Jay Hunt

Let me tell you a story about a man I met one day

‘Twas on a frosty pathway, and he said his name was Jay

And Jay was made most welcome by all our Ramblers Group

Especially when we found out he made lovely home-made soup

That was how we met Jay Hunt, and he became our friend

And soon he would be starting the long hard “Jay walk” trend

His trademark was his long wax coat, and rucksack fit for a mule

Containing his flask of homemade stew, and folding camping stool

Now we had lots of fun and laughs, and great adventures too,

Like when we went to Braemar, to walk the Lairig Ghru

We set off in the sunshine in shorts and Factor 25

But at the top in a blizzard, it was please let us survive

He took on many projects, like his Antonine walk pathway

And tried to get a football pitch where all the Croy kids could play

Then there was his snoring, for that he was renowned

And many a youth hosteller would come to dread that sound

Chairman Jay will be sadly missed by Monklands Ramblers Board,

But we have all these happy memories safely noted and stored

So we will not be long sad Jay, in that I put my trust

As I know you’ve gone ahead to do the last long recce for us.

See you at the end Jay
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