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Welcome to this latest issue of Packchat, the 
magazine for and by members of Glasgow HF 
Outdoor Club.  

Packchat is only as good as the articles it contains, 
and to that end I am absolutely delighted – in this, my 
first issue as editor – to include fantastic 
contributions from John, Stephen, Frances, 
Claire/James/Paul, Jim and Alistair. Huge thanks to 
you all!  

Packchat is here, twice a year, for members’ 
contributions on all things walking, Scotland and the 
great outdoors. Do you have a favourite walk or 
climb? Packchat is your guidebook. Do you have a 
passion for trees, flowers, birdlife or wild animals? 
Packchat is your lecture theatre. Do you have a bee 
in your bonnet about environmental issues? Packchat 
is your soapbox. Are you able to pass on knowledge 
on leading walks or map-reading? Packchat is your 
hands-on guide. Are you a long-standing (or -sitting) 
member, or have you just joined? Tell fellow 
members why you joined (then or now) and what you 
enjoy about Glasgow HF Outdoor Club.  

All suggestions for articles will be – at the very least 
– considered!  

Ian Brooke 

Bidean nam Bian 01/04/2007 

 

Eighteen – or is it sixteen? – to go    
 
John Moore 
 
OK, I confess! In the winter of 2006–7, I came up with the 
idea of the Club climbing all the Munros in the ten years 
running up to the Centenary as a way to celebrate the 
event and as a focus for the Club’s walking programme. 
From the outset, the intention was to be as inclusive as 
possible and most definitely not to allow any one person 
to complete their round courtesy of the Club – hence the 
occasional weekends where more than one party climbed 
separate Munros.  
 
This was back in the days before the Club had decided to 
use the Meetup facility, but I kept a separate webpage to 
record the various summit party photographs as a record 
of what we achieved. The advent of Meetup has allowed 
us to have a ‘Photos’ page dedicated to this programme. 
This is arranged according to the sections in Munro’s 
Tables and records the date of the ascent and, where 
possible, the names of those in the group. This has not 
always been as straightforward as I had hoped, given that 
several of the images are of the ‘bunch of cagoules in a 
grey mist’ variety. At the moment, there are photographs 
for 233 of the summits climbed – much fewer than those 
we have done because the weather was just so bad or, in 
the excitement of the moment, someone forgot to take a 
snap!  
 
As I write, we only have eighteen of the original list to 
climb but, of course, this includes Sgurr nan Ceannaichean 
and Beinn a’Chlaidheimh, both of which were 
subsequently demoted by the greater accuracy of today’s 
surveyors. Cause for endless debate on what is a 
completed round? Regardless of the finer points of this, 
we got off to a great start on 1 April 2007, when Sheryl 
Harvey led a party on Bidean nam Bian on what was a 
cracker of a day. The photograph shows the group, which 
includes Shaun Breen and David Traynor. Since then, the 
webpage reflects the vagaries of the Scottish weather and 
the range of folk who have been in the parties – so lots of 
cloud, rain, snow, ice, mist and the occasional sunny day. 
Well, not that bad, but it is a great record of what the Club 
has achieved. It is worth having a look at it just to see 
‘who, when and where’.  
 
Whether or not we do get the round completed before the 
end of the year may well depend on the weather. There is 
certainly a determination to try to go for it. All we need is 
some sunshine and a little less wind!  



         
Meall a’Choire Leith 06/08/2017. From left Tony Watson,          Leaflet from 1917 holiday at Galloway. 
Jeannie Carter, Joanna Rodger, Matthew Caulfield, Iain  
Paterson, Alan Brown (photo: Iain Paterson). 

 

HF: The Portpatrick Connection  

Stephen Thomson  

In the first weekend of June this year the low-level 
walkers enjoyed a short break in the village of 
Portpatrick on the Galloway coast. I had taken a 
similar holiday at the Shearings hotel a few years 
ago, walked the Southern Upland Way back from 
Stranraer and thought this would be a good location 
for a walking holiday for our club, without 
appreciating that the Holiday Fellowship had run a 
holiday centre here a hundred years ago. For that 
information we are grateful to Mildred Ross, whose 
parents were keen HFers, and who has managed to 
preserve and make available to us the leaflet 
‘Summer Holidays in Galloway 1917’.  

To get us to Portpatrick, some made good use of the 
bus pass, while others drove there. Regrettably, you 
can’t do as they did in 1917 and arrive by train. From 
1861 to 1950 a railway ran west from Dumfries to 
Stranraer with a branch line to Portpatrick, and this 
gave convenient access to holidaymakers from 
England and Glasgow. Trains also allowed groups to 
do linear walks and see other parts of Galloway.  

The Holiday Fellowship centre was based at Dunskey 
Home Farm, ladies being accommodated in the 
farmhouse, with men in the adjoining farm buildings. 
A common room was located in the loft above the 
dining room (accessed by a ladder!), ‘made comely & 
comfortable with matting, deck chairs, piano & great 
displays of wild flowers’.  

The hosts were the founder of the Holiday 
Fellowship, Thomas Arthur Leonard, and his wife 
Mary, who preferred to keep holidays simple. The 
cost of a week’s stay was 25 shillings (£1.25, which 
equates to £64.28 at today’s prices) plus half-a-pound 
of sugar per guest. T.A. Leonard noted this was a 
somewhat extraordinary request but the scarcity of 
sugar (due to wartime rationing) had resulted in 

as not 
the only outdoor activity on offer – bathing in the sea, 

 T.A. Leonard to press 
ahead, resulting in the formation of the Glasgow 

, if entirely unintended, that 
we should follow in the footsteps of those early 
HFers a century later.  

difficulties catering for groups.  

Holidays were available for nine weeks, from mid-
July to mid-September, with two weekly walking 
programmes alternating, full-day excursions on 
Monday/Wednesday/Friday and a half-day trip on a 
Tuesday. Using the train service made walks to 
Castle Kennedy and New Luce possible, but the 
majority were from Dunskey Home Farm north or 
south along the picturesque coast. Walking w

and playing golf or tennis were also available.  

Evenings after dinner were spent in the common 
room, where guests were encouraged to sing, recite or 
accompany on the piano. There were occasional 
discussions on topics of interest: one of these was the 
possibility of setting up a Glasgow Group of the 
Holiday Fellowship. It isn’t recorded which future 
club members holidayed at Portpatrick, but they were 
sufficiently encouraged by

Group in November 1917.  

Quite appropriate, then



Portpatrick weekend (photo: Stephen Thomson) 

 

 

Dunskey Castle, Portpatrick weekend (photo: 
Frances Rickus) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Portpatrick Again  

Frances Rickus  

Portpatrick village is on the south-westerly coast of 
the Scottish mainland, cut into a cleft in steep cliffs. 
Anciently known as Portrie (Port Rhin, meaning 
headland), its quay was protected by the baron of 
nearby Dunskey Castle (from dun meaning castle; 
key meaning quay) and his men. From the village 
there are views of the Northern Irish coast 21 miles 
(34 km) to the west, and cliff-top walks and beaches 
both north and south. The Gulf Stream enables 
subtropical plant life to flourish, as can be seen at 
Logan Gardens, not far away.  

Frank, an HF member who lives in Portpatrick, 
offered to give us a tour of the village followed by a 
guided walk to the south. At the harbour, we saw the 
commemorative plaque to those who died on the 
Princess Victoria, which sank nearby in 1953 when 
huge waves entered the car deck: 133 passengers lost 
their lives.  

The path led us to the undoubtedly romantic 12th-
century Dunskey Castle, which overlooks the sea. It 
was a location for the 1951 film adaptation of Robert 
Louis Stevenson’s Kidnapped, as well as for the 1952 
film Hunted. Then it was on for lunch on the beach in 
front of the expensive and secluded Knockinaam 
Lodge hotel. It is thought that Winston Churchill 
spent a few days in 1941 in top-secret meetings with 
the American President, Franklin D. Roosevelt, at 
Knockinaam Lodge. Nearby are the remains of a 
World War II radar station known as the Hush Hush.  

We continued back to Portpatrick partly on the old 
railway trackbed, with high walls on either side. The 
railway closed in the 1950s.  

To the north of the village is the starting point of the 
Southern Upland Way, the long-distance walking 
route to Cockburnspath on the east coast. The next 
day, we took the bus to Stranraer and walked back to 
Portpatrick. Frank told us about the Waymerk Kists. 
Weymerks are small metal tokens that have been 
placed in concealed kists (containers) at thirteen 
locations along the route. Each token celebrates the 
heritage of the place in which it is hidden. All the 
tokens have been minted by hand from lead and 
copper. We passed one kist which was indicated on a 
waymark but was hidden. The wily Frank knew 
where to look and showed us the blue box!  

All in all it was a fantastic weekend organised by 
Stephen Thomson, and made all the more interesting 
with our local guide Frank, who had a trip down 
memory lane too. We even had good weather!  



 

 
 Portpatrick (photo: Frances Rickus)

A Romantic Week in Majorca?  

Majorca holiday (photo: Claire Wilson) 

Monday was the first full day walking, to Puig de Sa 
Rafeta (1113m) and L’Ofre (1093m) from Cuber 
reservoir. Finding the start of the route was 
challenging and involved clambering over large – and 
sharp-edged – boulders before emerging onto a good 
donkey path and some large, easier-to-navigate slabs. 
Lunch in the sun with fantastic views is something 
we could get used to! From Puig de Sa Rafeta we 
dropped down to the Coll des Gats (995m) and 
skirted round Puig de na Franquesa (although it felt 
more up than round) before dropping to the Coll des 
Cards at 963m and then up a path to Puig de L’Ofre. 
For the return we came back to the col and then took 
a good track back down and along the other side of 
the reservoir. A welcome swim in the sea for some of 

HF Holiday: 13–20 May 2017  

Claire Wilson, James Nimmo and Paul Harrison  

An early start on Saturday morning for most of the 
group meant that we were in the Hotel Romantic, 
right across from the beach in Puerto Pollensa, in 
time for lunch and getting into the holiday spirit.  

However, it was a walking holiday so, taking this 
seriously, we were off and out that afternoon into the 
Bocquer valley for a taste of what it is like to walk in 
the sun – a novel idea! A new scale for heat was 
needed, from ‘warm’ to ‘very warm’ to ‘scorchio’.  

On Sunday morning we collected the hire cars and set 
out to the nearby town of Alcudia for a look at the 
market, lunch and a fairly short but very dramatic 
walk to Penya Roja on the Alcudia peninsula. We 
started from Ermita de la Victoria and initially 
walked along a broad track through trees before 
turning onto a narrower path with spectacular views 
over the bay back to Puerto Pollensa. The last few 
metres were fairly steep, with more extensive views, 
and there was a cannon to pose on at the top.  



us when we got back was followed by a restorative 
drink – the drink won out as the week went on.  

On Tuesday we headed further along the Serra de 
Tramunta to the town of Valldemossa. The first part 
of the walk is on private land, the San Morague estate 
bought by an Austrian, Archduke Ludwig Salvador, 
in the late 18th century, and requires a permit. We 
walked up through trees along a good track past the 
remains of charcoal burners’ sites and lime pits 
before coming to a viewpoint, Mirador de ses Puntes, 
with dramatic views along the coast and a 400m drop 
– not to everyone’s taste!  

From here we headed up on the Archduke’s path, 
which runs along the top of cliffs, past the Puig 
Caragoli (925m), with great views along the coast 
and across a beautiful blue sea, before heading inland 
and walking down a very steep road back to 
Valdemossa. The town itself is really attractive, and a 
good source of ice creams and the usual restorative 
drinks! Tuesday was Vivienne’s birthday. Thanks to 
great party organisation by Carol and Harry we had a 
table booked for dinner and afterwards cocktails at a 
bar jutting into the sea.  

With some fuzzy heads day five was upon us. The 
plan had been to split the party into two groups and 
each start from opposite ends of a linear coastal walk 
– one group from Sa Calobra and the other Mirador 
de ses Barques further along the road past the Cuber 
reservoir – and pick up the other car to return. As 
well as the great walking, there were other ways to 
spend the day – lounging by the pool, swimming in 
the sea, visiting nearby towns or Palma by bus, so 
fewer of us headed out to walk on Wednesday. As 
there were just five of us we decided to walk as one 
group, leave one car at Sa Calobra and then drive to 
the mirador together. The road up and over to Sa 
Calobra is quite something – lots of hairpins, 600m 
down to the coast and lots of cyclists. Adrienne still 
hasn’t recovered from being overtaken by a cyclist on 
the downhill stretch!  

Mallorca May 2017 (photo: Claire Wilson) 

The walk itself was very different to the previous 
days, through olive groves and past farms before 
walking through some woodland to emerge at a 
viewpoint – a perfect spot for lunch with some 
welcome shade. Then a walk along a good path 
towards Cala Tuent with a beach stop – ideal for a dip 
in the sea to cool off, and there was even a bar/shack 
selling cold drinks and freshly squeezed orange juice 
before we headed up and over to drop down to Sa 
Calobra and one more ascent of the now much quieter 
but still very impressive road.  

For the remaining two days there were just three 
hardcore (some would say foolhardy) walkers. Why 
this should have happened is open to speculation. 
Causes may be heat exhaustion, mental exhaustion, 
delirium, or – more probably – alcohol abuse. Names 
have been withheld to protect the innocent!  

No matter. Thursday was a walk to Puig Tomir 
(1103m) from Lluc monastery. This route passes 
through a fertile landscape to the foot of the hill itself, 
then climbs on a high narrow path to avoid a 
treacherous scree slope (can’t believe Paul avoided 
something treacherous …) and up a steep rocky gully, 
with an ‘interesting’ final scramble up a rockface, to 
reach the summit ridge, where there are brilliant 
views of the surrounding hills. The way back down 
the rockface gives you something to think about too, 
though there are metal rungs to hang on to!  

On Friday the intrepid group climbed the highest 
climbable peak on Mallorca, Puig de Massanella, at 
1382m (the highest peak, Puig Major, being out of 
bounds due to military activity). This was the only 
day when we finished up in Scottish mists and frozen 
stiff on the summit! After Comafreda farm, it is very 
rugged ground all the way up, initially through 
increasingly sparse trees and then on barren rock. On 
the way up, we managed to find the alternative but 
easy-to-lose route via the S’Avenc spring, then 
scrambled steeply over big sharp rocks to the base of 
the double summit. On the true summit there is an 
intimidating snow hole/pit big enough to lose a bus! 
We returned by the easier track across the Pla de sa 
Neu (Snow Plain) to join the route of ascent. Not a 
bad finish to the week’s walking!  

To celebrate a fantastic week’s holiday – great 
walking, company, weather, food and drink, even 
tribute bands – we had another lovely meal.  

Thanks to Paul and Andy Edgar for planning the 
walks and to Paul for leading all week. Everyone had 
a fantastic time and are ready to sign up for 2018!  

 



Majorca, May 2017 From left James Nimmo, Paul Harrison, Carol Hossack, Vivienne McCarlie, Adrienne 
Caldwell. (photo: Claire Wilson) 

 

 

 

Majorca, May 2017 (photo: Paul Harrison) 



Glasgow HF Centenary Book: the Insider’s Story  

Jim McLarnon, Centenary Coordinator  

I first had the idea for a book on the Club’s history 
about six years ago. However, I had no material, no 
old photographs and no archives, so the idea was put 
on hold for about four years!  

Then one day I was handed a collection of  
photographs, magazines, newspaper clippings and old 
walk programmes going back to 1925. The 
photographs were of particular interest to me as they 
showed a forgotten era of early hillwalking in 
Scotland. Rather surprisingly, the source of these 
photographs was Toronto, Canada. A lady by the 
name of Sheila Watt, whose father had been a 
member of Glasgow Holiday Fellowship Group in the 
1920s, contacted the then Club President Stephen 
Thomson and asked If we would like them before she 
threw them out. Thankfully, Stephen said yes.  

As for the Club’s earliest days, I had nothing. Just 
when I thought it was a lost cause, in January this 
year I received an important addition to the archives: 
a walking holiday programme from Portpatrick in 
1917, the very location where the previous year like-
minded people had come together and hatched the 
idea for ‘The Glasgow Group of Holiday 
Fellowship’. The programme was donated by Mildred 
Ross, now living in Cheshire, whose parents had been 
members in the 1950s and ’60s, and who also 
provided many other photographs.  

All these donated items formed the start of a 
collection of archive material that had been seen by 
very few people in the Club. The first thing to do was 
to get this material stored somewhere safe, and 
preferably where it was accessible for others to see. 
The most obvious place in Glasgow was the Mitchell 
Library Reference Library. The Mitchell agreed to 
take in the boxes. After a few weeks we had our 
collection formally catalogued, indexed and stored in 
the Archive Unit on the fifth floor. The archive 
formed the basis of the book.  

Now all I needed was a book designer, a publisher, a 
scanner, proof readers, modern story lines – easy! 
With a little help from The National Lottery Fund the 
first three were made affordable and work began.  

The very early years of the Club were obviously not 
available in first-hand accounts, but they did exist in 
the archives as each decade was reflected on in 
various Club magazines.  

There are few contemporary written accounts of the 
first eight or nine years, but a decade on, in 1927, 
various Club publications reflect on the first ten 
years, giving verifiable evidence of the Club’s 
formation. From these early records I was able to 
build a picture of the Club’s aims, ambitions, 
membership, walking programmes and social 
activities. My task was to reflect this in the book.  

The archives don’t just contain black-and-white days 
in the mountains – there is colour too! The archives 
hold material from the early 1920s, through  World 
War II, the 1950s and 1960s (with many photographs 
of Glasgow walkers on Holiday Fellowship Country 
House holidays), to the 1970s and 1980s, with an 
early interest in Munro-bagging and the planning, 
formation and opening of the West Highland Way, 
which was mainly due to the work of one HF Club 
member.  

The late 1980s saw the Club expand its horizons and 
begin to go further afield for new adventures. 
Compared to today’s high-resolution mega-pixel 
digital photographs, the 1970s, ’80s and ’90s now 
look very archaic, to the extent that some of the 
colour photographs were too poor quality to use in 
the book.  

Not only were some of the photographs archaic. 
Some of the written accounts from the 1920s were in 
a very old-fashioned style and definitely non-PC, so I 
had to completely rewrite these to make them 
acceptable to the modern reader. I’m sure some of the 
words no longer exist!  

Having spent months at The Mitchell going through 
pages of documents and hundreds of photographs, I 
certainly had enough archive material, but I still had 
to contact current members and ask for modern story 
lines that I thought would reflect the Club’s more 
recent history and make an interesting read. Little did 
I know the extent to which Club members had 
climbed and walked all over the world, from 
Aconcagua in South America to Mount Fuji in Japan, 
and just about everything in between! Now I felt I 
had more than enough to start pulling all the 
information together, so what next?  

Remember the Lottery Fund grant? The first thing 
was to buy a scanner to digitise the archives, and scan 
everything onto my computer. Done!  

Now what? I needed proofreaders to look over all this 
material. I sent out an email to various Club members 
and a team of three readers emerged. Each article 
went back and forth until the final version was 
agreed. Next I needed a book designer. Luckily one 



proofreader put me in touch with a book designer, 
who was engaged courtesy of the Lottery Fund grant.  

With the book designed, what I needed now was a 
publisher! Luckily, one Club member published a 
book a few years ago and steered me towards their 
publisher. Paid for by the Lottery Fund grant, I 
ordered 150 copies. Part of the Lottery deal was that 
each library in Glasgow would receive a copy of the 
book, as well as the National Library in Edinburgh, 
thereby making it as accessible to as many people as 
possible. Moutaineering Scotland will also receive a 
copy. A web version will go on the Club’s new 
Heritage website, also paid for by The National 
Lottery Fund grant. 

Little did I think when I started the book that it would 
be so well received, hence the reason for putting it on 
the website. You can read it here: 
www.glasgowhfoutdoorclub.co.uk under Sharing 
Heritage.  

The book was most definitely a collaborative effort 
by many people over many months. I hope you enjoy 
reading the book, whether it’s a paper one or a digital 
version. Thanks to everyone for being part of 
Glasgow HF Outdoor Club’s black-and-white, colour 
and digital history!  

Smoke gets in your eyes: HF Summer Barbecue  

Alistair Wilson 

The barbecue in full swing! (photo: Ian Brooke) 

Thirty-four HF members and friends enjoyed a 
‘glorious’ cloudy evening on 30 June in the leafy 
setting of Mugdock Country Park for the first of our 
2017 barbecues.  

Your hosts were Gerena and Adrienne, ably assisted 
by Shaun and me. Despite the smoke making my eyes 
stream, I'm sure I caught glimpses of folk talking, 
eating well, drinking and laughing. I cooked nearly 
60 burgers to order, with some to spare. Members 

generously donated homemade salads (couscous, 
potato, rice and tuna, coleslaw, Turkish), hummus, 
guacamole, cheeses, cookies, strawberries, 
raspberries, blueberries, anchovy crumble, trifle, tray 
bakes, two boxed cakes, wine, water and soft drinks. 
Undoubtedly, these generous contributions were the 
stars of the show. OK, maybe not the anchovy 
crumble!  

HF barbecues are a great opportunity to catch up with 
people you’ve walked with before, as well as meet 
members you wouldn’t normally see, and the venue 
lends itself to a fun, relaxed evening. You will gain 
weight but still mysteriously ‘lose’ at least six 
pounds. And surplus calories are not a problem – 
that's what the weekend hills are for!  

It's the volunteers in the Club who provide us with 
the activities and adventures that we all enjoy. Every 
time I go on a walk, or attend a ceilidh or a 
Wetherspoons social, I realise the hard work that goes 
on behind the scenes by the Committee and the walk 
leaders. Being part of a wireless world, it’s easy to 
overlook how apparently old-fashioned values play 
their part. If you want to see how rewarding it can be 
to offer your skills and enthusiasm, Glasgow HF has 
an amazing track record of putting you to good use – 
an offer of help could make such a big difference! 

Pamela Lee writes:  
My last Munro was A'Mhaighdean in Fisherfield. I 
completed Ruadh Stac Mor and A'Mhaighdean on 13 
August. Phil, my son, and I walked in from Poolewe 
on the Saturday night and camped just after the 
causeway. I am ecstatic that I finished the Munros as 
I am not as fit as I was and my knees are gubbed! By 
the way, the t-shirt is on top of a fleece and 
waterproof. I am not quite that width yet!  
 
Huge congratulations, Pamela, on becoming the 
Glasgow HF Outdoor Club’s latest Munro 
Compleatist. 
 

 
My last Munro! A’Mhaighdean (photo: Pamela Lee) 


