking some kind of oil” – oh  dear he knew I had been telling.

All Jay’s friends at Monklands Ramblers have many happy memories.  Lots of walks, ceilidh dances and let’s not forget his love of planning long distance expeditions, in 1994 the West Highland Way, the following year The Lairig Ghru in the Cairngorms, Glenfinnan to Inverie in Knoydart and more recently Corrour to Dalwhinnie.  The most dangerous part of the Cairngorm trip was everyone clinging on to each other in the back of Jay’s van when he drove uphill, as the doors had to be held shut with a piece of string.
I would like to say to all of Jay’s family and his partner Anne, remember how much he was loved and respected, a kind hearted loveable character, I am sure everyone here at some time has had a kitchen or bathroom fitted, a door fixed anything he could help you with.  Even last Easter when Jay was feeling unwell he drove up to Ullapool on his own as he had offered to take our luggage in his van.   But you don’t need me to tell you all this just look around at the number of people here today.  God bless you Jay you will be missed so very much.
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