GLENFINNAN TO INVERIE, KNOYDART

· expedition, adventure or just aff ma heed

(Friday 21 May to Monday 24 May 2004)

Jay had wanted to do this walk for a number of years but as it involved one night camping I certainly was never keen, I love the outdoors but not to that extent, but in a moment of madness I said “OK I’ll go” - the following is MY VERSION of events.

Day 1 - Friday 21 May 2004 (9 miles)

Left home at 8.15am instead of 7.00am (that was the first timing that was out as you will see from the rest of the story).

We arrived at Glenfinnan on a glorious sunny day, eventually found a pub at Lochailort to have something to eat, the last supper as I called it, fish and chips and a fresh orange and lemonade to set us up for the rest of the day.  Parked the car at Glenfinnan train station, by the time we were ready to start at 2.00pm there was a shower for about five minutes and that was the only rain we saw for the rest of the weekend.

First obstacle for me was the rucksack, carrying extra clothes, shoes, food and a sleeping bag I couldn’t even lift my rucksack off the ground, Jay had to lift it on for me, I bet he wished he had a £1 for every time he had to do that as we had plenty of stops over the next two days to give the shoulders a break.

Walked down towards and under the viaduct onto a really good path, getting used to the rucksack, very warm now, a few people on the track going different ways so it was quite busy.  A man called Alan came up to me and gave me his phone number (it happens to me all the time by the way) - told me his dad had lost his digital camera which was in a green plastic bag and if we found it on our walk could we phone him.  I thought he probably had no chance but Jay stumbled across it about four hours later in the middle of a rough piece of ground so he was very lucky.

We now had a steady climb up to the bealach, it was very warm so had a few stops.  Once at the top it was a muddy path going down.  I found this part quite difficult.  Because of the weight of the rucksack and the mud I slipped and felt myself rolling down the hill but managed to get to my feet again.    After what seemed a long way down we saw Strathan in the distance.  Time just flies by and unfortunately it was getting late (about 9.00pm) so we decided to find a suitable place to camp for the night before it got too dark.  The next part was a typical J walk - Jay decided to go through a piece of ground which turned out to be very spongy wet ground, the kind I disappear down, our feet were soaking, I was not amused, eventually managed to get out of it only to find we could have cut through the forest on what is commonly known as a TRACK.   Aagh!!

We had hoped to walk further but after getting soaked I’d had enough for one day.  Mr Camper set up the tent for the night so about 9.45pm I was in my sleeping bag with a Morgans and lemonade.  A couple of these would knock me out and no matter what Jay says I did not drink most of it - my one small bottle of lemonade to his 3 cans of coke, I rest my case.

Day 2 - Saturday 22 May - Strathan to Inverie, Knoydart (17 miles)

 I woke about 5am feeling quite cold, dozed off again by which time the sun had started to shine so I soon heated up.  Oh well time for breakfast, the sandwiches I had made up had no appeal to me so I had some nuts and raisins and a drink of water.  Its amazing what little food you can survive on, we both threw our sandwiches away and only had nuts, raisins, fruit and a couple of cereal bars - so I knew I would enjoy my dinner that night when we arrived at Knoydart hopefully by Jay’s anticipated time of 7pm (that would give us plenty of time to get changed and go for a nice meal and a couple of drinks - that is what should have happened, its nice to dream, reality was not like that at all).

Started walking at 9.00am, the first part was very pleasant, lovely track, the weather was great.  I said to Jay at this point, “if I thought the track was going to be like this all the way then I would be OK” he replied “well as far as I know it is apart from the wee hill at the end” - you would think after being on this planet for 45 years I would have learned never to listen to what a man had to say.  Wee hill indeed.

About 20 people walked passed us - they were all going to climb Munros - I was beginning to wonder why no-one was going on our walk, stupid girl!  We came across a sign just after Glendessary pointing up to the right, so we had to start a gradual climb again.  And so we plodded on for what seemed like hours, going up and down and very muddy in places but not too difficult, as I said it was the rucksack that made it a hard walk.

At 4pm (we had now been walking for seven hours so I was feeling knackered) we met a man and woman coming towards us going to climb Munros, the man actually stayed in Inverie so when he found out that’s where we were heading he said “and when are you hoping to get there” I said between 7 and 8pm, he was shaking his head and said “no way, you won’t see Inverie until at least 10pm - funny but Jay seemed to be steadily walking away from me for some strange reason as he said to the man “surely not we’ve only to get to Sourlies Bothy and up and over the hill” - the man said “the hill alone will take you 2 hours” no said Jay “its only a wee hill an hour should do it” - anyway by this time who do you think I believed - the man from Inverie of course.  So it was 4pm and according to him I still had to walk another 6 hours - I could have wept.

We were now on the flat again and walked passed two small lochins and we had to head towards and round Loch Nevis before the tide came in, reached Sourlies Bothy at 5pm looked very welcoming with a hammock hanging from the ceiling, another night outdoors was beginning to look quite appealing.  We were now walking on the shores of Loch Nevis, beautiful evening, stunning scenery and the sun was still shining, then I slipped and fell on the seaweed, carried on round the shore until we came to the bridge which took us to the bottom of the WEE HILL.  OK this was it we had to get up and over the hill.  We had something to eat and drink, took a deep breath and went for it.  The clouds had started to gather so I was a bit worried that it might rain but it stayed dry for us.

This is when Jay turned comedian.  I know from experience that I am faster than Jay at going up hills and he is faster coming down, he said to me “right lets go for it, if you need to stop just shout” it turned out it was him that was shouting for me to stop.  It was a very good zig zag path all the way up.  I thought about Bob Cameron when he used to go up hills he would count to 20 and stop for 10, so I counted to 60 and stopped for 10, resting in between times, (well I had to let Jay catch up didn’t I - this was the first time I had been the leader the past two days).  A man and his dog walked by us then, he was the only person we met the whole time who was actually going to Inverie - I asked him to get me a half of lager if he reached the pub before us - little did I know I wouldn’t see the pub that night.

I must admit when I saw the hill I thought it might only take an hour - the path eventually started going down at 8.15pm so it took just over 2 hours to get to the top, that man’s words came back to me “you won’t see Inverie before 10pm”.  My only worry now was that we would be walking in the dark, even although we could see the water at Inverie, we still had a long way to go.  Jay now took the lead and I tried to walk as fast as I could, I had come this far there was no way I was camping out tonight again.  When we got further down the valley and it got a bit flatter I think I must have been on autopilot, I felt like the walking dead, my legs were still going one in front of the other but my mind and the rest of my body were zombified (that’s a new hillwalking word I just made up).

It was now about 10.30pm and eventually we saw civilisation, lights in the distance, there is a God.  Nearly there, then we had to go through a forest, it was getting dark, I didn’t like this one bit, midges were having a four course meal out of me and after another half hour we heard voices, some men coming back from the pub, lucky people.  We then reached a point after the forest which I recognised, turned left and then I saw the smelly hostel where some club members stayed a couple of years ago, the way I was feeling at that moment in time staying there for the night would be like staying in the Hilton.  Jay had booked us into a new hostel which was run by an Australian called the Byre but we couldn’t find it, so he went into the smelly place to ask, the girl he spoke to didn’t seem to know.  

We both took our rucksacks off as I really felt like collapsing on the path and going to sleep.  Jay went to the building across from the smelly place and the most pleasant sound in the world, an Australian accent saying, “yep mate this is the Byre, I’ll show you where you are staying” - with my last zap of energy I lifted (for the first time, don’t tell Jay) my rucksack and ran up the path, yes ran, we had arrived - it was 11.15pm - 14 hours and 15 minutes later, slightly over Jay’s estimated arrival of 7pm.  

The hostel was spotless all brand new, our room had two bunk beds, spotlessly clean - no pub tonight, no meal, I didn’t even have a shower - I just wanted to sleep but first I had to have a cup of tea, found a toffee crisp in my rucksack and sat alone in the kitchen feeling knackered but quite chuffed with myself.  I sat and thought of al the years I have been hillwalking and although I had walked more miles - it was 26 altogether I had never in my life walked for 14 hours.  Went to our room took off my socks and collapsed.  I did say to Jay - “if your up and about in the morning don’t wake me even if its 3 in the afternoon” “aye same here”.  Amazingly I couldn’t sleep, my legs were shaking and jumping and I think there must have been about 40 midges in beside me, I really should have had that shower.

Day 3 - Sunday 23 May - Inverie - Inverie (nae miles)
Jay was up and about at 8am, I was alive, amazing, I was so hungry.  Jay went down to the village to see about breakfast.  I dozed off again.  He came back to the hostel and said they stopped serving breakfast at 10am if I wanted fed I’d better move myself (I’m being polite here).  So I thought sleep, food, sleep, food - food, food, food - I could sleep later.  Got up and had that well needed shower, looked in the mirror and stopped myself from screaming, baggy eyes down to my cheeks, cheeks red with the sun, midgy bites, God I looked gorgeous.  The shower was terrific.  I was nearly human again.

Arrived at the Pier House for breakfast, I have never scoffed a full fry up in ages.  Much to Jay’s disappointment I ate every morsel, - the sun was out it was a beautiful day, a day to relax and soak in the atmosphere, full of other hillwalkers, sat outside on the bench, where Jay scoffed six teacakes, blethered to some people as I bored them to tears about our adventure.  The rest of the day just strolled, yes strolled down to Long Beach, went to the pub had a couple of drinks and later on had a three course meal at the Pier House and a few drinks.

Day 4 - Monday 24 May - Knoydart - Mallaig - Glenfinnan - Home

It had been raining a bit during the night, but still turned out to be a lovely day - another fry up at the Pier House, I was still so hungry - ferry left at 11.00am, arrived at Mallaig about mid-day, decided to try and hitch a lift as the train didn’t leave until 4pm and there were no buses.  No-one picked us up at first so we went for a cuppa and a scone - came back out again and eventually a nice young man took pity on us and dropped us off at Glenfinnan.  I took a walk, walk did I say walk - down to the monument and took a few pictures, I had never been here before so it was lovely to see.   Stopped at Tyndrum on the way home for some more grub, would I ever stop eating.  Home about 6.00pm

Did I enjoy the walk - of course I did, it might have been a different story if the weather had been bad.  Would I do it again - come on don’t be stupid, life’s too short to repeat a walk like that again - that’s my excuse and I’m sticking to it.  Definitely an experience, I think we did well, not bad for a middle aged burd.  Jay said if he did it again he wouldn’t carry so much stuff - I think I’m washing my hair that weekend

PS:
The guy Alan whose dad lost the camera picked it up on Tuesday in Glasgow, he gave us a £30 reward.

Christine McMahon

Tuesday 25 May 2004

