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As I drove west from Inverness the sky loured 

progressively darker and heavier and the rain’s 

intensity grew. To keep me awake I listened to 

and sang along with a CD of Dusty Springfield 

then, aware of Dusty’s status as a gay icon, bal-

anced it with macho, miserable tracks from Leo-

nard Cohen’s Popular Hits (a title dripping with 

irony if there ever was one).  Approaching Inch-

nadamph, Cohen’s hollow voice and lyrics ech-

oed round the car, ‘The sky was dark, the streets 

were empty’ and it crossed my mind that he must 

have been in Elphin and Knockan in a west coast 

August. 

Iain and Jean, Anne Marie, Sandra and Sue were 

already at the hostel when I arrived, packing their 

food into fridges.  The pot of minestrone I had 

prepared for Saturday evening I was placing in 

the fridge when Anne Marie, malnourished after 

her week’s cycling in Orkney, asked if she could 

have some of the soup. Next thing I saw was her 

getting stuck into such a casserole dish of mine-

strone that the pot, prepared for nine, struggled 

to feed six the following evening.  However she 

compensated handsomely later in the lounge 

producing a rucksack  apparently filled with Tiger 

beer, a rucksack that like the legendary cornuco-

pia, never seemed to empty. 

Plans were discussed for Saturday, Iain and 

Jean wanting to do Ben Stack (721m) thirty miles 

to the north. In a haze of Tiger beer I thought-

lessly went along with the plan. 

I was driving north the next morning when San-

dra said, ‘I think that’s our hill.’  I glanced away 

from the road and thought, ‘God I hope not.’  In 

the beery haze I had not thought out the meaning 

of ‘stack’: a steep, orderly pile arranged in height-

ening layers’, ‘Steep’ here being the significant 

and disturbing word. 

An hour or so later, I and the others peered up 

through the thickening mist and rain trying to pick 

out a route through the rocky faces of the ever-

steepening slope.  We managed to find a path 

zigzagging up the increasingly rocky face, I be-

coming unhappily aware that to the left through 

the mist and rain there was nothing but mist and 

rain.  My heart began to ascend to my throat and 

my heartbeat (rapid) drummed in my ears. At one 

point Sandra (in front of me) stopped to admire a 

liverwort, bladderwort or some other frigging 

wort.  

Politely but forcefully I articulated that some of us 

wanted off this slope/path as soon as bloody pos-

sible.  A muttered apology and she moved on.  

Finally we emerged on to the top of the spur to 

be greeted with the sight of a knife-edge ridge 

leading to the summit. Nay knife-edge doesn’t do 

it justice; it was like a garrotting wire.  My lips ut-

tered that time-honoured phrase,’ Oh fuck’. 

Iain led the way along the path with me reluc-

tantly following aware that all my internal organs 

were now lodged firmly in my throat.  Terrified to 

go on, horrified to return and descend the way 

we had come up, I felt paralysis creep into my 

limbs. With the wind driving rain into our faces 

Iain offered to walk alongside me. I refrained 

from pointing out that there was no bloody room 

to walk alongside me.  Shortly after the mist 

cleared a little and I saw that a broadish grassy 

shelf was beginning to open to the right about 15 

to 20 feet beneath us. I rapidly descended to that 

shelf and made my way along to the summit, 

adrenalin draining away.  Arriving a little before 

the others who were walking the garrotte I 

greeted them with the question, ’What kept you?’ 

The Wednesday group continues to meet every 

week in the Barleybank Car Park and attracts 

consistent numbers with Barbara organising a 

varied and interesting programme via email 

each week. Recent walks have included the 

Pentlands, Calderglen Country Park, the Knot 

Hill Circuit and Comrie. 

Naked Ambition – A journey into the Heart 

of Darkness 

Special Report on Inchnadamph Weekend by correspondent Sinclair Steven 



The sangfroid fooled neither them nor myself. 

The skies cleared and fantastic views opened up 

as we descended. The descent posed no prob-

lems: broad ridge, a rapidly disappearing Anne 

Marie, rough ground, concealed holes in plenty 

and a profusion of bog, bliss for me to walk 

down. It is strange that even after losing consid-

erable height a car at the bottom depressingly 

never seems to gain in size.  We eventually 

caught up with Anne Marie at the car and driving 

back through alternating sunshine and torrential 

rain adjourned to the pub. 

Sunday was Jean’s choice, Glas Bhein (776m), 

lying behind the hill behind the hostel.  Sue had 

opted to walk to a waterfall around Inverkirkaig I 

believe, then adjourn to a book shop and coffee.  

I was tempted.  For the rest of us the approach to 

the hill from the road was very wet and boot-

sucking. Jean expressed her frustration with 

walking through bog, but I countered with the de-

fence that, as there is no exposure involved in 

crossing a bog, I quite relish the experience. 

Our route to the summit was up a grass-covered 

gully. ‘Ah’, I thought, ‘I’m quite happy on grass. 

Difficult to envision peeling off something cov-

ered in grass.’  Alas, no. As the gully rose the 

slope steepened, the zigzag path getting tighter 

and tighter in its turns and internal organs began 

to migrate upwards and happiness diminish rap-

idly.  Adrenalin kicked in again and, refusing to 

look behind and down, I climbed the last few hun-

dred feet without pausing for a breath, a fact 

which will amaze those familiar with my usual 

state of unfitness. Anne Marie had long since dis-

appeared into the heights and I peered upwards 

into the sun anxious to see Sandra’s silhouette 

show that the slope was easing off. Eventually 

Sandra also disappeared and a little later I 

emerged with great relief on to a broad scree 

strewn slope from which, rejoined by Iain and 

Jean, we moved on towards the summit. 

Once there enjoying stupendous views of Qui-

nag, Suilven and countless other beautiful, while 

intimidating, hills and basking in the warm 

sunlight and a cloud of midges, I confessed my 

unhappiness in the gully.  ‘But you’re never 

happy Sinclair,’ accused Iain.  I thought about 

that and agreed: on a scale of unhappiness in-

creasing from 1 to 10, I exist normally at about 

levels 2 or 3.  The previous day on Ben Stack I 

was probably on level 9.  The Grey Mare’s Tail of 

infamous memory scored 12. 

The book’s description of the day’s walk men-

tioned a ‘narrow ridge’ descending to the col be-

tween our hill and Beinn Uidhe on the route back 

to the hostel.  Registering level 5 or 6 on the 

above scale I approached the edge of the de-

scent.  Yes there was a path, but as usual it was 

hugging the edge of crags.  Given the choice of 

paralysing  vertigo on said edge or a broken an-

kle picking my way down through steep, unstable 

boulder scree there was no real debate: possible 

broken ankle was the welcome option. 

After a few hundred feet of descent on the 

stalker’s path we stopped for lunch in a delightful 

spot: enveloped in sunshine, sufficient breeze to 

keep the midges down and wonderful views over 

the lochans in the corrie and Conival and Ben 

More Assynt on the far side. 

With just a six kilometre walk back to the hostel 

on a good path I relaxed, totally content that the 

traumas of the day were over.  Once more, alas, 

no.  As we strolled past Loch Fleodach Coire in 

the afternoon heat, Jean commented on how 

cool and refreshing the water looked for an im-

mersion.   

Mockingly challenged by Iain and myself, a fa-

natical gleam entered Jean’s eyes and she an-

nounced her decision to go skinny dipping. Anne 

Marie and Sandra quickly agreed to join her and 

the ladies began to peel off.  Ian and I hastily 

moved on thirty or forty yards, seated ourselves 

on the heathery bank at a decorous angle away 

from the action and began an earnest examina-

tion of the rock strata on the opposite corrie wall. 

Screams from behind caused us instinctively to 



turn towards the source thus catching an involun-

tary glimpse of three pairs of buttocks and atten-

dant limbs picking their way out through the shal-

lows to a suitable swimming depth.  One thought 

immediately of Canova’s beautiful ‘Three Graces ‘ 

sculpture. ( Actually one didn’t  but a bit of flattery 

never goes wrong.)  We immediately averted our 

eyes. I commented that there might be a law 

against this: Iain retorted ‘There OUGHT to be a 

law against it’.  For the next fifteen minutes or so 

we endeavoured to ignore the distant screams 

and shouts of laughter while discussing reform of 

the House of Lords and the political state of the 

Scottish nation. 

Rejoined by the ladies who had dried themselves 

by means I did not wish to enquire about, we con-

tinued a delightful, if lengthy walk back to Inch-

nadamph, spotting a possible osprey rising in 

sweeping turns, from a lochan up beyond the 

heights of the hills. Marvellous. 

The weather deteriorated that evening as we had 

a delightful dinner of Sandra’s lamb stew, equal-

ling the deliciousness of Jean’s Moroccan chicken 

on Saturday, accompanied on both nights by 

Sue’s great gooseberry dish and apple cake. Five 

of us then settled in the lounge with some wine 

waiting for Anne Marie to rejoin us,  She duly ap-

peared wearing her Rab jacket. 

 ‘I just went out,’ she said. 

‘Why ?’ I asked. 

‘To see if it’s raining. It is.’ 

I looked at the numerous windows punctuating the 

walls of the building. 

‘Sometimes you puzzle me Anne Marie.’ I said. 

‘’You’re not the first person to say that Sinclair and 

you won’t be the last.’   

For once I was stuck for a response. 

Sadly, no images of the Inchnadamph week-

end exist,  however, the trip won’t easily be 

forgotten, no matter how hard they try. 

Weekend Trips 

The club has organised a number of trips in 2015. Following the 

successful trip to Roybridge earlier in the year further weekends 

were organised  to Langdale, Inchnadamph, and Torridon. 

Each weekend was eventful in their own way (see Sinclairs article). 

Although the weather typically varied, this didn’t inhibit members 

enthusiasm and enjoyment.  

Trips continue to be organised by a select group (you know who 

you are) and if members wish to  enjoy future weekends  volunteers 

to organise trips are always welcome.  

The trips offer a great experience for  members and are always ap-

preciated.   

Organising trips involves booking and liaising with accommodation 

and communicating with members in advance. If you are interested 

and would like further information, contact Mark. 

Looking towards Triple Buttress on the Weekend trip to Torridon 
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successful trip to Roybridge earlier in the year further weekends 

were organised  to Langdale, Inchnadamph, and Torridon. 

Each weekend was eventful in their own way (see Sinclairs article). 
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enthusiasm and enjoyment.  
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you are) and if members wish to  enjoy future weekends  volunteers 

to organise trips are always welcome.  

The trips offer a great experience for  members and are always ap-

preciated.   

Organising trips involves booking and liaising with accommodation 

and communicating with members in advance. If you are interested 

and would like further information, contact Mark. There's something about Anne Marie, a prize for any members who can name the 

famous comedy movie Anne Marie is re-enacting on the trip to Langdale..  
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How to Join 

The club welcomes enquiries from potential new 

members. Anyone interested is encouraged to 

attend a couple of meetings and walks before 

deciding whether the club is for them. 

You can find out more about the Kirkintilloch 

Mountaineering and Walking Club by visiting our 

website: www.kirkiemc.co.uk ; or   

Email: mark.mcallister1@tesco.net 

New

Member 

benefits 
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