started sauntering their way. So, I decided to yell ‘RUNNNN!'
and without looking at me, all 3 of them entered a full sprint. I
laughed my butt off as they must have covered 150 yards in 10
seconds to the safety of a road. It’s about 10 PM now. We
(Lance) came up with the term “The Gallery” referring to how
cows and horses, and to a lesser extent, sheep and goats,
would always come to the fence to check us out. In some cases,
the cows would play leapfrog – one would be to our side, then
as we passed, run around other fence-side cows ahead of us
and wait until we passed.
Not surprisingly, the others saw it a little differently; Scott
summed it up:
The path to Kippen was a well-worn trail, with cows that
would accompany us along their pastures. At one point we
actually had to cross a field of cows to continue on towards
Kippen. This turned into a bit of scare as the cows would approach us, and as we changed directions, so did
they—it felt as if they were trying to trap us. Leave aside that every shadow in the distance we thought was
a bull. At one point Shep screamed, and cows, sheep and me went running, with me diving over the fence on
the opposite side of the field convinced something was on my heels (I believe I lost my sunglasses at this
point).

The Gouffers loved the animals along the route

And Skip, in particular loves this picture taken earlier
in the day: My favorite picture was Classic Scotland:
cows behind a rock fence up high in the hills with
green mountains and fields in the background.
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Leaving Old Leckie, they had managed to get a little south of their intended path, probably because they
wanted to hit some long balls across open fields rather than stick with the country lane. They were soon
able to re-route, however, and after a quarter mile traveling north, were then able to head essentially due
east until they reached Kippen.
While the light was still enough to provide sufficient visibility in the open areas, the path occasionally
ducked under the trees and darkness quickly descended to the point where play was difficult and locating
balls almost impossible. Even in fields the long grass made search and rescue more challenging, but the
foursome remained in good spirits, despite the late hour, and enjoyed the final yards in the fading twilight.
Scott recalled: We continued on, fields opening up and allowing for some nice golfing and cigars. As we
headed toward Kippen, we looked behind us, the National Wallace Monument still visible in the distance
despite having traveled over ten miles.
We arrived into Kippen near 11:00pm, though it was still quite light at this latitude. We entered into the
Crosskeys Tavern for much anticipated pints before turning in. As we played into town, Skip skipped Into
Kippen. We met Bill and Fraser who got the B&B owners to stay open just long enough to give us a
couple pints. Although not captured on film, Skip clearly remembered: When we did arrive in Kippen, I
began skipping, so we said “Skip skippin’ into Kippen”. Perhaps at a little after 11pm it was as well that
no-one was seen filming a middle-aged man dancing his way to the local pub.

Onward to Kippen in the fading light
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The Cross Keys is a traditional and comfortable inn situated in the small village of Kippen,
Stirlingshire, amongst some of Scotland’s most picturesque scenery and between the Loch
Lomond and Trossachs National Park, with the ancient city of Stirling only minutes away.
Food at the Cross Keys is traditional modern with standards and specials side by side, served
until 9pm in the bar, lounge and restaurant, which merge together into a large, spirited eating
and drinking space where effusive locals, chatty families and serious foodies come together to
enjoy a unique village atmosphere. Sundays are roast day with two types of roast prepared that
morning. Dogs and kids with well behaved parents are welcome. Kids can enjoy the play area
in the beer garden.
They were a little too late to enjoy the “traditional modern” food
and all of the “effusive locals” had left but they were able to
relax at the end of a very long day. After almost 11 hours “on the
road”, all six were able to enjoy one (?) last drink in the oldest
pub in Scotland (some say Oldest in Stirlingshire!) before
retiring for a well-earned rest. Shep recorded about 38,000 steps
which he estimated at somewhere between 10 and 12 miles.
Again, the actual route was a little over nine miles as best as can
be determined with hindsight, but the discrepancy wasn’t that
bad.
Whatever the actual number of steps and the total miles walked,
they had spent a long time crossing fields, playing through
forested terrain and woodland walks (and climbed a lot of
fences). They had also lost Bill as an active participant (although
he was determined to serve the rest of the team for the duration),
Scott had suffered what seemed to be a minor injury – and all six
had safely traveled into and through the village of Gargunnock.
The threat from its monster inhabitant appeared to be behind
them and Day Two was in the bag!

Even Kippen stayed up late in
Kippen
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...............and Gargunnock was conquered!!
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An Unplayable Lie
“We’ve got to retain our composure”

Day Three was to have been Bill’s day; he had planned the route, picked the destination and a place to stay,
and had reviewed the maps with his team at breakfast at the Cross Keys. But Bill wouldn’t be with them as
they made their way to Balfron, only a little over 7 miles away as the crow flies; not a great deal further by
the track he had laid out. His knees said “No more”; he was determined to support the team as much as
possible, but his disappointment was clear.
Day 3. The hardest day. I missed it.
I gave the maps I made for day 3 to the guys and wished them luck on continuing the journey. I called a cab
and loaded everyone’s bags and drove off to the next stopping point. While riding in the cab I could see the
guys off to the right in a field. I was able to get the cabbie to honk his horn many times. They couldn’t hear
us. It only took 20 mins by car to the next stop. After unloading all the bags, I met the AirBnB lady we
rented the room from. It was actually a garage they converted to a one room sleeping area. I had also
rented another bedroom for 2 guys about a half mile away. I walked to the other place and got the key for
the bedroom. It was only that, a bedroom. Small and tight with a king bed. 2 guys would have to bump
sacks on that bed. Not me, I claimed the bed at the first place.

Following breakfast in the B&B, he took a picture of the gang standing outside the Cross Keys, just a few
feet from the 1914-1918 War memorial (how could this tiny village have lost 28 people to the Great War?).
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They walked past the post office, Kippen Primary School and out of town on the B822, the Fintry Road.
Indeed, they had some wonderful vistas to the southwest across wide fields to the 1500 feet high peaks of
the Fintry Hills. Further in the distance to the north were the higher peaks of the Trossachs National Park at
the southern end of the Grampian Range and the Scottish Highlands. It was a bright morning with some
high white clouds, and each was looking forward to a wonderful day of golf across some of Scotland’s most
attractive countryside.

Shortly after leaving the pleasant hamlet and having taken a left fork to follow the Fintry Road, they came
across a small white house at the foot of a long driveway that led towards a much bigger building set on a
low rise about ¼ mile from the road. This, too, was painted white and appeared to be of a relatively modern

design, not quite in keeping with the homes they had just passed. Chris needed to know a little more and
wondered whether or not they might play across the grounds and get a closer look at the “mansion”.
However, a brief conversation (basically he told me to more or less piss off) with someone he assumed to
be the owner standing near the smaller gate house, resulted in them continuing their current path.
158
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

It is perhaps a shame that they were not able to do more than take a picture of Gribloch House, which had
recently sold for £1.7M and was worth every penny if the real estate agent’s description was accurate.

Clearly, the place to live and raise a family. Two pubs, a general store in the village with primary and
secondary schools close by – and two public schools in the area for the best in Scottish education. In this
case, the word public should be translated as private or, the more recent politically correct term of
independent. The term public school emerged in the 18th century when the reputation of certain grammar
schools spread beyond their immediate environs. They began taking students whose parents could afford
residential fees and thus became known as public, in contrast to local, schools.
Perhaps the most famous public schools in Britain are Eton and Harrow, both close to London, but there
are hundreds scattered across the United Kingdom. Whereas school (up to, but not including, universities)
education is government run (“free”) and available to all children, parents can choose to have their children
attend alternative places of learning, generally accompanied by fees ranging from modest to the tens of
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thousands. Many public schools also provide accommodation in term time, earning them the title of
Boarding School.
The Dollar Academy mentioned in relation to Gribloch House was one such school and has been operating
for over two hundred years. The name had nothing to do with its pricing ($40,000 a year for boarding and
tuition) but to its location in the Parish of Dollar on the north side of the River Forth. Unlike many such
schools, Dollar has been co-educational since its founding and has always been named an Academy, a term
now widely used to describe government-funded schools which are deemed to provide somewhat
improved performance over a “school”. The plethora of terms covering places of learning causes confusion
amongst many Brits, not to mention those outside the country unfamiliar with the idioms. So, while
visiting Gribloch House may have provided an interesting diversion for the five golfers, it is probable that
they would have found its proximity to public schools of little value to their quest. They were here to play!
Fortunately, the fact that they were turned away from the Gribloch Estate did not mean that they were
condemned to play along the road. Almost immediately they were presented with a vast green area over
which they could hit the ball and get good use from their drivers. Shep was thrilled – at least, initially:
The day started off well with a humongous field – lots of brush and ravines but playable.

We all got to hit off what seemed like a tee box into a ‘fairway’ that ran about perpendicular to us…Lance
may have been the only one to reach the fairway (we used the Divnick wood for this shot). Shortly
afterwards, Shep – always being the ‘What do
you think is over there?’ guy, wanted to know
what was over a hill that had a fence along it.
He was, as usual (and with good reason)
ignored. So Shep jogged for a while to the
fence and saw what looked mostly like fairway
as far as we could see – short cut grass for
about ¼ of a mile. I called to the group, but
nobody could hear me, so I huffed it down, told
them about it, and huffed it back up. Bunch of
arseholes. Found a sheep skull – should have
known to turn back then.
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They had left the B822 to the north to find this golf course-like area.
Indeed, Google maps presents this “humongous field” as just that,
although it also appears to have been sub-divided (perhaps for different
crops) at some point in its past. The separations were often a broken line
of trees, a shallow depression (perhaps drainage or irrigation) and, at one
point, a farm track. None of these interruptions created significant
hazards for these seasoned golfers, although the farmers’ fascination
with wire fences on either side of the track proved a nuisance.
Nevertheless, they made good progress but, more importantly, enjoyed
the countryside and the much-improved playing surface.
The hill that Shep referenced is not obvious even on the 3D version of Google maps, so its height and
steepness might be a matter of conjecture or simply a result of Shep’s vivid imagination. However, the
Ordnance Survey map of the area does show a bunching of the contour lines in what could be the same
area, indicating an elevation change of about 100 feet over a distance of about 500 feet. Anyone who has
done any cross-country walking will recognize a 20% grade as a little challenging and one that hopefully
would not continue for too long, so Chris can be forgiven his moment of breathlessness – and triumph.
And they did find a sheep’s skull!

Still doing well on
fair terrain
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Unfortunately, their elation at yet another stretch of playable land was short-lived, and the twist of fate was
captured by Scott:
Day 3 began splendidly with plenty of sunshine and sheep-filled fields as far as the eye could see. We hit
shot after shot, excited to see what else the day held for us. We came across a green empty pasture where
the grass was cut as short as a fairway. On the far side of the “fairway” we came into a wood area with a
lake. This looked like easy playing as well, but it quickly turned into a series of mounds, or mossy bogs,
that was extremely difficult to navigate. After what seemed like hours, we made it through this wooded,
boggy mess and arrived at a service road. We took a break for a bit, hydrating on water and whiskey, and
glad that open fields appeared ahead.

Less and Less Attractive Terrain

Shep’s journal – following the discovery of the sheep’s head – also conveyed the change in mood, terrain
and degree of difficulty, with his colorful language and photographic memory detail:
So, we all played our own ball through this fantastic field. While playing the field, we heard a honk in the
distance and saw a car stopped. We assumed it was Bill driving to the next town and we later confirmed
that. About 30 mins later we crossed that road. We were unsure of the route Bill wanted us to take but, on
the map, there was water, and everyone loves water, right? So, we headed that way. About 1/5 of a mile
before the water and all the way to the water was BOG and BOG in trees and BOG in BOG.
That 1/5 of a mile took about 40 minutes and we all
agreed we don’t want to see that s**t again (think 10”
mound of soft ground covered in grass with a circle
of water around each mound and having to hop 2’-4’
from mound to mound and your foot would sink to
water depth half the time anyway…and then of course
we had to go chase golf balls in the bog). Pretty but
terrible. After that we sat and had a beer and ate
some. About 2 PM.
Lake Laggan
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Exactly where – and why – they crossed back over the B822 (the road that Bill drove with the bags and
from where he had seen them across a field) is uncertain. Undoubtedly the water they had found was Loch
Laggan and their rest stop was where a lake access road met the Fintry Road (B822). This would suggest
that their boggy route from the idyllic fields to the north had skirted the east and south sides of the loch and
they had then happened on the access road, all the time staying just north of the main road. On the other
hand, Scott remembered going anti-clockwise around the loch to reach the access road and lunch, as shown
in his journal entry below. Either would have had them walking through trees close to the water, so the
swampy conditions would prevail and become indelibly etched in the minds of all five. Perhaps “crossing”
(the Fintry Road) is then a euphemistic term in this context and they merely met the road at a good spot for
a break. Indeed, the route followed after the lunch break must have taken them west along the B822 for a
short distance before they once again took to the fields.
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Laggan (Gaelic for “Little Hollow”) is the name of numerous places in Scotland and many of those must be
filled with water; hence Loch Laggan is a common occurrence throughout the country. Perhaps the most
common – certainly the biggest – is the one that sits between Ben Nevis and the Cairngorms in the
Highlands just south of Inverness. Since the 1930s it has been part of the Lochaber hydroelectric scheme
but is probably more well-known recently, since it has been featured in the BBC series Monarch of the
Glen.
No such fame for the loch and its surroundings that had just featured, rather disastrously, in the first two
hours of Day 3 for the Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock. Of course, there was no way that they could
have known that this Loch Laggan had been a local favorite for the past forty years, particularly amongst
anglers.
Walk, cycle or drive two miles up the Fintry Road and just before the Firs plantation you
come face to face with one of the most idyllic sights in the district – Loch Laggan. Nestling in
a shallow basin and surrounded on three sides by established conifers, Loch Laggan, which
formerly supplied water power to the Broich Mill, now has a purely recreational function,
and is the base for Loch Laggan Fly Fishing Club.
The loch was first stocked with 200 Rainbow trout in the spring of 1975 and in subsequent
years a mixture of Rainbow and Brown trout were stocked to join a resident population of
perch; the latter being kept in check by intermittent trapping or fishing. In addition to the
fishing, a visit to Loch Laggan can be rewarded by sightings of a variety of wildlife which
includes duck, geese, swans and ospreys in season, plus roe deer, buzzards, heron and even an
occasional otter and the inevitable cormorants.
- From “The Wee Vine”
- News & Resources for the community of Kippen in Scotland
Based on the accounts of the diﬃcult trek around this small lake, it is unlikely that the golfers would have
listed this as one of the most idyllic sights in the district, nor would they have been as impressed as they
should have been by the abundant wildlife. The only thing impressing them about the area at the moment
was that they had successfully emerged and could now enjoy a few minutes to rest, drink and dry their
feet before con nuing their journey towards Balfron.

Lunch break...........
164
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

……….. and a chance to mark their progress and advertise.
From the rest stop they were soon able to leave the road and cut across more open fields on the south side
that permitted a few good strokes.

Playing the fields, not the hills, along the B822
Sadly, that unremarkable but passable terrain was short lived as they reached a fork in the road and turned
north. The rather abrupt change was captured in Chris’ notes:
We then crossed another road and played through a couple so-so fields and here is when we didn’t make
the right decision: We could have played along the road as it turned back where we came, or could play
along a lovely lake, trees in the distance and up a lovely rolling hill. We took the latter. First along the lake
was terrible – gorse and thistle everywhere. Then we hit another peat field but this one was wet, and we
kept sinking. Then we hit a surreal forest – this was in fact one of my top 5 experiences. It was like
something out of The Hobbit. Dark but we could see. A few streams. Impassable beyond the first 5 feet
because the branches of the pines formed a solid wall all the way to the ground – really, crawling on our
bellies might have been an option but I’m not sure.
He was correct in that the road that they had crossed just before the lake would have taken them straight
back to the B822 which they could then have followed for about a mile before turning directly west on a
country lane to Balfron. Or, they could have easily left the road and cut across fields to the south of the
“lovely lake, trees in the distance and up a lovely rolling hill”, making for a pleasant afternoon of golf.
However, it is easy to see how attractive the more direct route must have looked as they stood at the boat
165
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

ramp and gazed across the small lake to the distant conifers and the beautiful mountains both to the north
and south of their path. Google maps showed the upcoming forest and even the area of harvested trees
further west, but otherwise presented a vast expanse of green; surely this would be similar to the fields they
had experienced earlier in the day. So, they headed west, three golfing close to the lake, Skip and Lance a
little further to the south. Neither route was easy .

Scott’s recollection was that “according to the maps, it
looked like an easy route into Balfron Station, following
utility lines that cut through the forest”. It might at first be
assumed that these were the planning maps prepared by
Bill. Certainly, one of those clearly showed two parallel
lines traversing the land between Kippen and Balfron, but
no such evidence is shown on any other map – Google or
otherwise. But perhaps there were alternative explanations
for this “Utility line” statement.
Now, all maps – whether from satellite pictures or drawn on paper – are simply snapshots taken at a set
point in time and man-made objects in particular, such as power cables, come and go as population
densities change and technology progresses. An overhead power line today may be a buried cable
tomorrow; a substitution that may or may not be reflected in the diagrammatic representation on paper or
the image on your phone. Whatever the interpretation, the decision had been made; they were to take the
scenic route and head essentially in a straight line to their destination, so around the small unnamed lake
they started.
It seems that all five had similar and equally vivid memories of that early afternoon in the middle of their
cross-country trek. Scott echoed Shep’s feelings – and simultaneously shed a little more light on the utility
“lines”.
After playing across a nice open area, we came to what appeared to be an impenetrable forest. Having
discovered the opening, we decided to deviate from the “utility” path, and venture into the unknown. The
forest was eerily quiet, with no signs of bird, insect or any wildlife. The path through the forest was
extremely wide, allowing for some nice chip shots through. After coming out on the other side, we found
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ourselves on a logging road. This quickly led to a wide area of clear-cut trees—and our only way back to
the utility path was over these fallen trees. After navigating this terrain, the path back to the Utility route
was full of more bogs, my fear of being one ankle twist away from a helicopter call. We finally made our
way back to the Utility path, but this was no picnic for us.
Ah! The utility lines/paths were not overhead power lines and were not the result of confusion over Bill’s
planning maps. They were, in fact, well-defined areas devoid of trees (and man-made) ranging up to
perhaps twenty feet wide and often covered with wood chips or mulch to provide a less soggy footing. The
Gentlemen were now traversing United Kingdom Forestry Commission land and were being exposed to a
number of the pursuits and undertakings of the enterprise.
The Forestry Commission is a non-ministerial government department responsible for the
management of publicly-owned forests, and the regulation of both public and private forestry,
in Britain. The commission was set up in 1919 to expand Britain's forests and woodland after
depletion during the First World War. To do this, the commission bought large amounts of
former agricultural land, eventually becoming the largest landowner in Britain
Over time the purpose of the Commission broadened to include many other activities beyond
timber production. One major activity is scientific research. Recreation is also important, with
several outdoor activities being actively promoted. Protecting and improving biodiversity
across forests are also part of the Forestry Commission's remit.
Most of the paths were simply to provide easy access to various parts of the forest while others were wide
enough to act as fire breaks. In some areas, these pathways might provide a convenient line along which to
bury gas or electricity cables, so Scott’s initial assessment was probably correct in all respects. Reaching
that conclusion based on a cell phone image of a Google map was very impressive; following those lines on
the ground was equally skillful and, in this case, extremely difficult.

Scrub and bog around the lake, but some open
fields before the forest
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Doesn’t seem too bad—until you look at the footing!!

But then…..
the
impenetrable
forest wall
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The utility paths were good—but best not to stray too far afield

Lance (who was wearing the kilt today in place of the absent Bill) had similarly graphic and evocative
memories of this stretch, not so much of the trees but of the footing. Day 3 was by far the most difficult day
of the trip because of the terrain. Based on google maps, the terrain was expected to be fields but instead it
was boggy marsh that was a serious workout to even navigate 100 yards. It seemed like mile after mile of
wet, uneven, ankle twisting, swampy mush. Later in the day we would walk through shoulder high grass
and feel like we had become fortunate. We were all tired and cranky, except maybe Scott who soldiered on
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like a machine. More kudos to Scott who by now had “A”s in map-reading, forest navigation and stress
management.
Eventually – it seemed forever but was in fact only about an hour – they emerged from the thick trees into
an area that had been harvested but was no more hospitable. Shep’s frustration was palpable:
We came out of the forest to devastation – stumps everywhere along with fallen tree trunks. It looked kind
of apocalyptic and once we realized taking the logging road would be going backwards, we left the brief
path and literally began hopping from tree stump to log to stump to puddle to mud to stump and this went
on for 2,000 feet (I measured). It sucked and Skip has said many times it’s a wonder nobody broke an ankle.
From there we went up a hill and while it should have been easy, it wasn’t as somehow…SOMEHOW (!)
water pooled on this hill so every 40’ or so, we’d have to traverse a mud creek or mud hole or mud puddle.
To say that Fraser was in pure misery and disgust would be a gross understatement (and his shoe was
destroyed so he was one step better off than barefoot).

More long grass and trees; back on the path; now this!
Fallen trees, stumps, bog and misery
The trek through the forest, along utility paths, across felled trees, through
watery bog and across ravines was by far the worst terrain they had
experienced so far, and it made a lasting impression on all five golfers. As
with all memories, however, time has a tendency to embellish, or at least
modify, the facts. This happens to a different degree for each person and can
ultimately result in a number of rather hazy or distorted pictures which may
or may not accurately reflect the event. While all five golfers remembered
this two-hour period as one of great difficulty and none wanted to go through
it again, it is likely that each would tell the tale a little differently and almost
certainly they would not agree on the precise route followed.
Fortunately, Scott subsequently “put pen to paper” and prepared what must be a pretty accurate picture of
their path that afternoon and, indeed, for the whole of Day Three. A key point on this map is the abrupt turn
south through the forest on the “extremely wide” path that allowed them to take a number of “nice chip
shots”. Unfortunately, this soon led to the area of felled trees and the second bog of the day – and to the
classic plea by Skip for everyone to maintain their composure! It is perhaps interesting – but not very
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productive – to speculate as to how much easier their path would have been had they simply followed the
main utility path in the westerly direction they had been heading. They may have been able to stay away
from the large area of stumps and might even have missed the worst of the bog. A fascinating and thoughtprovoking notion – but would their memories of the day be less vivid? And what would they have to tell
their grandchildren???

The trek through the Forest of Doom, and what was to follow, brings to mind an earlier discussion on the
merits of Google maps and the wonderful satellite images they provide, versus the more archaic, but
beautifully detailed Ordnance Survey paper maps. Shep had first been introduced to the latter on one of
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his earlier visits to England when he and his son wanted to take a walk on Ilkley Moor, close to the flat
where they were staying with the Hillerys. Bob had become an avid, if not particularly experienced, walker
on these hills and had accumulated quite an extensive collection of the Landranger and Explorer OS maps.
Specifically, he had the Explorer (scale 1:25000) map covering the whole of Ilkley Moor at a level of detail
that showed every path, rock formation and crag, as well as providing the contour lines to assess gradient
steepness.
Bob and Chris spent some time looking at the map and staring out of the apartment window at the north side
of the moor directly across the street. For reasons that can no longer be recalled, Bob was not going to join
Chris and Colin on the “short walk” but he wanted them to have the advantage of his map reading skills
before they set out. He would point out a readily identifiable feature on the grassy slopes opposite and
simultaneously show how it was represented on the map. Various combinations of solid, dashed and dotted
lines were the accepted keys to tracks, bridleways and footpaths; tiny sketches of a conifer represented trees
and forest; quarries and orchards were identified; and even individual buildings (standing or ruins) were
easily viewed.

“That white house just below the crag is called White Wells and, look, here you
can see it on the map – halfway along this footpath, just to the right of that small
copse of trees. The same path continues up the hill (see how the contour lines are
getting closer together as that bit climbs more steeply?) and passes below the
quarry wall (you can see it there in “real life”) before reaching that small group of
conifers”. Chris appeared to be paying attention and his eyes dashed back and
forth from map to the hilly terrain and back again to the map. A couple of
clarifying questions were asked and answered but it was soon clear that the
student had learned all he could in the classroom and was eager to put his new-found skills to the test
outdoors.
The two walkers donned walking boots and appropriate clothing and made their way to the lift to exit the
building and start their adventure. “Don’t forget your map”, yelled Bob, but the offer was shunned by Chris,
touching his head to indicate that all necessary information was stored in his memory bank and Macho Man
didn’t need any piece of paper as a crutch.
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Anyone who has walked over hilly terrain on paths ranging from well-formed stone covered walkways to a
mere flattened swath of high grass will agree that, even with a good map in hand, identifying the correct
route can be tricky at times. It is not uncommon, for example, to see a group of walkers peering at maps,
pointing in various directions and debating alternatives as they stand at the intersection of two tracks that
may or may not be readily identified on the diagram they carry. Without the benefit of a map, these
deliberations can be even more animated and often result in taking a few paces in one direction or the other
before retreating to consult the paper once more.
For the first 30 minutes of their “45 minute walk”, none of this bothered Chris and his companion as they
(at least one of them) were sure they were not only on the planned route but were, in fact, just about to
reach a key location at which they would take a right and head back down the hill to home. Or was it left?
Was it at this tiny cluster of trees or closer to that group of large rocks? No, it was at a point where the
contour lines were very close together, so on a steep rise – or equally steep drop! Well, let’s try this path
for a while and we’ll certainly be able to see our route clearly once we reach that ridge.
Again, everyone – literally everyone – who has done any cross-country walking is familiar with this
conflicting sense of complete confidence and thorough confusion, often tinged with a degree of panic. A
large rock looks like a small outbuilding, a tower is a tree, north is left (no, right) and the definitive clue as
to where we are is just over the next crest. But why is this path soggy under foot when it is clearly marked
as paved? Why does it seem to cross that stream when it should turn left and follow it for a while? Was the
cartographer drunk at the time he drew up this chart?

That’s definitely a path above left;
but it’s a little less obvious on the
other two. And all are marked on
the map as ———————All these doubts and convictions are common when the
correct, very detailed Explorer OS map is in hand. Without
this prop, they are intensified to the point where all data storage is lost from the human computer and
Random Access Memory fails to recall any useful information for either reading or writing. The walking
CPU shuts down and the screen goes blank. At this point, the re-boot procedure is to wander around in
circles until the brain turns back on – or until a more experienced walker happens by and, after a few
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searching questions, points – with equal parts disdain and relish – to your home about 100 feet away.
How much of this was directly or indirectly experienced by Colin and Chris on their 2 ½ hour, 45-minute
walk is not recorded, nor is it ever likely to be revealed by the leader who, while admitting to a few detours
en route, never felt lost and certainly never doubted his ability to get back in time for dinner (which had to
be pushed back by close to an hour).
Something about this encounter with nature and the essential use of a paper map must have lodged deep in
Chris’ brain, only to be recalled as he was about to start his golfing trek across Scotland. It was only a
couple of days before tee off at Skinflats that this nugget of information found its way forward sufficiently
to suggest that an Ordnance Survey chart might prove useful at some points during the journey. Fraser was
by this time enjoying a couple of days in Edinburgh before starting the adventure, when he received a text
asking him to pick up “one of those folding maps that show everything for the area around Stirling”.
As a resident of Scotland until his mid-teens, and with his known
penchant for anything outdoors, Fraser was certainly familiar with
Ordnance Survey maps. Even those not accustomed to walking,
hiking or cycling would have several in the home “just in case”. Any
High Street book shop worth its salt would have a section devoted to
the Landranger and Explorer Series; certainly, those covering the
local area, other popular tourist spots nearby and possibly the
complete range of 204 (for the 1:50000 scale) or 403 (1:25000).
Many devotees of maps have unopened, pristine collections of the
whole gamut simply to adorn and enhance their bookcase.
So, why didn’t at least one of the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock have the necessary maps in a backpack? Three or four
Landrangers would cover their entire route; the six or seven charts
necessary in the Explorer series would have been even better.
Neither would have resulted in an excessive amount of additional
bulk or weight. Not being able to find them seems an unlikely
explanation; he and Lance must have walked past several bookstores as they played tourist in Edinburgh
and it would have taken all of ten minutes to locate and purchase all they needed. As Shep would point out
later: “See this Ordnance Survey Map on the wall, Fraser? How great it would have been if the book stores
in Edinburgh had one for each leg. To which Fraser replied “Oh, I thought you meant a terrain map, which
is hard to read. Yeah, I never looked”.
It is much more likely that the reason no hard copy maps were on the journey lies in Fraser’s Scottish
heritage and, by direct association, his frugality. One thing that OS maps are not is cheap! £8.99 ($12) per
area is the common retail price and rarely are bargains available. He would be looking at a total layout of
at least $35 and maybe as much as $85, not counting the currency exchange charges and any additional
credit card fees. The bill might approach three figures!
That’s it! Chris would moan that he didn’t do exactly as was commanded but that’s just too much to pay
for a little extra insurance that we probably won’t need. We can depend on our thoughtful planning, our
cell phone images, our manly intuition and, ultimately, our inherent sense of direction. In the limit, we
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might ask someone for help (unlikely); we might re-trace some of our steps (less likely); or, we’ll each
blame someone else (probable). And we’ll use the $100 to buy a few extra pints. Problem solved to
everyone’s satisfaction.
In the middle of Day Three, however, the distinction between OS and Google maps is that the former may
have given the team a heads-up on the terrain they would cover and may have saved time, minimized the
number of wet feet and soggy boots, and eliminated any temper tantrums. The caveat, of course, is that no
amount of paper maps, no matter what the level of detail, would be of any use unless there was at least one
person with some level of proficiency in reading said maps. OS maps always include an excellent legend
and some wonderful illustrations of most things that could be encountered, but a certain degree of practice
is needed to achieve success on the road.
In the right hands, however, whatever confusion there may have been about the utility lines (and it seems
on further examination that that was not a significant issue) would have been immediately resolved as
power lines and the towers on which they stand are identified on all Explorer maps. Underground cables
and piping may not be included but are generally also of less importance to the walker. A dismantled
railway line or a ruined building would be shown and may well prove a useful landmark in otherwise nondescript terrain. On maps of more urban areas, telephone booths and post offices are identified, although
their presence is dwindling in reality as well as on paper. Public houses are always shown and, thankfully,
their numbers are still significant in most areas.
The most prescient fact for the golfers on this particular day, however, is that Ordnance Survey maps have
a rather appealing green symbol which clearly identifies undesirable terrain. The area shown here, for
example covers the path taken by the golfers when they chose to play alongside a second lake, rather than
turn south and hit balls on the relatively calm surface of a nearby road. Had any one of the five seen this
broad stretch of “tufts” on their map – and had understood exactly what these seemingly innocuous
symbols meant – the day might have ended a little differently and possibly a lot earlier. As several pointed
out, a satellite image is not always as discriminatory as one might like when a field or wide expanse of
grass is viewed from a distance of over 12,000 miles. A cartographer on the ground, armed with a series of
colored pens and an artistic temperament can bring realism to the paper and a warning to the reader.

The OS Explorer Map Legend
for those green tufts states:
scrub, bracken, heath or
rough grassland.
When shown in blue, rather
than green, the key is “marsh”.
Either would have provided
a warning!
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Meanwhile, back on this Golf Course to Hell, it was now after four in the afternoon and they were still
about three (straight line) miles from Balfron. With at least another six hours of daylight there was no
reason to panic but given what they had just experienced, if the final miles were as difficult as the previous
two, they were looking at a late arrival. And, as befits this particular day, there was more tough terrain to
come; bogs, hills, tree stumps, creeks, ravines, standing water, and grass up to their waists. And bugs!
Tempers were becoming a little frayed as paths led to walls, walls led to fences and both led to more of the
same. More than once they thought they were “in the clear”, only to come across more hazards and more
disappointment – and the realization that they still had more to go. At one point they considered re-routing
to the south to reach a road for some easier going but decided to play it straight. As Scott lamented, “it was
just as far”.

Emerging from the impenetrable
forest, the terrain didn’t look that
bad at first glance. However,
footing was poor—and damp at times; the grass was long and grew in
thick tufts that would have made walking extremely difficult. And finding
a golf ball even harder. And, there was more than an occasional thistle to
contend with. Maybe better than earlier but not significantly.
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The other 3 went on ahead and as we (Shep and Fraser) approached what we assumed what would be
salvation after nearly 3 hours of mostly awful trekking, the ‘road’ that our phones and basic map showed,
was actually only a mostly fallen down dry stone fence. And beyond it? As far as the eye could see, more
bog. As Fraser and I approach the wall – before we saw what lay beyond, Skip was pacing with his hands
clasped behind his head, Lance was staring forlorn at who knows what, and Scott was bent over with his
forehead and arm resting on the wall. I think Fraser said, ‘Uh oh’. We had no data service and we were all
sat quietly pondering a hard-right back track, Skip famously yelled: OK GUYS…WE’VE…GOT…TO…
MAINTAIN…OUR…COMPOSURE. This somehow lightened the mood as we all cracked up and we
pressed on. The wind was strong but apparently sometime in the recent past it was super strong as rows of
trees were pushed down.

Where
now?

It wasn’t as bad as we thought – light bog led to 4’ tall ferns for 1.5 miles. The day before this would have
been perceived as sucking as hitting a ball was almost impossible (lots of penalty strokes), but given the
prior few hours, it seemed like heaven. Fraser and I hid for about 20 minutes in the ferns thinking someone
would turn around to come find us and we’d jump out, but the other 3 were in no mood for it and were long
gone so we had to hustle to catch up.

"Fun" in the ferns
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The weary golfers were still at least a couple of hours from their home for the night and from a good meal
and perhaps a drink or two and no doubt both “sub-teams” had visions of a hot shower and some relaxation
time as they separated for a while to go at different paces. Across this more open land they were able to see
each other at all times, although there were areas when some of the shorter members could easily have been
drowned by the extremely tall grasses.
Meantime, the guy who had planned this day for them (and, through no fault of his own might have been the
subject of a few silent curses as the day progressed) had had a somewhat less difficult day but had managed
to fill the time productively. And his highlight – and their salvation – was still to come.
Returning to the first place I spent some time talking to the gal who rented to us. She was really interested in
our journey. I shared the story so far. She offered to run us to dinner in town later that night. I spent the rest
of the afternoon working on some videos and checking the footage so far. I did my best to estimate when the
guys would be coming down the long lane that led up to the house. I had an idea.
I guessed as to when they would be making the trek and planned to fly the drone over them to meet them. So
I headed out down the path in their direction. After about a 2-mile walk, I launched the drone. At about
1000ft up I started it flying in what I thought would be their direction. Watching on the screen I didn’t see
them anywhere. Maybe they were off course? Maybe they were delayed.
Then, after about 3-miles of flight I saw them! Shep was wearing a yellow jacket so he was easily spotted. It
was a cool shot of the countryside as they made their way towards me. It made a few passes and then i
turned the drone around for the flight back to me. One problem, I was flying up wind against a wind
blowing at 20mph! The drone struggled, sometimes not making progress at all. The battery warning was
chiming loud and I had fears of losing it. With 2% left I spotted the drone overhead and landed it. It was
close but made it back.
Now knowing exactly where my friends were, I headed another mile to meet them. Shep told me that hearing
the drone overhead was the greatest sound ever. They had just encountered the toughest day of the trip
through some tough terrain. Fras had a broken shoe and the others were spent.

Not much to smile about.......
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Scott told the story of the late afternoon, the difficulties of navigation using satellite images, and the search
and rescue effort from his perspective “in the field”:
Just as deceiving as a satellite photo could be for that Utility path, so was the looks of the field. It was very
difficult to traverse, with ruts and mound—even the straw path that was laid out was a difficult walk. The
easiest part was coming across some waist high ferns---at least the ground was flat. After the ferns, the
terrain turned hazardous again and our dedication waned. I had a thought. Bill had chosen to serve as an
important logistics contact on Day 3 and moved our luggage ahead to Balfron knew we had to be close.
Hoping I had a signal, I sent Bill a text to send the drone—we were straight east along a stone wall and to
see it would lift everyone’s spirits (whether he actually received my text, or we just happened to have the
same thought, I do not know). As we continued the slog towards Balfron, we heard the humming in the
distance. Salvation! We saw the drone buzz by overhead and everyone’s spirits were lifted. A much-needed
sign that we were close! We pressed on, arriving to Balfron Station with hugs and a change of clothes for
the ride to dinner. The drone luckily had enough battery for the flight back---I did not want to venture
back.
Lance likened the sighting of the drone to a popular mid-sixties’ TV sitcom, being “like when Gilligan and
Skipper saw an airplane over the island; we knew we were going to be rescued”.

And Shep covered the sighting and final minutes of the day with:
Shortly after Fraser and I caught up with the others in the field of the long grass– unbeknownst to us we
were 2/3 of a mile from civilization - we heard a buzzing. We were puzzled because there was NO sign of
anything anywhere in any direction. Then someone yelled ‘DRONE’ and we saw Bill’s machine zip by
overhead. Have you ever experienced pure joy? Well we did at that moment as our trial would soon be at
an end. But then the drone kept going and going FAST. While the drone’s camera caught us, Bill didn’t see
us and kept it going. We called him saying ‘you passed us’ and the 2-3 minute flight out took about 10-15
minutes to make it back through the wind…making it back to Bill at the same time we met up with him (he
walked a half-a-mile out to meet us). The drone had about 5% battery life left.
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The “Civilization” described in Shep’s account.
The whole world must have seemed brighter and suddenly more pastoral

We walked along a golf course and I thought I’d
be damned if I wasn’t going to play one hole. BUT
– there was an electric fence between us and it. I
asked for people to join me – crickets!! So,
through I went (I think it was off because I didn’t
make it through cleanly).

He was now on the back nine of the unusually named Balfron Golf Society property, the history of which
on almost any other day might have piqued the interest of the man now playing – and his five spectators.
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So, Shep was now playing one hole on a course that had rela vely recently gained a new lease on life
thanks to a group of local visionaries and volunteers. A perfect place, he thought, to leave a few s ckers
on the tee box markers as reminders of his visit and, since these were obviously kind and generous
people, perhaps a dona on or two might ensue. What he had no way of knowing at the me was that
visitors were indeed welcome at Balfron but were expected to book a tee me – and pay a fee! This was
Friday so the price tag was £20, presumably for the full eighteen holes. Since he had played only one, he
might have thought to leave a £1 coin in the hole, to be added to the Society’s coﬀers when found. Then
again, he might not.
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Balfron
What he did recall: par 5 hole and I shot an 8, I think.
It is perhaps a rare day in golf when a player recalls his score
being worse than the actual, but Bill swears that Shep made a
double bogey on that hole. Regardless, at almost 7pm on that
day, even an eagle would have created little excitement or
interest for the gallery at the Balfron Golf Society course as
everyone just wanted to head in for dinner.
But now they were all re-united and the end of a brutal day
was imminent. They were just a little to the north of Balfron
and just a few good hits from their home for the night. Not
that Bill was in any rush to describe the facilities he had
booked and wasn’t relishing the discussions as to who would
bunk with whom in the somewhat cramped quarters. He knew
where he was to sleep; the others could fight it out amongst
themselves. The saving grace, perhaps, was that all were
exhausted, and no-one felt like fighting.
All six finally made it to their home for the night (“3 beds for
6 guys in 2 establishments – apparently there’s not a lot in
Balfron”) and, after agreeing on sleeping arrangements and
cleaning up a little, they were driven by the owner’s daughter
to dinner in nearby Killearn “where they enjoyed some more
Scottish fare – with plenty of pints to mask the difficult day”.
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Returning home after their meal at The Old Mill, nothing much
happened except that misery continued as each tried to cope with the
very cramped quarters and “Scott started a fire with his blow dryer”.
Presumably he was trying to do a favor as they look remarkably like
Fraser’s well-worn pair.
Chris summed up the Day Three with these heartfelt words:
Every great adventure requires trials and tribulations, and this is where we earned our
Gargunnock stripes!

Indeed, everyone earned their stripes that day and each will recall it as a real test of endurance for a long
time; certainly for as long as they have memories of the trip. However, even in this l-o-n-g eight hour-day,
each golfer saw some positive and uplifting experience. Not simply the “kick” one gets from completing a
difficult task (although that must have been very real when they finally reached Balfron) but also because
there were genuinely encouraging and inspiring moments, even some of utter beauty. True silver linings at
beginning and end to the dark clouds in the middle of the day.
Skip’s recollections of this – and all
days- were collected in hand-written
notes on the 3 by 5 sheets common to
hotel note pads. It’s not clear exactly
when these thoughts were scribbled,
but both the Hilton Hotel logo and the
American College of Radiation
Education Center suggest he jotted
down his impressions while attending
some professional function – perhaps
during a particularly uninspiring
seminar or lecture. What can be said
with certainty is that his aide-memoire
for Day Three could not have been penned in the very cramped quarters of the bed he shared for the night
either physically or intellectually.
Nevertheless, together with the pictures he took throughout the day and the references he makes to each in
the context of their location and joy or pain felt at the time, his musings vividly encapsulate the day. The
notes are cryptic, those of one intent on capturing the moment rather than on creating a great literary tome,
but serve well as a pleasant and entertaining record for the entire team.
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A Perfect Round
“I can’t believe there weren’t unpleasantries along the way. Women would have gone three separate
ways into the second day”.
After a less than perfect night trying to sleep in cramped quarters at two locations in Balfron, it is perhaps
not surprising that it was close to 10am before the golfers reconvened and set out for another day on the
road. Neither of the sleeping places had offered breakfast, so they headed to the main drag in search of
sustenance—for now and for the day. A few streets from their assembly point was the A875, the main
north-south road through the town, also known as Buchanan Street.
They missed—or avoided—Doyle’s Café and Deli located just a few yards from the intersection at which
they joined Buchanan Street and hence missed the fresh baked breads, pizza and pastries. It may not have
been the most enticing spot in town and received a number of very poor reviews on TripAdvisor but there
is evidence that they walked nearby.
Scott, the leader for the day recalled “getting cat-called (or perhaps ridiculed) on our way out of Balfron
(“Kilty Kilty Cauld Bum!”) for wearing the kilt” . Shep noted that Fraser translated from the Scottish and
also remembered that it was a “bakery lady” who made this unkind remark. Undeterred, but not enticed
into Doyle’s, the six crossed the road and found a convenience store where all their daily wants were
provided.

Supplies provided by the Co-op, although why the cat food
aisle was the only one photographed is left unstated
This was the Balfron Co-op, which of course meant nothing to these tourists, but the store is one of a very
famous chain that has existed in one form or another throughout Britain for 200 years and would certainly
have been recognized by Shep’s in-laws.
Between the two World Wars and as late as the 1960s, Cooperatives (or simply “The Co-op”) were
ubiquitous throughout the country and competed alongside private shops, providing a convenient local
outlet for family staples and a limited amount of more discretionary goods. Customers—called “members”
- had to provide their “Co-op number” at each visit to facilitate calculation of the quarterly dividend that
underscored the cooperative nature of the enterprise. Woe betide any youngster who failed to remember his
mother’s Co-op number when picking up the weekly shop!
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Though the history of the co-operative movement in the UK is often traced back to the Rochdale
Pioneers of 1844, the history of co-operation can be traced back much further. The origins of
modern co-operatives owe their beginnings not simply to the extreme poverty faced by many in
the 18th and 19th centuries, but also to the rapid social changes of urbanisation, the rising food
prices and from the lack of political representation for the working class during this period.
These factors led to a number of social changes including an increased focus on mutual
businesses (notably co-operatives) in public discourse during this time. Early co-ops often
focused on the provision of essential services (notably food) to members where the market was
either unable to provide these services sufficiently or was considered unjust. Often the more
successful co-ops were established around the trades which were experiencing the largest impact
from the rapid industrialization such as mining and weaving. This was likely due to the clearer
direct benefits of membership and the solidarity of workers in a similar plight. The provision of
food was a highly successful area for co-ops with many becoming involved in milling and baking
bread.
By 1860 there were more than 200 co-ops in the north west of England and by 1900, there were
1,439 co-operatives covering virtually every area of the UK. Gradually, many societies expanded
by opening further stores or by merging with a neighbouring society. Today, there is one
dominant, national society, The Co-operative Group, and a number of large regional co-operative
societies.

By the start of the 1990s the co-operative movement's share of the UK grocery market had declined to the
point where the entire business model was under question and, despite consolidation and the introduction of
larger stores, they were in danger of being replaced by the larger supermarket chains. After a late 20th
century strategic review, the majority of its hypermarkets and department stores were closed to focus
instead on its core chain of convenience stores, and today much smaller Co-ops serve almost all High
Streets in British towns. The “Divi”, which almost died out in the 1970s, has recently been re-introduced in
the modern day “cash back” form for customers who join the Co-op for a £1 membership, proving once
again that there is nothing new under the sun.
And it was sun and warmth that accompanied the Gouffers (still at five, Bill providing inter-town baggage
service) as they continued up Buchanan Street, across Clachan Burn to take a left on Station Road. It may
be recalled that the name Balfron Station had been noted as the destination for Day Three in some of the
earliest planning efforts. Why this hamlet on the site of a dismantled railway line (clearly shown on any
Ordnance Survey map, not as obvious on Google’s satellite images) would have been selected is a mystery,
other than the fact that it was 1 1/2 miles closer to their ultimate destination. And, bearing in mind the
difficult journey of the previous day and the paucity of adequate accommodation in the much larger town
of Balfron, it is well that the latter was finally selected when Bill got into the detailed drafting of the route.
Balfron Station is (or was) just that—the stopping point on the railway for Balfron—and had a brief but
interesting history.
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The Forth and Clyde Junction Railway was a railway line which ran from Stirling to Balloch. It was
built with the expectation of conveying coal from the Fife coalfields (northeast of Stirling) to a quay
at Bowling on the Clyde for onward transport, but that traffic did not materialize. The line opened in
1856; but it was a simple rural line running through sparsely populated terrain, and traffic was
thin. In 1882 the Strathendrick (just outside Stirling) and Aberfoyle (in the Trossachs north of
Balfron) Railway made a connection with the line, using a few miles of it as part of its own route to
Aberfoyle.
The Forth and Clyde Junction route lost its passenger train service in 1934, but the Aberfoyle trains
continued until they too were discontinued in 1951. Goods trains continued on parts of the line, but
in 1965 the line was completely closed, and none of it remains in railway use.
Station Road was a beautiful, narrow country lane but,
with no berm and high hedgerows on either side, plus
many sharp bends, it was potentially quite dangerous
for five walkers and almost lethal terrain on which to
play golf. In addition, at 11 in the morning, it was
surprisingly busy, although it is difficult to see exactly
where everyone was headed. It certainly wasn’t the
station!
So, with discretion the better part of valor, the decided
to fall on the mercy of passing motorists. The lady
who gave them a lift was very interested in their
adventure and particularly in the charity that they were
supporting. “Oh, for special needs children. That’s a subject near and dear to my heart as I adopted a
handicapped pony”.
Apparently somewhere along here they were able to track down Bill, as Shep recalls:
We stopped in town (Balfron) for snacks and drinks and plodded on (the road was busy so we hitched a
ride for a mile or so – and of course gave appropriate penalties).
None of the other golfers recalled this ride and its impact on their final score, but Scott did make note of
the relatively short journey to the next village of Drymen.
We were treated to more open fields on Day 4 as we made our way to the village of Drymen on Loch
Lomond for lunch. After plenty of nice shots over sheep, our route took us close to the home of a local
farmer. My preference would have been to stay far back in the field, away from the residences. We were
going right through this chap’s back yard. Naturally he came out, and told us to hit the road—we were not
passing through. At this point Shep started citing the public access rights created by the Land Reform Act
of 2003. At which point the man said in his thick Scottish accent “I know the law, but you can’t disturb the
livestock!” (which is amusing, because sheep run scared even when you are hundreds of yards away). We
eventually respected the man’s wishes and took an alternate path to Drymen, not long after seeing his
name on a banner on a fence in town, and proceeding to drive golf ball after golf ball into it….
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As chief trespasser and perpetrator (as well as legal expert and negotiator), it is not surprising that Shep
saw it a little differently and decided to take a photograph of the man and his field. Presumably this would
become Exhibit One in the event that either decided to let the courts provide a definitive ruling. It’s
unfortunate that the “crusty old Scot” didn’t choose to stay a little closer until Shep was able to find and
aim his camera and he appears only as a distant stick on the horizon. This may make positive identification
of the accuser a little difficult but at least his farmhouse and distinctive yellow fence should be easily
recognizable if it becomes necessary.
How Shep determined that the farmer also worked at a local
engineering company is not obvious. Perhaps the incident
was preceded by a more pleasant conversation; perhaps,
indeed, the homeowner was genuinely interested in the
Gouffers’ adventure and had revealed a little of his
background in the back and forth discussion.
“Golfing across Scotland, eh? Quite a journey. Where are
you from in the States? What do you do for a living? Home
insulation, you say? Interesting engineering job, I would
think. I do a little work part time for Fraser Robb, just down
the road. Fras would be fascinated by your line of business”.
This is the crusty old Scot who chased us
Or possibly some names of the six golfers had been
away for disturbing the livestock. He also
revealed and the coincidence of two Frasers being in such
worked at Fraser Robb – we later hit golf
balls into his sign sponsoring a youth club. close proximity was a part of the small talk. Whatever the
reason, Fraser C Robb, Engineering Support for All
Industries, was now a target for retribution. And his sign
got some additional decals!

Despite narrow roads and the minor altercation, golfing towards Drymen was a rather pleasant experience,
as Scott had detailed, and they passed through some beautiful farming countryside, complete with quiet
country lanes and some wide open space. In Skip’s hand-written notes on Day Four he covered this section
of the route as follows. “That’s more like it”. By the time we reached our lunch stop we had shed day 3
blues and were happily drinking pints as it was meant to be. We were run off a farm that morning for the
only time. (Chris had tried to plead that we were within our rights but to no avail.) So at lunch with a pint
in hand, Scott had the biggest smile of the week – he knew we had made it – we would be ok.
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Beautiful countryside and pleasant lanes. A stop
for Scott to check the route. And Lance was NOT
looking for the second ride of the day.
On the outskirts of Drymen they came across two other points
of interest. The first, was an unusual and rather beautiful flower
arrangement advertising the Glenalva Bed and Breakfast. Plants
were arranged not in the more usual soil beds or pots, but rather
in a variety of hiking boots. This must have been a temptation
for Fraser, whose boots were by now really showing signs of
extreme wear, but, so far as is known, the arrangement stayed
intact with no obvious substitution.
The other fascinating find was an Honesty Box attached to the
garden wall alongside the pavement. Skip kindly donated one of
the GGG poker chips in the hope that, when the box was
emptied, the gift might be reciprocated in the form of a gift to
The Shepherd’s Crook ministry.
What Skip and the other four perhaps didn’t realize was that
these two finds (the B&B and the Box) were related in function
and provided services along the West Highland Walk and the
Rob Roy Way—both long distance hiking routes starting in the
village of Drymen.
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The West Highland Way stretches 96 miles from
Milngavie (12 miles south of Drymen) to Fort William,
taking in a huge variety of scenery along the way, from
countryside parks to loch-shores and open moorlands to
steep mountains. It is often called Scotland’s most
beloved long distance walk and crosses the Loch
Lomond and Trossachs National Park on its way
through the Highlands to Fort William, close to Ben
Nevis, the country’s highest mountain.

The West Highland Walk
and the
Rob Roy Walk
The Rob Roy Walk starts in Drymen and heads in a more northeasterly direction to Pitlochry, at the
southern edge of the Cairngorms National Park and not too far from Balmoral, the Queen’s Scottish home.
This walk follows the tracks and paths used by Rob Roy MacGregor in the 17th & 18th centuries as he
worked, fought and lived the life of Scotland's most notorious outlaw. The paths were also well used by
other historical characters throughout the Jacobite uprisings, and the feuds between the local clans.
The walk is 77 or 94 miles long, depending on the route followed, and provides a sense of the history of
Scotland as you travel through glens, along rivers & burns and past mountains & lochs. Soak up some
of Scotland's greatest scenery. It is often cited as a quieter alternative to the more well-travelled West
Highland Way..And, it passes through the town of Callander, home of Leny House where Shep and Fraser
had stayed on their first visit in 1997—and had helped shape the adventure in which they were now
immersed.
So, to the connection between B&B and Box. And their relationship to these two walks. Many of the clients
at Glenalva were hikers, either at the end of their first day on the West Highland way or about to start the
Rob Roy Walk. The Honesty Box in Drymen—and others along the route—accept donations needed by the
many volunteers who maintain and upgrade the Rob Roy Walk.
So, well done, Skip!
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An unusual sight in Drymen—or, indeed, anywhere. Gentlemen
Gouffers walking past a pub. In fact, isn’t that forbidden by their
own rules? It must be assumed that appropriate penalty strokes were
taken but, as one might expect from these astute golfers, they had a
convenient, if not entirely acceptable, excuse/reason. Just around
the corner—and within 100yards of their present position, was
another pub, the Clachan Inn. And this is exactly where they were
headed.
It may be recalled that Scott, the leader today, had done an excellent
job of planning the route for Day Four and had picked out several
points of interest along the way to make the journey more
interesting and refreshing. Near the top of his list of “Must Sees”
was their first stop—and the first drink of the day.

The Clachan Inn
A handful of pubs aim to be the oldest in Scotland. As our sign states we were licensed in 1734, before
any other existing pubs. So therefore our claim is genuine - The oldest licensed pub in Scotland!
Rob Roy MacGregor was born in 1671 and an outlaw turned Scottish folk hero. The first licensee of
The Clachan was Mistress Gow, one of Rob Roy’s sisters.
The Rob Roy connection continues just outside The Clachan. The Village Square which The Clachan
sits aside is the start of The Rob Roy Way, a long distance walk between Drymen and Pitlochry.
The pub seemed to be very proud of its almost 300 year history and the connection with Rob Roy and the
nearby walk. The golfers had spent the night before last at the Cross Keys in Kippen, which had also
claimed a similar longevity as licensed premises and deeds dating back to 1707, 27 years before the
Clachan opened. So, there may be a little local rivalry and, as is often said, the devil will be in the details as
to which has the more accurate claim. An issue for lawyers to debate, perhaps, but not one to worry these
lunchtime drinkers.
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Bill had been in the Clachan
when the five golfers arrived so
they had reason to relax for a
while and give him an update
on the morning’s progress.
Whether that justified the
almost two hours that they
were together is debatable but
it was after 2pm before they
started again and headed north
out of Drymen. There are a couple of pieces of photographic evidence that food was involved in the stay
and ample evidence of liquid refreshment being enjoyed. Fraser spent quite some time standing at the bar
in deep discussion with several locals and probably felt right at home with the dialect and the surroundings.
Although pubs throughout Britain have changed considerably in recent years as a result of the introduction
of strict drink-driving laws, it is possible that Fraser would remember the more traditional atmosphere in
which most clients stood, drank and chatted, rather than the more recent practice of sitting in smaller
groups at eating tables.
Just across the square as they
left the Clachan Inn was this
somewhat unusual sign
pointing towards public toilet
facilities and a “comfort
partner” —which, of course,
just cried out for the pose
struck by Shep, perhaps
prompting this surprised look
on the faces of two locals.
Comfort Scheme
We work with external organisations to
expand the provision of public conveniences
in Highland through our Comfort Scheme
grant programme. The scheme provides
grants to pubs, restaurants, hotels and village
halls to allow public use of their toilet
facilities. The public convenience provision
map details which facilities are offered
through the Comfort Scheme grant
programme.
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It turns out that the two are, in effect, one and the
same and are part of a scheme being introduced
throughout Scotland and planned for the rest of the
UK. Apparently, the scheme has been well received,
prompting this amusing headline in the Daily Record:

Flush of success for Pitlochry public
loo campaign
Trial for longer opening hours

The five were now headed northwest out of the town along Balmaha
Road towards the ruins of Buchanan Castle, the original site of the
ancestral seat of the Clan Buchanan. There is no evidence of a stop
being made here but at least some of the golfers being close as they
approached Buchanan Smithy—presumably having its origins as the
forge for the castle.
It is interesting that they were going in this direction as their destination
for the day, Balloch, was clearly well to the southwest; this seemed an
unnecessary diversion. On the other hand, it was clear from Scott’s
original planning documents that he had wanted to pass a little to the
north of Drymen and had commented that a visit to the Queen Elizabeth
Forest would be a minor, but rewarding, diversion of a mile or so and
might provide some good golf. However, in his notes made after the
journey, he stated that we did not take the route around queen Elizabeth
forest as a woman told us we couldn't cross their property. We stayed
along Stirling road (or to the south of it) into Drymen.
Queen Elizabeth Forest Park is a 48,590-acre forest park in the Scottish Highlands which extends
from the eastern shores of Loch Lomond to the mountains of Strathyre. The forest park is one of six
such parks in Scotland, and was established in 1953, the year of the coronation of Elizabeth II. It is
owned and managed by Forestry and Land Scotland. The park is part of Loch Lomond and The
Trossachs National Park and is a sparsely-populated region of mountains, hills, lochs and valleys.
Most of the upland areas are bare and uncultivated, while much of the lowland is densely forested.

At almost 50,000 acres, the park could have presented more than the “mile or so” detour that Scott
imagined, even had they had the permission they apparently needed. So, perhaps this trek northwestwards
was satisfying the opportunity missed on the way into Drymen and they could now see at least a part of the
National Park before turning south. Strictly speaking, the village itself sits within the boundaries of the
forest so, as they hit along the B837, they were actually accomplishing Scott’s plan. In addition, once they
were able to get off the road and meet some old friends, it was a very pleasant path.
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It was probably less than 3/4 mile of open field golfing before they came across a driveway that led to the
Buchanan Castle Golf Club, with its somewhat unusual entrance requirements. Both Scott and Shep
remembered the walk towards the castle and the golf course that bears its name.
Scott: From Drymen we ventured towards Buchanan Castle and came to the Buchanan Castle Country
Club. Adhering to the rule that we need to stop for a pint whenever a pub is close, we strolled in. We had
pints served to us by a lovely highland girl with purple highlights in her hair, who humored us by agreeing
to have her picture taken with the Gentleman Gouffers. At that point, the club members had advised others
in our group that I needed to remove my cap, which I respectfully did. To be honest it was somewhat
refreshing that there are still some places where traditions and adhering to the decorum of an
establishment mean something to people.
And Shep: We stopped at the golf course (Buchanan) – Scott was asked to remove his hat but they were
otherwise OK with us! Lots of pictures – the guys really liked the friendly bartender (especially Lance and
Fraser). Had a couple pints then moved on – we respected the course and only took one swing at a ball –
driving it down the fairway then left the course.
Designed by James Braid, Buchanan Castle Golf Club is a beautiful 18 hole parkland course lying
on the plain of the River Endrick less than one mile from Loch Lomond and it is a delight, in spite
of the fact that in Scottish golfing terms it is almost a new-comer, dating from 1936.
The 1st hole is 395 yards. If you drive well to the left to open up the second shot, you will find
bunkers squeezing out the left side of the green on the line of your approach – likely to need a
healthy iron shot. The 9th hole at 387 yards is almost a replica, this time with the fairway sloping
downwards into the right turn of the dog-leg.
Holes 6, 7, 9 and 16 run by the River which is never in play, but it is always there, just over your
shoulder. Braid’s original design on the 7th called for a carry of a couple of hundred yards across
the angle of the River Endrick.
Buchanan Castle offers golfers a fair but challenging round of golf in a unique setting, with
mountains, river and forest scenery near the shores of Loch Lomond. It is a stunningly beautiful
parkland course.
With a description like that and the entrance
to the first hole shown here, it’s no wonder
that the club had rules of conduct that,
under almost any other circumstance, would
have prohibited the newcomers from
entering, let alone playing the course.
Nevertheless, as Scott suggested, they were
allowed into the clubhouse bar (with hat
dutifully removed) and enjoyed a drink—as
well as making friends with the bartender.
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At Buchanan Castle the intention is to provide a relaxed and enjoyable
golfing experience while still respecting standards of dress, etiquette and
behaviour both on and off the course.
In order to achieve this balance, we would ask that you adhere to the
standards set out below:
Clubhouse
Smart Casual must be worn by both Ladies and Gentlemen at all times.
Members and guests must be appropriately dressed for formal club
events.
NO Football shirts, T-shirts, hats and golf caps, wet weather clothing,
golf shoes, denims, jogging suits, combat style shorts. in the event of
guests and visitors arriving at the club in jeans/denims – consideration
should be given to the dress code rules noted above. However, with
permission, they may utilise the Skills Bar Area.
Course
Appropriate golf attire at all times. NO Denims, track suits, jogging suits,
football shirts or T-shirts. The Club reserves the right to refuse use of the
Clubhouse and Course if improperly dressed.
Despite the proud (some may say snobbish) conditions, the golfers were welcomed and even persuaded the
cute bartender to come outside and take (and pose for) some photographs, before they said farewll and
went on their way.

As Shep noted, they played along the edge of the fairway of Hole
1 before joining a road on the opposite side of the course to
which they had entered and turned to the south to cross Endrick
Water. Had they played the full course, they may have caught
glimpses of the ruined castle from several holes along the back
nine.
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It was shortly after this track joined a more well-paved road that, for reasons that are not disclosed, they
once again were picked up by a motorist and transported a little way further along their route. Only Shep
has any comment as to what may have prompted taking even more penalty strokes, except to say that the
short ride (estimated at 1/2 mile) took them around sharp bends at significant speed in heavy traffic.
He was probably in a better position than most to feel the full impact of the break from walking as he was
riding in the “trunk”. The photographs suggest that his accommodations were actually in the space behind
the rear seat of a hatchback, but, lying cross-wise on top of several backpacks, his space was seriously
restricted. To add insult to injury, Shep is convinced that he left his collapsible club in that same vehicle;
either that, or leaning against the mailbox of the kind lady who gave them the ride. There are very few
homes along this particular stretch of road, so it is difficult to discern either the exact pick-up or drop-off
points but it seems fairly certain that the driver must have been making her way home after leaving the golf
club. Unless that would have been the cute barmaid ending her shift—which surely would have elicited
more comments from Shep and everyone else—the good neighbor remains a mystery but stands to collect a
$100 reward if the club is found and returned.
When they disembarked, they had crossed Endrick Water ( River Endrick) and were once again on their
companion for much of the past few days, the Old Military Road.. They played along here, despite the
traffic, until they turned left on a road that they thought would take them to another “Must See” attraction
on Scott’s itinerary. Duncryne, known locally as the Dumpling, is a tiny hill of only 465 feet above sea
level. However the very short ascent gives a reward out of all proportion to the effort, revealing a
fantastic view of Loch Lomond, dotted with its many islands and backed by the great mountains of the
Southern Highlands. This was Scott’s way of re-creating that historic moment almost a quarter century
earlier when Shep and Fraser had climbed the hill behind Leny House and hit long drives from the top.
Shep wrote:
We headed down the wrong road briefly then found the right road to the Dumpling (Duncryne). Scott
planned this out to relive mine and Fraser’s experience of hitting off a hill. It was a bit of a climb but totally
worth it! We all hit a few balls from atop, took some photos (one atop the monument), came down.
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The minor detour caused them to re-trace their steps and they actually crossed over the Old Military Road
and walked towards the village of Gartocharn on the much quieter Church Road. As a bonus, they were
given a magnificent view of Loch Lomond, whose southern shore was now less than a mile away.
It was now time to find the Duncryne Road and walk about 1/2 mile until they found the narrow Ducryne
Hill Trail which would lead them up the hill.

The Dumpling is a good example of the Rights of Way network prevalent throughout the United Kingdom.
Here, a private land owner has provided a path (for the well-behaved!) so that locals and visitors alike may
walk the trail and experience the magnificent views from the top of the hill.

And
what
amazing
views
they
were
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Not surprisingly, this magnificent high spot in the surrounding countryside was also a useful landmark on
which to place an elevation marker and other important data needed for mapping. The “Trig Point” marker
(which also doubles as posing block for amateur photographers) is one of a large number of triangulation
points throughout Britain which provide information for surveying and map detailing. In addition to the
information etched into the concrete pillars, each has a “flush bracket number”, which is catalogued and
from which much more detail can be determined.

The flush (levelling) bracket number for this marker on top of The Dumpling, for example, is S5039, and
from this one number can be derived all kinds of information…………

…….. None of which was of the slightest interest to the GGG or their traveling companion, Kippen.

Shep consults his rangefinder app before his drive, while
Fraser seems to be looking for his ball. Meanwhile, Scott hit
a perfect shot and, judging by the cheers from his friends, he
got it to the Loch
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So, the re-creation of the hill shots that started it all were completed
successfully in grand style before five fulfilled golfers made their
way back down The Dumpling. There is a short video clip of a
moderately tuneful rendition of “The Bonnie, Bonnie Banks of Loch
Lomond” being sung up here also.
On reaching Duncryne Road, they opted to golf across fields towards
their destination, rather than follow the roads. This not only provided
them with some longer drives (despite the thick grass) but presented
one of the more memorable sights of the trip.

Each captured the moment in his own way.
Skip: That day things went according to plan and it just got
better and better – the stops at the country club – the hitting
the golf balls from the top of hill looking over Loch Lomond and the perfect rainbow over the spot we had hit the balls
from.
Scott: We witnessed a second rainbow—this one a double
rainbow that was extremely bright—bright enough that
required one to squint a bit. One could actually see the end of
it in the trees ahead. Of course Shep tried to video tape me
trying to reach that end, but alas, it kept moving away,
forever out of our reach. We would see one more rainbow that
day, as we hit ball after ball across the fields towards the port
town of Balloch on Loch Lomond.
And Shep: We’re headed to the water shortly before making a
left turn, Scott said “It’s just right for a rainbow”, to which I
said “Fag. What made you say that, fag?” And he mumbled,
“It just is”. I said “Whatever…fag” and not a minute later we
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look back toward the Dumpling and see a bright rainbow (double) ending right on the Dumpling! I look at
Scott who is looking all smug and I say ‘Ok how the hell did you know?!’ and he said something like ‘Ya
just gotta know these things’ (and later on admitted sun in front of us, a light misting rain just went by,
darker behind us…some gay stuff like that, but I have to admit, the man knows his spectrum sciences). It
fades away, we move on, past a pet cemetery and then something starts brightening to our left and
eventually the entire field starts to light up with the most incredible rainbow any of us have ever seen! Scott
jumps a fence (where the rainbow keeps running away from him). It literally looked like it was 150-200
yards away. I am not exaggerating in the slightest – it was so bright we were squinting.
The excitement of the rainbow rejuvenated the Gentlemen and buoyed them to continue across the fields
towards Balloch. Except for one; Fraser had had enough excitement for one day.
Skip and Fraser separated (see exhausted Fraser bench pictures) leaving
Scott, Lance and I to complete the day. They found a homeowner I think
who drove them to town and caught the rainbow in their back window.
Skip captured the end of their day in what he called a side story: Things
were going so perfectly .When Fraser and I had to catch a ride home, we
walked into a very small nearby town (after the hill above Loch Lomond).
Only problem was it was late afternoon and the town was shut down, we
came across one store about to close. It had a taxi in front. We rushed in
and said we needed the taxi. The lady said the taxi is just broken down
there, not working. But before we could bum out about it, she says “if you
give me five minutes to close up, I’ll take you there. I’m headed that way”
Unbelievable! Had we gotten there ten minutes later, we would have been screwed. Instead, we were riding
in the back of a car, looking back over our shoulder at the most beautiful rainbow you’ll ever see- right
over the spot we had just majestically hit golf balls from.
So, Fraser and Skip hitched a ride to Balloch while the others continued a more leisurely pace across the
fields. The individual journals for this stretch recorded little of note, although Shep mentioned passing a
pet cemetery and Scott recalled the pleasure of hitting long balls across fields—and striding out to find
them.
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The Windy Park Pet Cemetery had been
incorporated only three years prior to this visit
but its web site paints a glorious picture of
things to come —
Windy Park will be a natural grassland/
wildflower meadow and we will create new
woodland where you can plant a tree in
memory of your cherished pet.
A selection of our eco friendly Baskets &
Caskets, all sizes are available.
All approved by the Animal Health and
Veterinary Laboratories Agency (AHVLA)!
After about 2 1/2 miles of crosscountry golf, they re-joined the
Old Military Road for a brief
period before getting back on
grass until they were on the
outskirts of Balloch. They could
see via Google maps that they
must cross a river that snaked
from the south end of Loch
Lomond towards the Clyde.

According to Shep, they had spent a good deal of time trying to
determine exactly how wide this tributary was and whether or not
they would be able to get across it with one single shot. Why this
was important is a little unclear as the satellite images clearly show
that Balloch Road passes over the River Leven on a road bridge
that also includes wide foot and/or cycle paths on either side.
Perhaps they had envisioned playing a little further north, nearer the
entrance to the loch itself. Indeed, they may well have done just
that and left it unsaid. However, such a lofty drive (estimated at 150
yards) over a busy inlet filled with expensive boats and
(presumably) their owners must surely have been one for the record
book.
It must be assumed, therefore, that discretion once more won the
day and they chose to putt across the bridge as they entered town.
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Scott recalls the final stretch of this day and looked forward
to Day Five, and their view of the west coast:
On reaching Balloch, we stopped at the first bar we saw,
before meeting up with the others for food, drink and live
music. The end to a fantastic Day 4. Tomorrow morning we
would head toward the sea.
Similarly, Shep noted: Then we hit the outskirts of town,
through an industrial area/lot, across a soccer field or horse
pasture, through a neighborhood, were forced to drink at
pubs through town – at least 3, before we put our blinders on
and just made a bee-line for the B&B. The other 3 already
ate and so we got food from a chippie.
Although Balloch is listed as a village (in Gaelic, Baile Loch would mean “village by the loch”), its
position at the edge of this most famous lake has made it a popular tourist destination and the number of
hotels, inns and pubs belies its 6000 population. With all six once again together, they set out to explore
Balloch and its eateries and nightlife!
Four were staying at the Valhalla Guest House on the west side of the bridge and Shep and lance were at
the Woodside Inn close by so, after checking in and dumping their backpacks, they walked a short distance
back across the bridge to the Dog House. Here they were able to catch up on Bill’s day, exchange stories
about the journey—and get additional refreshment and some late night grub. And, yes, there was nightlife!
The Dog House contains a number of TV screens broadcasting sporting events and has live music on
certain nights. This being Saturday, the joint was jumping, primarily with a younger—and far less
exhausted—crowd than the six golfers. Nevertheless, they had completed Day Four and could almost taste
victory which surely must be theirs tomorrow. It had been a beautiful day, with generally easy terrain and
provided stark contrast to the trials of Day Three—The day of the Bog.

The end to a fantastic day 4. Tomorrow morning we would head toward the sea. (Scott)
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Lance summed up the day as a part of the overall journey so far. Despite a couple of his memories being
misplaced in time (not surprising as so much had been packed into the last four days), his notes provide a
good visual of time spent in a beautiful country..
Thankfully the toughest day was followed by the best. We had good weather, good
terrain, saw a double rainbow, found a hidden water fall, hit balls off of a
mountaintop, and met a petite multi-colored hair bartender at a country club we had
no business being in. We drank a lot of beer in a variety of locations and Chris and I
had some good late night pizza and saw some live music. We had hopped dozens of
barbed wire fences by now and had become experts in the art of narrowly escaping
goats, sheep, cattle, and farmers who weren’t fond of us being on their land. There
was actually only one and that was a guy earlier in the week we thought was Fraser
Robb, but later found out it was one of his ornery sheep herders. We had our shtick
down when talking to the locals and had handed out lots of relics and stuck plenty of
stickers around. Twenty four hours after questioning whether or not we were going to
make it to the west coast of Scotland, we now knew we were.
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The Final Drive
“As your journey comes to a close, I just wanted to say that I am tremendously proud of you. You had a
dream and made it come true. Many people have these dreams and let them be just that, just a fantasy.
Not only are you accomplishing this, but you were able to, in some way, convince 5 others to help you
attain this goal. Nice job!! Congratulations. Dad”
There were a few thick heads at the start of Day Five after the
late night of Day Four and it was approaching 10am before
the six met up again at the Valhalla to make their way
towards the west coast.
Woke in our separate lodging (I think it was 3 of us – me,
Lance and Scott??????) – Skip stayed in the nice place with
breakfast, we stayed in something like a lodge for wayward
homeless (basic motel feel). We walked the block or two to
them and pretty much headed right out I think (some drink
occurred the night before – a wee bit fuzzy). I THINK we got
started around 9:30 AM – it would be a shorter day so we
slept in a little.

“Let’s get this done!”

It took a while to pound our way through a couple round aboots before being able to swing away. As we
cleared the second one, it became clear we would be going uphill. Big internal sigh…I didn’t know that.
There was discussion about going around it, but Skip knew what he was doing and guessed the right path to
take.
Shep’s journal entry incorrectly identified his roommates (it was just he and Lance at the Woodside) but it
is interesting that he was almost right on the time of day and even more fascinating that he seemed to be
writing with a Scottish brogue (“round aboots”). On the other hand, he had now been in Scotland for almost
a week and in Britain for the best part of three and, for many, that is long enough to pick up some of the
mother tongue. He did, of course, live with Liz who was not only an Anglophile and daughter of
immigrants, but also one who could switch accents and word usage as she felt necessary or appropriate.
When she was a student at Miami, her roommates knew immediately when she was on the phone with her
parents as her speech quickly acquired a North of England twang. Instead of her asking how they were,
Elizabeth (not Liz when speaking with her parents) would say “What’s up?” or “Are you awreet?” And, as
is common with most bilinguals, she could switch almost mid-sentence, asking her friends to “grab me a
beer” as she hung up saying “Ta-ra” . Even her parents, who most said never lost their English accent and
certainly never achieved the bilingual capabilities of their daughter, would find it necessary to visit England
frequently for a refresher course.
As Shep said, they first had to find their way through the town, once again on the A811 (the Old Military
Road which had been their companion for much of the way) and passing quiet homes with well-kept
gardens, many of which were Bed and Breakfast establishments. There was a footpath for the first half mile
but, after the first roundabout, only a narrow grass verge afforded them room to play their balls.
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As they approached the Stoneymollan roundabout, Shep was a little alarmed to see an unusual sculpture”
which he immediately identified as depicting Canada Geese in flight. “That may not be a good sign” he
said to himself as he mused that they might be waiting in ambush as retribution for his well-known desire to
eradicate said bird from his neighborhood in Ohio. As with most homeowners, he was fed up with having to
dodge their droppings on his lawn, his street and virtually anywhere that he needed to walk and had
considered a number of ways to get them to move on—or, at least, not to reproduce and multiply every
year. For such a noisy and messy bird, almost universally hated, it was surprising to Shep that they were a
protected species under both Federal and Ohio law. Surprising to him—but not a deterrent to his mission
which continues to this day (which would seem to indicate who is winning!)
He also identified these birds as the “Symbol of this Town”.
Now, Balloch has the Loch Lomond Bird of Prey Center,
(“Home to Little Owl, Kestrels, Buzzards, Hawks, Falcons and
Eagles, including "Orla", our Golden Eagle”) which they may
have passed or seen advertised, but surely that etablishment
would not host Canada Geese—unless the patrons had a
similar mission to that of Shep. Indeed, there has been
confusion even among the locals as to whether this sculpture is
of geese or ducks ever since its construction in 2005. What
does seem to be a consensus, however, is that whether they be
duck, geese or birds of prey, they should not adorn the roundabout on the edge of town. Protests, letters to
the authorities and the press and widespread indication that this was a waste of money (“Money that could
have been spent to improve our council houses”) have raged for some time and seem to be gaining steam.
So, for entirely different reasons, Shep and the natives are of one mind; this “artwork” causes angst and
everyone would be better off if it (and the creatures it depicts) were removed. Perhaps by now it has.
From the roundabout they were able to avoid the busy A82 and follow Upper Stoneymollan Road, a narrow
(one lane) tree-lined path (the one that Skip had correctly identified) and were able to hit some long shots
on the paved surface. This track was quintessential Britain and ideal for walkers, cyclists and family groups
who wanted to be outdoors in beautiful countryside but weren’t adventurous enough—or equipped with the
appropriate gear—to well and truly “get away from it all”. It was quiet, no traffic, provided sure footing
and yet had most of the attributes of the untamed—if not exactly wild—natural environment. And, as the
golfers had just seen, it was less than a mile from the town center.
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As indicated by two informative signs on a roadside pole
(before the one warning of Gargunnock presence was added)
the six were headed on the Helensburgh and District Access
Trust lane towards the Three Lochs Way. Seeing the name of
their destination (and the site of their pending success) must
have given a lift to their spirits but it is probable that they
gave little thought to the Three Lochs Way or its place in the
plethora of such Walks across Scotland.

THE WALKING GATEWAY TO ARGYLL
Gentle landscapes are gradually replaced by the scenic drama of mountain, crag and loch as the
Three Lochs Way crosses the Highland Boundary Fault and heads towards the mountains of the
Southern Highlands. With Loch Lomond, The Gareloch and Loch Long as recurrent scenic
backdrops, the Three Lochs Way takes you on a fascinating journey through place and time as it
links a necklace of communities strung along the Clyde Sea Lochs fringe of Scotland's first
national park.
Rarely rising above 250 metres, the route's 55 kilometres (34 miles) can easily be walked in 3 to 4
days and with the West Highland railway line never far away, it also offers plenty of options for
shorter day walks. Total ascent is approximately 1,500 metres.
They were on Stage 1 of the walk, from Balloch to Helensburgh, listed as nine miles long and with a total
ascent of slightly more than 1300 feet. Shep had correctly assessed this climb as they left Balloch but,
fortunately, their route would turn south, not covering all nine miles and missing the worst of the hills. On
the other hand, they would stick with the Three Lochs Way long enough to see the section covered by the
brochure: Continue following the Stoneymollan Road uphill where after 600 metres you pass through a
gate. The route now becomes a rough track which you follow uphill for a kilometre or so before passing
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through another gate into a forestry plantation. Up on the plateau a signpost indicates a short detour
along a reddish coloured path out to spot height 281 on Goukhill Muir where you will be rewarded with
stunning views over Loch Lomond.
Indeed, it was wide open countryside and they did have some great views and some great golf. Four of the
five covered this section in their journals.
Shep: We took a commonly used walking path – saw lots of people – got lots of odd looks. At the top of the
hill we all launched a few golf balls into the distance (in the direction of the water).
Lance: We had a comparatively short day to our finish, the western coast of Scotland. It started up a big
hill and then through a burned down ash forest.
Scott: The morning of Day 5 we headed out of Balloch towards Ardmore, the western point of Scotland on
the shores of the Firth of Clyde. We worked our way up forested hills through what appeared to be a state
park, before it opened up into fields.
Skip: Day 5 was mine to organize so I was wearing the kilt (more later). This was a delightful day in that
it was not a terribly hard trek and we had a real path to follow for much of it, especially at the beginning.
Basically, we were going up hill for the first half and then would descend to our final destination on the
west coast of Scotland at Ardmore Pointe near Helensburgh. We were able to launch balls into wide open
spaces. Some were hit back toward Loch Lomond which we could see as we looked back to where we had
come from. Onward to Ardmore!

Views from the Three Lochs Way. Loch Lomond, The Maid
of The Loch Paddle Steamer, and some lofty golf shots.
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From their vantage point high on the hill, it appeared that the Maid of The loch steamer was plying tourists
on a regularly scheduled trip up and down this famous loch, much as they did on many of Britain’s lakes at
one time. Unfortunately, this steamer, the last of its kind built in Britain entered service here in 1954 but
operations ceased in 1981. Cost pressures forced the closure and similar pressures resulted in a steady
deterioration of the Maid until early in the 21st century. Restoration work was initiated in Balloch but costs
had been high and progress had been slow. As the Gouffers made their way to the coast, there was hope that
the grand ship would re-open as a static attraction within a couple of years and perhaps, someday, operate
once more on the water.

The climb continued for a little while longer, still on a well-worn path and still providing some great views.
Obviously, some tree harvesting had also taken place—or was this the “burned down ash forest” that Lance
had mentioned earlier? Eventually, they started down……….
Shep continued:
On the downslope Skip collected thistle for someone back at home. I tried to hit a golf ball off the stone
wall with the club contracted – it hurt as I hit the rock (and almost broke the club). Did I mention we each
had our own club and also one 3 wood that collapsed. We used it a dozen or so times each day. The
adjustable club also has a putter setting.
Lance added:
The terrain the last few miles was very playable and we could see the water from the top of the final hill. It
was like seeing OZ off in the distance. We still had nearly an hour left but the end was in sight and it was
beautiful coastline. We meandered the last ½ mile through a narrow trek, still hitting our golf balls,
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laughing, and feeling accomplished. We were completely bonded as a group
of 6 adventure warriors aka Gargunnocks.
And Scott:
Working our way down towards the coast, we found numerous spots and
views from which to launch golf balls.
Finally, Skip added his thoughts and amplified on Shep’s observation about
collecting thistle:
After reaching the top, we could see water to the west at times. Also land
across the Firth. At one point along the path I dropped back a little because
I had to collect something for a friend—my spinning class instructor
Amanda. I am a “regular” there, ride just to stay in shape, and it helps for
skiing (my yearly passion, motivator). She had helped me “train” for this
trip and had told me her family was originally from this area of Scotland.
When I last saw her she yelled at me to bring back some thistle, the national flower of Scotland. Well that’s
what I did. Using scissors (no hands) I carefully cut some thistle. Placed it in a plastic baggie and brought
it back for her. When I gave it to her she was surprised, very emotional and said “That’s the most beautiful
thing I’ve ever seen.”
I told her whatever you do, do NOT touch it, and she looked at me with shock ; so, I told her the story of
how it had become the national flower of Scotland. I’ve often wondered how none of us ever really got
stuck or “prickled” by Thistle. The national flower really was everywhere, and we were wearing shorts or
a kilt mostly. And if you do touch it, you get little spikes in your fingers, even ones you can’t see on the
stem.
The prickly purple thistle was adopted as the Emblem of Scotland during the rein of Alexander III
(1249 -1286). Legend has it that an Army of King Haakon of Norway, intent on conquering the Scots,
landed at the Coast of Largs at night to surprise the sleeping Scottish Clansmen. In order to move
more stealthily under the cover of darkness the Norsemen removed their footwear.As they drew near
to the Scots it wasn't the only thing hiding under the cover of darkness. For one of Haakon's men
unfortunately stood on one of these spiny little defenders and shrieked out in pain, alerting the
Clansmen of the advancing Norsemen. Needless to say it was the Scots who won the day.
The first use of the Thistle as a royal symbol of Scotland was on silver coins issued by James III in
1470
As written by John A. Duncan of Sketraw, KCN, FSA Scot.
Coincidentally, Skip had another connection with Scotland, via his wife’s ancestry. His mother-in-law’s
paternal ancestry was from Scotland and his wife had researched it back for 300+ years. The family name
is Semple (Sempill), which is a very old name and a clan. Complete with coat-of-arms!
The team were now quite literally in sight of their goal; the Firth of Clyde and Port Glasgow to the south
and the Ardmore Peninsula more to the west. They were headed downhill for the last time at the end of the
long trek from Skinflats and would soon take their final drives into the North Atlantic Ocean. Shep
recalled: As we finally see the water in the distance, we all start moving a little more methodically due to
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the knowledge that it’s almost over. We livestreamed on Facebook, I spelled GGG into a giant field on
Livetrekker, the golf ball in the railroad track is real – he took a few swings but I think gave up. Around this
time we called Bill to meet us and he painfully walked the last mile or so with us (the drone being up there
much of the time).
Despite being within striking distance of their ultimate destination the six still had some challenging golf
before they could claim victory. There was a number of fields—with the accompanying walls or fences to
climb or pass under—as well as a road and a railway line.

Beautiful Views to the Clyde—but still a few obstacles in the way

Always time to fool
around for some.
And for others, time
to contemplate the
next stroke.
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It may be remembered from the planning phase that the east coast line had been spotted on Google maps
but it had been impossible to determine whether this was one track or more and just how busy the route
might be, And, of course, it would have been difficult to predict the extremely difficult lie that any ball
might have at this crossing. Throughout the journey Lance had generally been the first one to call out what
he felt was an “impossible lie” - whether for his ball or that of a colleague.
Rule 19 of the USGA Rule Book is the one governing such situations and, to a non-golfer, seems to be
extremely complicated to the point where this one rule has three major sub-sets (19.1, 19.2 and 19.3), each
with multiple sub-sub sets (for example 19.3b/1). In fact, this latter sub-sub set also requires reference to
Rule 17, specifically to Interpretation 17.1d(2)1. In total, Rule 19 covers several pages of the handbook!
Fundamentally, it is the prerogative of the golfer who has got his ball into an unplayable situation to make
that call and his judgment alone (not that of team mates or opponents) will set in motion any and all of the
options. Perhaps this is a reflection of the “gentlemanly” nature of the game (no second opinion or
arbitration required since no-one playing the game would have any desire to cheat). On the other hand,
since no matter which rule sub-set is ultimately followed, going from unplayable to playable demands at
least a one stroke penalty, so there is a built-in disincentive to make such a dramatic claim. It must be
assumed that Lance’s calls over the five days had been made merely as a suggestion or affirmation of his
colleagues’ decision, rather than a ruling. Except, of course, in the case of his own ball.
Rule 19 provides additional information on what can be done in the event that an unplayable lie sits in a
sand bunker, in which case two, or even three, penalty strokes could result. Again, this Rule has undergone
a recent change as part of the bi-annual review by the R&A Committee, so it is essential that the latest
edition be available if one is to play by—or take full advantage of—the rules. As far as can be ascertained,
Rule 19 does not cover the situation where an unplayable lie might be called as a result of the ball being
wedged next to a railway line—but no doubt this is covered somewhere in the book if one is prepared to dig
deeply enough.
With appropriate reference to the rules and with the necessary penalty strokes taken, both road and railway
(only one track, fortunately) were successfully crossed and they were now on Ardmore Point, the peninsula
from which the final drives would be taken. There is a pleasant 2 mile walking path all the way around the
point and it appears that they generally followed this in search of the most westerly point.
Shep: The last ¼ of a mile seemed like 3 miles – there were like 8 ‘just around the corner is our destination’
moments. Up until this point we weren’t even entirely sure we would be allowed on the peninsula (and part
of it we weren’t). We found our point, we took the ball that we first hit 5 days earlier (dipped in the water
then a small chip so we didn’t lose it, then pocketed it until finally hitting it into the west water…I’m
sentimental and it was HARD for me to do it, but I did). We ALL hit GREAT shots – unbelievable with 6
good golfers, amazing with our crew. Yet another ‘the Fates were with us’ moment. Right after that I had to
get on the phone to talk to Ken Broo. I was really nervous, but he made it easy. I managed to get everyone’s
name mentioned! It all literally could not have come off better – the timing, the weather, the cellular
connection.
They had made it! The Skinflats to Ardmore Inaugural Invitational Golf Tournament was completed. It was
time to hit that final drive into the Atlantic Ocean and time to capture their feelings on this momentous
occasion.
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A few more chips; time to decorate some stones
Then…. The Eureka Moment!

Ardmore Point
Latitude: 55°58’13”N
Longitude: 4°42’19”W
Lance: Everyone hit a final ball into the water off a very small set of grassy rocks. Like the beginning,
drone footage captured the epic moments. Shortly after, we all sat in the grass surrounding Chris who was
doing a live interview about the adventure back in the states. He did an amazing job of story telling and
answering the questions. Our Facebook page, live trekker, website, and YouTube channel was being viewed
by many people we knew and several others no one could identify. In the excitement of the moment, Lance
TWICE stated in his commentary to the video that they were on the EAST coast of Scotland. Perhaps a
minor lapse after such a great achievement.
Scott: We arrived at the western coast around 2pm local time, the drone flying overhead, Facebook live
streaming, as we each hit the same ball we dipped into the Firth of Forth into the Firth of Clyde. All of us
hit nice final shots in the sea. Shortly after, Shep would take a call from a local radio personality out of
Cincinnati, as we sat and listened, taking in the sights, sharing a beer and reflecting on what we had
accomplished. Five days, XX miles, XXXX shots, XXXX lost balls, and XXXX pints later.
Skip: Needless to say it was great and a top 3 highlight overall. Somehow my favorite part was seeing and
hearing Shep interview live with Ken Broo on the Big One, the guy I listen to on Sports Talk almost every
Sunday morning.
Bill had been able to walk the final mile to this point so, with drone capturing every move, all six dipped
their designated ball into the water, set it on the “tee” and let rip one last time. The film footage was
dramatic and, as Shep had indicated, every drive was perfect. Shep, Fraser, Scott, Lance, Skip and Bill.
Judging by the cheers as each ball headed west in a high trajectory to splash into the ocean, it would appear
that Scott and Lance hit the best shots. But there were no losers at this point; everyone was a winner and
everyone could feel proud with their accomplishment. More importantly, as Lance so well stated: We had
raised a significant amount of money and awareness for a great cause, and ultimately were part of making
orphans’ lives better. We had a lifetime of memories and lasting friendships.
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FORE!!!!
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All smiles and
Goodbye to the
ball dipped in
two oceans
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The Transatlantic radio interview that has been mentioned was with a local Cincinnati sports broadcasting
legend. Ken Broo had spent over forty years as a sports anchor on television stations in Florida and
Cincinnati, having been with all three of the networks in Cincinnati. In addition, he had a Sunday morning
radio show on the “Big One”, WLW Radio, and it was here that Shep would appear live, right after the epic
journey had been completed.
The idea had been conceived by a friend and fraternity brother of both Fraser and Shep, Doug Evans, who
now lived in Columbus. He made contact with several outlets but it was Ken Broo who took up the
challenge. The arrangements had begun just a few days earlier as the troop made their way across country
and everything was set up via e-mail correspondence between Doug and Ken. The electronic “paper trail”
included these notes:
Greetings Ken!!!
I have some crazy friends from here in America (most from the Cincinnati Area) who are GOLFING
ACROSS SCOTLAND this week. They are not playing the best courses, like ordinary sane people;
they're actually hitting a golf ball from East Coast to West Coast!!! (Make that A LOT of golf balls!!!)
The 50+ mile course will take them roughly from Edinburgh to Glasgow.
The idea started as a 50th Birthday Adventure, and has turned into a band of six misfits traversing
the Scottish countryside. But most importantly, it is a charity fundraiser for a worthy organization in
the Cincinnati area called The Shepherd's Crook Ministries - in support of adoption. Here's a link to
their Facebook page where you can check out their travails and shenanigans. https://
www.facebook.com/gargunnocks/
Doug
To which Ken replied immediately:
I would LOVE to get one of them on my WLW show this Sunday. Do you know if Chris or Scott
could join me at 9:35am ET?
Please let me know....I'll hold the spot open until I hear back from you
Great idea!
Ken Broo
FANTASTIC!!!! I'll make sure of it! I'll contact them first thing in the morning.
Doug
Followed on the next day by this:
Good Morning Ken!
Thanks so much for your interest. I just confirmed they would love to do this!!!
Chris Shepard is the lead instigator. He'd be a fantastic interview. (He’s from West Chester.) You or
your producer can reach him by phone or by text at: 513-236-3400.
I understand the Gouffers plan to arrive in Ardmore (near Helensburgh) on the north shore of the
River Clyde around that time. Timing MAY be such that they will be able to hit their final shots into
the water Live On-Air!!!! ("Lordy, I hope" Cell Service will be friendly!).
Here are some resources that should be helpful with your prep:
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Great! Thanks for setting this up.....we'll call Chris on his cell
at 9:35am ET Sunday. Should be fun!
Ken
So, two days before the final shots, everything was set up and
Shep would be talking to Ken Broo via cell phone and the whole
interview would be heard by the entire “50,000 Watts” WLW
listening audience. The station is famous in Cincinnati—and
indeed across the country—and in 1934 was the first and only
with permission to operate at 500,000 watts superpower. Its
landmark Blaw-Knox transmitter was built as a joint venture
between the Big Three (RCA, GE and Westinghouse) and is still
operating today—although at the reduced power level of 50,000
watts since 1939.
Finally, a few days after the broadcast, this exchange!
Ken, Thanks so much for the time you dedicated on Sunday Morning Sports Talk to the
Gargunnock Boys. It was a FANTASTIC interview!! A great way to cap off the Gouffers' efforts to
support the kids.
From Chris: "It made the end of our slog That much more meaningful. We really appreciate it."
Doug
From: Ken Broo
To: Doug Evans
Subject: Re: STORY IDEA: GOLFING ACROSS SCOTLAND FOR CHARITY!!!
Thanks for the story idea! Glad you liked it.
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Not fifteen minutes after the final ball had been driven into the
Firth of Clyde, the Transatlantic interview began.
Ken Broo had primed his audience by telling them that he had
discovered a group of people who were having an even more
exhilarating Sunday than they were. “Yes, I know that’s difficult
to imagine” he continued in his vaguely Irish lilting Mid-Western
accent “Yes, I know that’s difficult to imagine but it’s happening.
Because apparently, at this hour ‘across the pond’ as they say – in
the birthplace of golf – there is a group of Cincinnatians who are
attempting to play from the east coast to the west coast of
Scotland non-stop; or, at least, hitting a golf ball from the east
coast to the west coast”.
He went on: “ The leader of this group is a guy named Chris
Shepard and he gave us his cell phone number and he swears it
works where he is right now across the pond in the land of the
heather and the kilt. Let’s find out what’s going on in Scotland –
is this Chris Shepard?”
After taking the call and acknowledging that it was indeed Chris Shepard on the line, Ken began the 10minute interview. He spent quite some time asking about the adventure itself – from where to where, how
far, with/without sleep, what procedures were followed – and seemed genuinely interested in the answers
that Chris provided. He was clearly impressed that each participant carried a forty-pound backpack as he
golfed and noted that the “guy from Cleveland (Scott) must have had 80-pounds on his back because he’s
obviously carrying someone else’s bag”. Clearly, Mr Broo never missed an opportunity to poke a little at
the intra-state sports rivalry between Cincinnati and Cleveland.
Ken asked the obvious question about golf courses played on the journey, which of course was the opening
for Chris to explain that, while they had played across a couple of courses, their objective had been to
avoid them and hit the ball across fields, along roads and through back yards right the way across the
country. This – and the associated likelihood of being accused of trespassing, or even attacked by
landowners – allowed Chris to raise the “need” for a cover if necessary. Being able to claim that they were
trampling down a local’s vegetable patch “for the children” was a great segue into The Shepherd’s Crook
Ministry and its mission.
Here again, Ken’s focused but non-intrusive interview technique prompted a discussion about the charity
and the various methods by which donations could be made in the name of the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock. Direct donations or via one of the quiz-type alternatives could be made on the TSC web site
or on that of Gargunnocks.com. Ken’s obvious attentiveness and interest in that name allowed Chris to talk
about the original trip, the monster and hence the adopted name of the group. Chris was also able to
mention the overall pleasant nature of their Scottish hosts who, with a couple of exceptions “had been
outstanding”, prompting Ken to comment that “They think we’re crazy over there; they just can’t figure
out Americans”.
“So, how many golf balls did you lose?” and “if you can figure it out, how many rounds of golf did you
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actually play?” The first was easy (“173 at last count”) but the latter was answered as “3600 strokes on one
ball, 3400 on the other”. Even the mentally quick Chris Shepard wasn’t able to convert that to 20 rounds
under the pressure of a live radio show.
The interview ended with a brief discussion about the weather and the terrain they had experienced
before Ken took pity on Chris’ cell phone bill and closed by promising to get the word out via his social
media pla orms. Ten minutes of very entertaining banter, an authen c and professional interviewer and a
very composed and conﬁdent golfer; a sa sfying cap to the main event.

Ten minutes of radio fame were not
the end of the story, however. Less
than a month a er his media debut,
Chris was once more in the
limelight. This me on television!
WKRC, Local 12, Cincinna had a
feature on their evening news show
which provided more exposure for
the GGG and The Shepherd’s Crook
Ministries. Video of the actual
golﬁng, as well as an interview
conducted in Chris’ basement,
featured in reporter Brad
Underwood’s 2 1/2 minute
segment. Once again, Chris showed
his natural ability for interes ng
chat and seemed quite at home (!)
re-telling his story for another wide
audience.
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Scott and I were the last to leave the last tee box area. We buried a GGG poker chip (ball marker) –which
someone found a few weeks later with her kids – she said they always go looking for treasure and this
made their day! We took a picture of Kippen the sheep (I meant to give that to Shepherd’s Crook, but I was
too sentimental for that (and Scott concurred – he is the one who carried it the whole way), so I bought
them all caps and some other stuff instead.
We then walked back to the road and called a cab to Helensburgh. 3 wanted to go hit 9-holes so we took a
cab out – we didn’t want the whole trip to go without playing a course (me, Lance, Skip) the other 3
wanted to rest and hit a pub.
As had been arranged by Skip (today’s kilt wearer), the three who still had some golf left in them (versus
the three who just wanted more beer in them) played the nearby Cardross Golf Club Course founded in
1895 and to which visitors were welcomed. Despite having just completed the five day trek across
Scotland, Lance was discomfited when the Pro Shop wouldn’t run them out to the 10th hole! There are no
records of any scores kept, although undoubtedly some were recorded by this competitive threesome, but it
must have been a thrill to drive from a proper tee box, along a broad fairway and to a well-manicured
green. Time to enjoy and ponder whether this—or the last five days—was the way golf was meant to be.
And a chance for one last sticker placement.
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It was now time to check in at their accommodation, Number 20
Boutique B&B in Helensburgh. This well-appointed B&B, which
all the golfers enjoyed, sits on the banks of the Clyde Estuary, only
a mile from the center of town and a 10 minute drive to the shores
of Loch Lomond. Scott described the B&B and the evening: We
stayed at a nice, comfortable bed and breakfast in Helensburgh.
Some of us went to play nine holes on a real course. Me, Bill and
Fraser went to the pubs, having had enough golf for at least a
while. The others would join us. (we would meet an interesting
fellow named Crawford—hopefully someone remembers some
details on this character).

Indeed, Crawford was remembered by Shep: we headed out to a pub (the crazy conversation with the town
drunk – he thought we were in on the American sub and we could not catch our breath we were laughing
so hard).
That conversation was recorded in a ten minute video, during which the local made some remarks that
were amusing but perhaps a little politically incorrect but which the six seized upon, embroidered and
increasingly goaded the poor drunk. Skip, who had drawn the short straw and was standing next to Mr
Crawford, grew progressively and noticeably more uncomfortable, while the rest of the gang could do little
but laugh out loud. For reasons unknown, Skip had become Shep’s son and it was revealed that his given
name was Richard, later modified to Skip—a name that Crawford referred to as a “blank” name, with the
“blank” becoming ever more audacious and unrepeatable as the evening wore on. Worse yet, Shep had
somehow given the impression that he was a Pakistani (Northern Pakistan, hence the lighter skin), which
prompted a whole other series of expletives and questions about his heritage, none of which would pass the
xenophobia test.
Shep completed the story with: Crawford pulls me aside as we’re leaving and apologizes for picking on my
‘ehh, maybe gay, maybe not’.
227
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

The local certainly seemed to give as good as he got and five of the golfers would have been happy to
continue the harangue for the rest of the night but it was time to move on and get something to eat, for
which it appeared that Skip was truly grateful. However, he too had been involved in an amusing incident
earlier; one which he was much more comfortable with and about which he was prepared to talk.
We arrived at the great B&B that I was responsible for arranging in
Helensburgh, Cab rides got us there smoothly after pick up at Ardmore
Pointe. Our host was Catriona. She was a very sweet lady, well say
middle-aged perhaps same as or slightly older than some of the older
guys (by that I mean me and Lance). Anyway it just so happens that
Catriona finishes showing everyone to their rooms by showing Lance and
I our shared room (quite spacious and nice as opposed to the damned
Day 3 Air B&B disaster). On the 3rd floor. It also just so happened that it
was my day to wear the kilt . Well, after 5-10 minutes of spirited
conversation (I’m sure Lance was flirting and I was putting in my 2
cents), I decided it was time to unload the heavy kilt……… So, I began
undoing the front of my kilt right then and there with Catriona right there
to my side. I wasn’t trying to pull a fast one, but as I proceeded, I could
see her uncomfortably averting her gaze away from me. The kilt dropped
to the floor and Catriona gasped. She gasped with relief as she realized
that I had a full set of golf shorts on ! Ha ha ha. The three of us had a
great big laugh over that!
Shep summed up the rest of this celebratory evening:
After that we got cleaned up, played with the owner’s dog, the owner gave us unlimited access to scotch
(mistake…we did leave her money as we emptied it all I think), We then said our goodbyes and went to eat
(I got a glass of straws brought to me – the third and last time that ever happened) – it was a perfect meal
– Italian I think. French?
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Shep being presented with a glass of straws perhaps bears a little explanation, although even to those who
have witnessed this event (as he said, this wasn’t the first time), a logical explanation is difficult. As must
by now be obvious, Chris enjoys a drink every now and then—a beer now, a single malt then, a brandy
now, a mixed drink then—and, equally frequently, a glass of red wine. He probably would not describe
himself as a wine connoisseur but he does know what he likes. An Australian Shiraz often appears at the
top of this list. Nothing unusual in that.
Nor is there generally anything unusual in his diction (except perhaps every now and then, depending on
the aforementioned now and then intake) and his accent would best be described as neutral Midwestern,
with the occasional Texas drawl or New England pronunciation creeping in. He was raised in a military
family after all; one that moved quite frequently.
Despite this inherent normality, tinged with an apparent need to vary speed and volume regularly, he has
difficulty in getting a glass of Shiraz without first being brought a glass of straws. Shiraz, straws, Shiraz,
straws; no matter how often you run the two together or side by side, it is difficult to hear any possible
confusion. Saying Shiraz quickly (“Shraz”) or slowly (“Sheeraaz”), neither readily translates to “Straws”.
And yet, it can happen and it has more than once—even when asking for the first drink of the day! It seems
incongruous but it happens, just as it did tonight, much to the amazement of at least one of his dining
companions.

And the meal was great!
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Anyway, we went back for more scotch, carried it to the shoreline, smoked a cigar, and were done.
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The 19th Hole
“You’re American, but you almost speak English”
The breakfast this morning was probably the best we had the whole trip After that – I think we caught a
train to Glasgow and on to Day 6!
Those were Shep’s words to start Day Six, the Day After, The Celebration Day, The Day of The Pub Crawl.
And, judging by the pictures taken, breakfast was indeed a varied and interesting feast.

Breakfast at Number 20
before goodbyes.
Did somebody lose something?

It was just a few hundred yards from the lodging to the train station in Helensburgh and in another 40
minutes they were in the center of Glasgow. They were on the track that had prompted an “unplayable lie”
yesterday and indeed they passed the end of the Ardmore peninsula and the scene of their triumph less than
24 hours earlier. Now they could rest on their laurels for a while and enjoy their day in the big city.
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Glasgow is the most populous city in Scotland, and the third most populous city in the United
Kingdom, with an estimated city population of 621,020. . It is the fifth most visited city in the UK.
Inhabitants of the city are referred to as "Glaswegians" or, informally, as "Weegies". Glasgow is also
known for the Glasgow patter, a distinct dialect of the Scots language that is noted for being difficult
to understand by those from outside the city.
Glasgow grew from a small rural settlement on the River Clyde to become the largest seaport in
Scotland, and tenth largest by tonnage in Britain. From the eighteenth century onwards, the city also
grew as one of Great Britain's main hubs of transatlantic trade with North America and the West
Indies.
With the onset of the Industrial Revolution, the population and economy of Glasgow and the
surrounding region expanded rapidly to become one of the world's pre-eminent centers of chemicals,
textiles and engineering; most notably in the shipbuilding and marine engineering industry, which
produced many innovative and famous vessels. Glasgow was the "Second City of the British Empire"
for much of the Victorian era and Edwardian period, although many cities argue the title was theirs.
In the late 19th and early 20th centuries, Glasgow's population grew rapidly, reaching a peak of
1,127,825 people in 1938. Comprehensive urban renewal projects in the 1960s resulted in large-scale
relocation of people to designated new towns, followed by successive boundary changes. This process
reduced the population of the City of Glasgow council area to an estimated 615,070 but with the
wider metropolitan area being home to over 1,800,000 people, around 33% of Scotland's population.
Glasgow hosted the 2014 Commonwealth Games and is well known in the sporting world for football
(particularly the Old Firm rivalry between Celtic and Rangers), rugby, athletics, tennis, golf and
swimming.
Just how much of this important city the six golfers
would see in one day was debatable and how much
would be remembered was even more questionable but
neither was uppermost in their mind as they made their
way to the first appointment—a tour of the famous
Tennent’s Brewery. In Glasgow, they got off the train
at Glasgow Central and had time to drop off their bags
at the Grand Central Hotel before their noon tour.
Outside the hotel was a Millennium Project statue,
called the Citizen Firefighter, just waiting to receive its
Scotland cap, courtesy of three Gargunnocks. The
statue was commissioned by the Scottish Fire and Rescue Service as a tribute to
fallen Glasgow firefighters and was unveiled in June 2001. Three months later,
after the terrorist attacks in New York and Washington, the statue took on a new
meaning and in October of 2001, two hundred fireman paid tribute to their fallen
comrades from the loss of the twin towers in New York City.
Whether the Six were aware of the history behind the statue is probably unlikely
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but it is almost certain that they would have been moved by its association with their homeland. They may
also have been amused by the somewhat senten ous words that the ar st used to describe his work.
The artist himself had this to say about his work. “Through the work's symbolism, Citizen
Firefighter appears to rekindle the onlooker's reflexes when faced with a nineteenth-century
public monument. It differs, however, by both the neutrality of its stance and by the
prominence given to the breathing apparatus, which has a democratising effect on human
identity. The generic or quotidian aspect of the figure is further accentuated by a reductive
treatment of form, in which all naturalist or realist traits have been suppressed. Subtraction
peels away pathos, creating enough critical distance to enable the viewer to consider the
complex "charge" inherent in the way the subject is presented. In this way the meaning of
the monument itself is left partially open, thus creating a space that can be reinvested by the
onlooker. This in turn prompts us to come to terms with our own responsibility, not only as
an onlooker, but also, more importantly, as a citizen.”
Yeah!!! That’s just what I was thinking…………
With their space reinvested and having come to terms with their own responsibility, the six democratized
golfers made their way past the Glasgow Museum of Modern Art and on to Duke Street (and its famous
adorned statue of the Duke of Wellington), and the Tennent’s Visitor Centre. It was about a one mile brisk
walk and, despite the fact that they were about to start a brewery tour (with appropriate sampling,
presumably) it would appear that some were in need of more immediate refreshment on this very pleasant
morning. The somewhat dour surroundings of this older part of the city had been significantly brightened by
the artwork of the Tennent Caledonian Company.
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Once inside, and before the tour could begin, each visitor must wear appropriate headgear to cover the hair
so those who had arrived without such covering were supplied with rather cute hair nets, which they
proudly wore throughout. The young employee who was to be their guide through the brewing process
didn’t look old enough to join them in a pint afterwards but he seemed to have his pitch well memorized.
It’s unlikely, however, that the visitors understood more than a sampling of his words as he was definitely a
Weegie. Nevertheless, they were relatively well-behaved and did not require a Weegie Kiss (a head butt
usually resulting in a broken nose) from their host.

The tour took them to see the huge steel vats, into one of the “control rooms”, past
the old Tennent’s truck and across the plant grounds to witness the bottling, canning
and kegging processes and finally to the sampling room. As part of the
conversation with Daniel, their guide, one of the six mentioned that they had
consumed 170 pints during their trek. To which he asked, quite seriously: “Per
guy?”
And, somewhere along the route, they were able to view the Hall of Fame covering
the golden years of the Lager Lovelies, and those provocative pictures that adorned
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Tennent’s lager cans for over a quarter of a century.
It was over the second sample that Lance went through the plan for the rest of “His” Day. In the best
tradition of Gentlemen Gouffers, this Pub Crawl (which Lance had cleverly dubbed a Sub Crawl since they
would be traveling between stops via the Glasgow subway system) had its own score sheet and, of course,
its own set of rules. He had quite literally mapped out the route, the nearest subway train stations and an
eclectic assortment of pubs to cover the nine “holes”. The rules themselves appear to have been modeled
after the more comprehensive set used on the trip across Scotland, with substantial rewards for drink
consumed and quite severe penalties for an inability to “hold it”.

As with all rules, especially those drawn up by this group of six,
amendments were quickly made as circumstances changed and
as the drink took greater effect. An early adjustment provided
that the loser after six (holes/pubs) would pay for the next three
rounds. This seems like a rather harsh modification and
somewhat like awarding a touchdown and a field goal to the
football team ahead at the end of the third quarter. Aren’t games
supposed to be decided at full time?
There’s a hint in some of the paper scratching that might
give a clue as to why such an apparently cruel change
needed to be made and it suggests a subtle form of
cheating—or at least, duplicity. Numbers ranging between
3.6 and 5.8 suggest that different strengths of beer were
being ordered which, over time, could result in
significant advantage—or an early collapse! Why this
hadn’t been factored into the equation (and hence the
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rules) in the first place is a mystery but clearly someone had spotted a
simple way to gain an edge—not for himself, of course, but for some less
honorable player. The various comments on succeeding attempts to
reconcile this possible scoring problem suggest that the mathematics were
either too complicated or too prone to interpretation to be fully
implemented.
Or maybe after a while, nobody cared.
One rule change that seems to have been universally accepted, however, was
for a stroke to be deducted for every picture taken with a girl in any of the
pubs. There is ample photographic evidence that each tried to enhance his
score in this manner (although only a small sample is shown here) and some
who probably made the case that a picture with two girls should result in a
two stroke adjustment. How this rule was interpreted and whether or not it
was amended is not recorded but the attempt to improve scores was
prevalent and seemingly well-received by the local lassies.

So, as usual, rules were made to be broken but the essence of the day out was still the same: drink as much
as possible without too much public humiliation, get a broad sampling of the local fare—and have a good
time! Lance, the organizer, described the overall plan:
After the first few days of golf, my concern about how I was going to fit into the group had faded to nothing.
That said, there was a speck of anxiety about “my day” for a few good reasons. My day to plan wasn’t like
the others. It wasn’t about planning a day golfing across Scotland. It was a day in Glasgow, which I knew
nothing about. On line, it read like Pittsburgh…hard working, honest people, but not exactly a tourist
Mecca. What I had planned was a brewery tour, “sub crawl”, and a made up golf game. I figured I can’t
go too wrong with a brewery tour. On our way to the brewery we did past a semi famous statue of a dude
on a horse (ok, it was the Duke of Wellington) with an orange traffic cone on his head. That was mentioned
as something to see so I did my best to make it interesting to the group. Though a little tricky to find, the
brewery and the tour left us well lubricated and we stopped immediately afterwards at an attached semioutdoor bar. I was feeling good. With a stack of scoresheets, maps, and pub names we headed to buy our
subway passes. We toured the brewery and everyone was feeling fine headed into the 9 pub, 9 pint
challenge around Glasgow via subway. It was a Monday, so I hoped the bars wouldn’t be dead and the
guys wouldn’t think that the golf game was too goofy. Fortunately I had hops and barley on my side and
the guys got into it. I thought if the game can keep the attention for a few pubs and they aren’t totally dead,
I would consider it a success. That’s what happened.
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What had not immediately been obvious (except, perhaps, for Lance) was that Glasgow Subcrawls have
been a part of the city landscape for quite a number of years. Obviously, people have used the subway to
get across town and between pubs ever since the underground system opened in 1896. And, of course, pub
crawls have probably existed ever since the first pubs opened to thirsty customers. But when did someone
—or some group—decide to combine the two and attempt to visit a reasonably large number of pubs that
were each within easy walking (staggering?) distance of the subway stations? And is there a specific route
to follow in order for the day-long consumption of alcohol to count as an official Subcrawl? According to
the GlasgowLive web site, there may, in fact, be a specific date on which this all got started.
It's probably the case that folk only began to do so in the mid to late 1980s following the
modernisation programme that took place between 1977 and 1980.
And there might even be a specific date when the first subcrawl occurred, or at least was noted down
as having been completed - Wednesday June 4, 1986. For that is the day that a group of students
from an Electronic and Microprocessor Engineering class at one of the higher education institutions
in Glasgow got together to do what could have been the first Subcrawl.
Since that first event in June 86, and every Christmas since, these hardy souls have reformed to
celebrate kinship and friendship, as only Graduate Engineers can do.
"A wee drink at a hostelry near (?) every one of 15 underground stations, and lots of shared
memories, again, and again, and again..”
"Ye canny beat it!!!"
And the idea that the group could have been the first to complete the Subcrawl is backed up by
Joseph Clancy, manager at The Laurieston Bar on Bridge Street - one of the real highlights of any
Subcrawl alongside being undoubtedly one of the best pubs in the city.
In fact, it was the same Mr Clancy who prepared and handed out an outline of a route and suggested stops
which has since been adopted by the Tubeys and has been modified to become part of their annual
recruitment program.

While this student group is credited with founding the modern-era Subcrawl, there are dozens of variations
available to those who choose to do a little research online. How much Lance had relied on these sources is
unknown but he and his fellow crawlers must have been proud that they were part of such a long-standing
and well-respected Glasgow tradition.
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Exactly why the first pub—Hootenanny's—was eliminated from the list and replaced by the Drygate is not
recorded but it probably made sense since the latter is adjacent to the main Tennent’s brewery from which
they had just emerged. In fact, Drygate is a joint venture between Tennent’s owner and the William
Brothers Brewing Company and is dedicated to craft beers. The facilities, opened in 2014, also include a
bar and restaurant, and a panoramic glass wall which allows visitors to view the brewing process, although
by now the team were more interested in the consumption process, rather than its manufacture. This first
stop also enabled Skip to enhance his score by convincing one of the local girls to pose with him for a

photograph. The next stop required them to take the subway for the first time, from High Street to Bridge
Street station. They passed under the River Clyde to the south side of the city and were soon in The
Laurieston. While quite unappealing from the outside (although the walls are covered in very small
decorative tiles), The Lauriston was typical of many old pubs with a large bar and plenty of additional
seating. It was remodeled last in the 1960s and retains a quintessentially sixties feel. As with virtually all
pubs in the United Kingdom, however, a small dining area had been added —where a few snacks were
taken to help absorb the liquid intake.
Mr Clancy still serves behind the bar and can be seen attending to his guests (including Fraser, nearest the
camera) in one of the interior shots. No pun intended, but it looks like at least five shots!
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It was another short subway ride to
Shields Road and their next stop at
the Old Toll Bar. Very close to
their destination was what at first
appears a contradiction—the
Glasgow Grand Ole Opry,
sometimes affectionately known as
Nashville By The Clyde.
Working class Glaswegians have long had an affinity with country music. And this
sizeable venue with its regular live shows and line-dancing nights caters ably to country
music cravings. The Opry is not genre specific, however, and also hosts rock and folk
performances by top international acts.

The pub itself was a gem!

In Glasgow’s Kinning Park, on an unassuming corner
of Paisley Road West sits The Old Toll Bar. Beautifully
preserved, it is the doorway to a past age, when
architecture and ambience were considered
inseparable. Built in 1874 and based on London’s
famous ‘Gin Palaces’, it was then one of Glasgow’s
many architect-designed drinking dens. Now a rare
example of its type, it has been lovingly restored to its
original grandeur, allowing its ornate wood panelling,
decorative mirrors and hand-painted stained glass
windows to tell the story of its rich heritage. With not a
single television screen to be found, the focus here is
on good drinks and good company: an impressive
range of expertly mixed cocktails from a specially
curated spirit gantry complements an ever changing
craft beer selection in can, bottle, cask and keg.
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Inside was a long bar (with not a beer pull in sight), a number of copper-colored kegs, a fabulous 1874
clock and a small but lively (drunk) crowd. It was this latter that appeared to upset Skip somewhat as they
started to sing and dance and there is video footage of him apparently making his way towards the door and
the quieter ambiance of Paisley Street.
Other team members seemed unaware of any disturbance—or of his departure.
But depart they did—on to their next venue near Ibrox Park and one of the least auspicious occasions of the
day. Recall that the rules for this 9 hole game provided a penalty stroke for use of the restrooms in any of
the pubs visited. The Louden Tavern was not on their list, and there is no evidence that they went inside. In
fact, one could argue that there is ample evidence that they did not go in and certainly did not avail
themselves of any facilities. However, with three holes played and nearing a dozen drinks taken (the
scorecard was a little difficult to read and fully interpret) the call of nature suddenly got the better of at least
one of the six..
Lance recalls the incident: Yes, there was an encounter with local police by unnamed Gargunnocks trying to
avoid penalties by relieving themselves behind a nearby dumpster. Fortunately, the orphan story saved the
day and they even gave Chris, I mean us, I mean someone directions to an alternate pub when the one we
had planned to go to was closed on Mondays.
Why Glasgow’s finest were patrolling this area of town at exactly the wrong moment will never be
ascertained but two officers were sufficiently close to witness the transgression—or at least to see evidence
that an indiscretion had taken place. And they had the right to investigate and the power to prosecute as they
saw fit.
In much of the United Kingdom, the regular police force is supplemented by what are known as Police
Community Support Officers who are uniformed members of police staff in England and Wales, a role
created by Section 38(2) of the Police Reform Act 2002, which was given Royal Assent by Queen
Elizabeth II on 24 July 2002.They are non-warranted but provided with a variety of police powers and
the power of a Constable in various instances by the forty-three territorial police forces in England and
Wales and the British Transport Police.
PCSOs are not attested constables, and therefore do not have the same powers of arrest under section 24
of the Police and Criminal Evidence Act 1984. They can, however, utilize the 'any person' powers of
arrest under section 24A of the Police and Criminal Evidence Act 1984 (commonly known as a citizens'
arrest). Day-to-day duties usually include high visibility patrolling, tackling anti-social behavior, dealing
242
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

with minor offences, crowd control and directing traffic at public events, helping direct traffic at
roadblocks or scenes of accidents.
Proposals for PCSOs in Northern Ireland were prevented by a budget shortfall in the Police Service of
Northern Ireland, as well as fears that the introduction of uniformed and unarmed PCSOs in Northern
Ireland (PSNI constables all carry firearms) would mean they would potentially then become a
"legitimate target" in the eyes of the IRA who have attacked other civilians working for the police in
Northern Ireland in the past. The Police Reform Act 2002 does not apply to Scotland, which
consequently does not have PCSOs.
So, the two officers now having a chat with a possibly errant (but as yet not charged) Gouffer were “fullon” police and not those with more limited powers and who, while helping the regular force, were often
seen more as providing a visible and reassuring presence in the neighborhood. The discussion began
between the two officers and two Gouffers but quickly became a two-on-one conversation. Whether Lance
was asked to leave the scene (or, indeed, was also a suspect) is not well recorded but it was a further twenty
minutes before the (presumed) primary offender was released on his own recognizance.
It was a relieved
(again, no pun
intended) Shep
who re-joined his
team mates and
was able to
announce that no
charges were to be
filed and the
discussion had ended amicably. It appears that in doing due diligence, the two officers had required a brief
synopsis of his day so far but also a broader review of the reasons for his visit to their country. Apparently,
they had detected an accent not common to Glasgow. One thing led to another: golfing across Scotland, no
—not on golf courses, never been done before, all of us turning fifty, no wives or significant others on the
trip, oh—and raising money for the adoption of orphans with disabilities from around the world.
The conversation ended amicably enough that Shep felt comfortable asking the officers: “I might be
pushing it and I mean no disrespect, but do you mind taking our picture?” One of the policemen motioned
down and said “Maybe zip first?”. All Shep could say was “Good thing I didn’t deny it, huh?”
Again, Lance remembered the incident and had his own perspective on the day so far:
I don’t really remember specifics of each bar but there were a few that were lively and one in particularly
had a crazy drunk hard rock impressionist that I remember interacting with and enjoying music. He easily
could have been more than drunk. Of course Chris got busted by the police too…trying to save the -1
round he had going through 4 holes by not taking a penalty stroke which would have been charged for
using the pub’s official bathroom. I may or may not have saved the same stroke, but didn’t have to talk to
the police directly, just by helping Shep do so by presenting the “one pager” purpose of the trip at just the
right time. No one is going to arrest, fine, or detain anyone trying to help international and
underprivileged orphans!
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This eye-witness account would likely have been questioned by any prosecuting attorney worth his salt….
“You say you don’t remember specifics of each bar but you do recall that a few were lively—and one had
a crazy drunk. Is it possible that this ‘crazy drunk’ could have been you, Mr Adams? You also say that
you may or may not have saved the same stroke; does this mean that you may or may not have been as
inebriated as the defendant at the time? You state that you didn’t have to talk to the police directly, but
there is clear photographic evidence that you and the defendant, Mr Shepard, were in joint conversation
with the two officers (Exhibit 1).
“Later in your testimony you state that you ‘helped Shep by presenting the ‘one pager’ purpose of the
trip ‘at just the right time’. What exactly did you mean by that, Mr Adams? When exactly is the ‘right
time’ to slip information to a suspect when he is in the process of being questioned by the police? Was
the ‘one pager’ perhaps an attempt to lead the witness or, worse, was it intended to be slipped to the
police as some kind of bribe?
“I put it to you, Mr Adams, that you were complicit in the cover up and that you were as guilty as the
defendant in this act of antisocial behavior”.
Regardless of Lance’s involvement and his attempt to help the investigation, it is perhaps more likely that
one, or both, of the officers had young children; perhaps an adopted child; or perhaps they simply had a soft
spot for children or the well-intentioned efforts of six middle-aged, drunk, but otherwise kind hearted
Americans. Whatever the selling point (recall Chris’s avocation) or the powers of persuasion, no arrest was
made and no ticket was issued. Shep was a free man and allowed to continue his journey—duly cautioned
but with no attendant record. And he did not lose a stroke!
The reason for this diversion to the back of the Louden Tavern was that it just happened to be around the
corner from one of the most famous landmarks of Glasgow, not to say the whole of Scotland: Ibrox Park,
home to the Glasgow Rangers Football Club.
In addition to being an obvious favorite of Fraser’s, Rangers is one of two teams in Glasgow that play in the
Scottish Premier League and one of the most followed teams in Europe, with a fan base that spreads far
further than the city or the country. The club was founded in 1872 and played their first ever game against
Callander FC that year. It will be recalled that Callander (who have not had a football team since the 19th
century) was the site of the initial hill top drives taken by Shep and Fraser in 1999, ultimately spawning the
event that was now in its final day.

Police Lineup?
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More importantly, perhaps, is the Rangers team relationship with its cross-town rival on the other side of
the river, Glasgow Celtic. Between the two, they have dominated Scottish Football for over 100 years, and
collectively are known as The Old Firm.
There are a number of famous intra-city rivalries in Britain that seem to fight for local honors year after
year. In the English Premier League, the London Clubs of Tottenham and Arsenal have an intense
competitiveness; Liverpool and Everton (in Liverpool); Manchester United and Manchester City; Wolves
and West Brom in the Birmingham area; and, until recently, Sheffield United and Sheffield Wednesday.
But none can claim the longevity nor the dominance shown by Celtic and Rangers.

This was an historic and important stop on the Subcrawl but lacked the basic ingredient fundamental to
this particular event. Namely, it did not serve alcohol outside of game time. Further, nearby Louden Tavern
had lost its appeal, so it was time to move on and continue this unusual game of golf.
The Brechins Bar was next on the list and was only a mile away and a very short subway ride. However,
after the excitement of the past 30 minutes and perhaps feeling a need to take on board some solids, a
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nearby fish and chip establishment called out to them. They would take a late lunch here before taking the
underground to Govan Cross.

Fish and Chips or Haggis Wrap and Chips? Both in traditional newspaper
Brechin’s Bar is only a few hundred feet from the river
in an older part of the city called Govans Cross; in fact,
the locals here are called Govanites. One end of the
building in which the pub stands has a rather fine brick
tower with a conical cupola roof, typical of much
Scottish architecture. Otherwise, the entrance to the pub
is not particularly welcoming and it would seem that
there were some doubts about including this particular
establishment on the tour and there appear to be no
pictures taken inside. Brechin’s Bar—as is probably the case for many older taverns in this city and,
indeed, throughout the country—does have an interesting past and one definitely not typical of public
houses, according to the Acumfaegovan Facebook page:
HISTORY OF THE BRECHIN'S BAR
Quite a lot of Govanites may have heard the story of how Brechin's Bar was not always a pub and was
ironically a temperance (anti-alcohol) hall before becoming a pub. It is even said that it is named
Cardell Hall or Building after John Cardell an "enthusiastic worker for the cause of temperance". I
was also told by someone that they believed that it was "The Independent Order of Rechabites"
temperance group who met there. This didn't quite ring true for me because if there is any pub in Govan
that looks as though it was built to be a pub, it has to be Brechin's Bar. After investigating it turns out
that the building was actually built as a pub in 1894 with the "Cardell Hall" above, in fact the new
building replaced an earlier pub on the site.
Perhaps of even greater interest is the story behind the choice of the page’s name:
Even after 108 years of being part of Glasgow many Govanites when asked "are you from Glesga" still
reply with "na, Acumfaegovan" (No, I come from Govan). The term/phrase Acumfaegovan
(Acumfaegovin, Ahcumfaegovan, Ahcumfaegovin) is well known among Govanites. This website
acumacumfaegovan aims to highlight and celebrate Govan's history, heritage and people and to
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promote and celebrate the present development of Govan as a community.
Notwithstanding the interesting history, with a pint consumed there wasn’t a lot to keep the six Gouffers in
the Brechin’s Bar so they made their way to the nearest subway station to cross the Clyde to the north side,
alighting at Kelvinhall, quite literally across the street from The Three Judges.
Here Fraser took the opportunity to glance at a local newspaper (perhaps catching up on football scores or
the latest trades of his favorite team) while Skip seemed ready to take a nap. Eventually, however, everyone
gravitated to the bar. Those with a keen eye may recognize the girl holding her head in her hand (under the
street sign fo nearby Ashton Lane) is one of the two with whom Shep was photographed—and for which he
improved his score. Surely her demeanor here is unrelated to that incident?

It was now close to eight in the evening and, by pub
count, they were only just past halfway through the day.
It was beginning to look as though the added rule about
whoever was behind after six would be required to pay
for the next three. Certainly it was likely now that time
could be called after six pub visits, but whether anyone
(loser included) would be in a fit position to partake in
three more rounds was looking highly questionable.
So, the four minute subway ride to Hillhead Station
might be one of the last and there may be a need to
make this a six or seven hole game rather than nine.
But, it was still too early to make such a radical decision
and the curiously named Wee Pub at The Chip
beckoned. There must be a story here…….
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The Wee Pub is in a trendy area of Glasgow’s West End on the famous cobbled street area of Ashton Lane.
Similarly, the Ubiquitous Chip is part of the same complex—indeed within the same building. Although
apparently under the same management, the two establishments have differing appeals and, together with a
Wee Whisky Bar and the Big Pub (upstairs), blend an eclectic mix of food and drink.
The Ubiquitous Chip, located on Ashton
Lane in Glasgow’s west end, was established
by Ronnie Clydesdale in January 1971 with
the firm idea of bringing Scotland’s
endangered cuisine out of the home and into
the restaurant, asserting that Scotland had
some of the finest raw materials anywhere.
This idea was thought to be revolutionary or
even plain daft. No one else wrote on the
menu, ‘Oban landed hake’ or ‘Ramsay’s of
Carluke bacon’ for instance.

Right around the corner of Ashton lane, the west
end of Glasgow, where the worn cobblestones soon
meet the open pavement, this lovely venue nestles
itself, discreetly hidden away from the hum of cars
on Byres road. An immensely popular little bar, it
genuinely lives up to its name! A petite, but very
welcoming pub, with a very good wine selection – it’s
got a big personality, really giving meaning to the
expression ‘Good things come in small packages’.
This pub is bustling with activity, so you may need to
raise your voice a little for your friend to hear you!

Obviously there are no prizes for the venue of choice for the Gouffers on this trip but perhaps the
Ubiquitous Chip—and, indeed, the nightlife of the Ashton Lane district—may feature in some return visit,
perhaps with family members in tow.

And perhaps a return visit might shed some light on the long list of expressions
on the prominent sign right outside the door of the wee Pub. Lines such as “Chip
off the old block” and “Block of the old chip” are clearly amusing Palindronelike terms and relate to the ownership of the pub and restaurant, and “Exiguous
sip” plays off the pub name itself. “Wee hauf” and “Office wee chip” would
probably be obvious to the team after a week in Scotland, and “Miniature in your
out” becomes clearer after a little thought.
But what is “Sqealb” and “Ubi Ubi Dubh”? Or “UB 2B”?
Yes, definitely, another visit is in order………
But for now, it’s goodbye to the Wee Pub and Hello to Inn Deep, Jackson’s and
The Horseshoe. Or is it?
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Another look at the scorecard shows no entries for any team
member at the pubs seven and eight of the nine pub course. Not
too surprisingly, the entries were getting a little less clear by this
time and there appear to have been a number of amendments.
Nevertheless, if the “After six” rule were invoked, Fraser seems in
danger of an expensive evening and Shep is emerging as the
winner, albeit by only one stroke/pint/dram.
The Inn Deep (“Craft Beer not Crap Beer”) and Jackson’s (“The
Drinkmonger”) were both on the way back to their hotel and, by
definition, close to subway stations. But it was getting late, the
weather was still okay but, a little surprisingly, it was beginning
to get dark, and a couple had flights home in the morning which
would require an early start. It had been a great day, Lance could
feel pleased with his planned event and, as he said It was a
sloppy mess by hole 7, but we did see some really cool places and
had a great time! No one got lost so there’s that.
So, perhaps time to call it a day and head back to
the Grand Central, maybe have a nightcap and
then retire. As luck would have it, however, - or
was it planned this way? - the Horseshoe was
between Buchanan Street station and the hotel
and only a couple of minutes away from home.
.Besides, this pub sounded quite appealing based
on its web site advertising.

Welcome to The Horseshoe Bar
Few pubs in Glasgow are as big on value and service as The Horseshoe Bar. Pop in for a
pint and you'll soon see why...
At 104 feet and three inches, our grand Victorian bar is apparently the longest in Europe
and merits an architectural listing all of its own. It's the centre of the Horseshoe, where
you'll find great value pub-food and quality Scottish beers to go with it. We're also pretty
big on live sport, with 11 screens and early opening times for major fixtures. The lounge
upstairs has been graced by some famous singers - you can even have a go yourself on
our karaoke nights.
- Four well-kept cask ales
- Cracking deals on food
- Breakfast from 10am
- Sky Sports
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With a bar over a hundred feet in length, four cask ales from which to choose and Famous Horseshoe Pies
to fill any last food cravings, The Horseshoe was a perfect spot to end the day in Glasgow—and the last day
in Scotland on this trip for Fraser and Scott. Scott had been Feeling a bit under the weather, the week’s
events finally catching up to me. We headed to Glasgow, to hit the pubs, tour Tennent’s brewery, chat and
harass the locals, and talk our way out of ticket (or whatever happens to you when Scotland Yard catches
you urinating in public….). I wish I could have been more energetic for this day, as it was well deserved. I
did my best to push through. Perhaps not the best way to end what had been a wonderful week of golf and
comradery but a last look at the scorecard suggests that he managed to stay “on par” with the rest of his
friends.
In fact, everyone appears to have made par on the
final hole, although the cryptic comment across the
bottom (“DON’T REALLY CARE”) sums up what
was probably the feeling of all six. Not that no-one
cared about the score and its reflection of the day as
a whole —of course they did, they were Gouffers—
but the statement behind the statement says much
more.
Six men had come together to golf their way across
Scotland in a most unusual fashion—and they had
succeeded where no others had. So, the score for
the week and for this last day had been important to
count for the record and satisfy the inherent
competitiveness of each member, but far more
important were the memories, the fellowship and
friendships that had been made or renewed. These
were the things that counted and, beyond that, can
anyone care?
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The Scorecard
“The job isn't finished until the paperwork is done. Liz”
Whether in professional or amateur golf, the veracity of the scorecard is
obviously of utmost importance in the determination of the winner. Naturally,
the R&A and the USGA have quite detailed rules covering every aspect of
preparing, filling out, totaling, verifying and signing this all-important piece of
paper. To a non-golfer, the ritual of witnessing Tiger Woods or Phil Mickelson
entering the scorer’s tent at the end of 72 holes at Augusta in order to verify
what millions have just witnessed on television and around the course, can
seem somewhat superfluous. Everyone knows that he sank a nine foot birdie
on the 18th to finish at 69 for the day and six under par for the four rounds and
is three strokes ahead of the next nearest competitor. He’s won!
Every drive, every fairway hit, every hazard encountered and every penalty endured have been watched by
the gallery, caught on camera and replayed over and over from every possible angle—and with every
possible analysis by spectator and commentator alike. Nothing has been missed; no sly movement of the
marker has gone undetected; no out-of-bounds penalty or bunker escape has been concluded without any
necessary consultation and interpretation of the Rule Book. The 72-hole score next to his name is the score
he has accumulated; not one more, nor one less. He’s finished three strokes ahead of the pack. He has won!
And yet, into the tent he must go to present his scorecard, have it compared with that of his “marker”,
exchanged with his partner of the day and further substantiated by the card kept by his caddy—and his
partner’s caddy. The committee must then look at their computer screens and see a like score—nothing
more, nothing less—and, presumably, must do the necessary arithmetic to check that 4+3+5+3+………
equals 69. Fortunately they have already done this for days 1 through 3 but, obviously, those verified scores
must now be amalgamated with those of the final 18 holes to be sure that the person now sitting across the
table is the one who will wear the Green Jacket or hold the silver trophy high above his head.
Only when everything—truly everything—has been checked, double-checked and independently verified,
can the victor shake the commissioner’s hand, hug his wife, kiss the trophy and lift his bewildered newborn
son into his arms. He can now go though the ritual TV interview, re-live those magic moments on holes 3,
10 and 17 (and, of course, the nine foot putt on 18), express his gratitude to the organizers and sponsors
(whose car he will drive home) and accept the thunderous applause of those who have ringed the green. He
has won!
Perhaps the end of an amateur competition or the final task of the Saturday morning foursome is somewhat
less formal and ritualistic, but the rigor of checking each card must still be followed. Admittedly, there may
have been fewer spectators on a cold and rainy morning at the local course than is typical of St Andrews
and certainly there would be no television cameras to capture every stroke. There would have also been less
at stake—perhaps a few dollars or a drink at the 19th Hole—and generally no trophy to adorn the winner’s
silver cabinet. But, if they are nothing else, all golfers are rule-makers (and followers in general),
traditionalists, competitive by nature and thorough to a tee.
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So whether it’s an official USGA
Scorecard or one more appropriate to the
amateur sport, keeping and tallying the
ultimate outcome is essentially the same.
Each provides par for each hole and the
actual number of strokes taken.
Adjustments for a player’s handicap are
made as necessary (no surprise that the
USGA has extensive rules on exactly
how these are derived); arithmetic totals
are computed, verified (and re-verified)
and necessary signatures are applied. A
winner is declared. Game over.
In the case of a cross-country game, with no intermediate tees and holes between start and finish, scoring
must be handled a little differently. Certainly, the number of strokes can easily be tallied, but this might
best be done on a per hour or per day basis, rather than a more conventional 300 to 500 yard “hole”.
Similarly, any penalties incurred can prompt adjustment to the score, in much the same way that penalties
are monitored on the course. So far, so good.
It will be recalled that the initial concept for the Skinflats to Ardmore Open was that two teams of three
each would play against each other for the entire five day event. After their initial practice round in Ohio, it
was quickly decided that two balls would be played “in parallel” so that the average daily round could be
completed in daylight. This was further modified to permit team member changes (presumably promoting
the comradery aspect of the game) and was subsequently further enhanced to allow any and all
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combinations of player sequence. Team “A” might play for an uninterrupted 20 minutes (while Team “B”
rested or acted as spotters) before a switch would occur. This, together with fluid team membership could
cause some confusion in the scoring and ultimately a difficulty in determining a winner. The Gentlemen
Gouffers of Gargunnock rules committee solved both of these in one fell swoop by eliminating winners
(weren’t they all such?) and by placing all the scoring on the ball, rather than the golfer. In other words, two
identified balls (or their replacements in the event of loss or destruction) would be kept in play and Ball “A”
would compete against Ball “B”, regardless of who hit either one. An accumulated total number of “hits” (a
better term than strokes since the ball is now the subject) would allow a winner to be declared on the
Ardmore Peninsula.
In effect, it would be a ball that would be presented the trophy and all six golfers could claim his own piece
of the victory. No losers (except one inanimate ball) and all winners. Perfect.
So, one of the vital scores and the one with perhaps the most easily measured data, was the number of hits
(Shep still preferred strokes) that each ball—and therefore each somewhat indeterminate team—suffered.
Rather than take a count every hour (too frequent, and who would remember?) or a total for the entire crosscountry course (too infrequent and would not give a measure of daily degree of difficulty), it was decided to
take a day by day score, which could then be easily accumulated for the “72 Hole” total. There was no set
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par for either the course or for each day-long hole and the concept of handicap just didn’t seem appropriate
on this terrain and with this level of diversity, so a simple “strokes per day” would suffice.
On the other hand, penalty strokes would have been taken (per The Rules) and an attempt to keep tabs must
have been made—at least for the first hour or two. Keeping track of each penalty stroke must have proved
to be very difficult (there were, after all, any number of reasons for assessing the same) and it is not clear
whether or not the “INITIAL” tally accounted for any or all of them. However, in the spirit of absolute
fairness (how else would the GGG have acted?), the INITIAL was amended by 100 strokes per day, per
Ball/Team. This seems a very generous, and perhaps overly zealous, act in light of the fact that each team
amassed only five or six times that amount in “true” strokes on any given day.
A Scorecard footnote (unusual, if not forbidden, by USGA Rules) cites two specific occasions which the
teams decided were sufficiently outside the norm that a 500 stroke across the board penalty was deemed
appropriate and necessary. The first of these was the taxi ride taken from somewhere on the outskirts of
Stirling to the Stirling Highland Hotel at the end of Day One. Presumably also included were a few
additional penalty strokes for starting from a point a little further west on Day Two than the taxi pickup
point on Day One, although Scott had considered it no more of an infraction than taking a cart to the next
tee box.
A second driving violation occurred early on Day Four where a particularly narrow and dangerous stretch
of road had caused them to accept a short lift to a point where it was far safer to resume golfing. Again, the
Official Rules of Golf (R&A or USGA) are silent on exactly how many strokes should be added for a car
ride (either per mile or per event) but the addition of 500 for these two eased the consciences of all six
men. Besides, until and unless another group of golfers was to attempt this same journey, whatever score
was posted, and no matter how it was derived, it would stand as the record. The most important scorecard
had been completed and duly authorized.
So, was there a winning team? Ball 1 had received the lower number of strokes which would make it the
winner versus Ball 2. But could any group of players claim to have been more closely associated with Ball
1, either consistently or on aggregate, and therefore be rightly declared a winner? Alternatively, could any
one individual claim a similar closeness to Ball 2? For a possible answer to that question, one must refer
back to the rules as laid out in the Gameplay section of the Gentlemen’s web site:
We are playing 2 balls non-stop, 3 guys alternating shots on one ball, 3 guys on another. The teams will
change daily for sure, possibly even several times each day. We may even break into 3, 2 man teams or
play our own ball from time to time. But we’ll always be tracking the two balls. Our best guess: 3,500
to 4,500 strokes per ball in play.
With such a fluid arrangement for cross-team interaction, it is unlikely than any one individual—let alone
any sub-group of 2 or more—would be able to claim an absolute victory. The difference in scores between
the two balls was only about 1% in any case and, as has been underscored previously, this game clearly
established six winners and no losers.
That latter statement did not prevent the leader in charge of the scorecards from making his assessment of a
team winner, its makeup and the reasons why it should be thus. Notwithstanding the stated grounds for
not including this somewhat contrived team roster, it is tabulated and presented here for the sake of
completeness. Any challenges as to its validity, credibility or its sensitivity should be first addressed to the
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author (Shep), who may in turn refer the claim to the organizer (Shep), before submitting to the GGG Rules
Committee (led by Shep) for possible arbitration. Failure to resolve the claim satisfactorily would almost
certainly require an appearance before the R&A and/or USGA Rules panel for a decision on inclusion in
the next edition of the Must Know Rules of Golf Changes.
But don’t hold your breath
There were other tallies made throughout the week, of course, and while perhaps not always included in
most Major Championships, were considered equally important for this unusual event. Balls lost are de
facto accounted for in all golf games (for example, a ball not retrieved from a water hazard goes in the
books as a penalty stroke, albeit without mention of its specific demise) but for a cross-country course, this
particular data point can not only be quite large, but also telling of conditions and terrain that might
otherwise be lost.
Similarly, while yards per hole (and for 18) are critical considerations in a conventional golf game, yards
covered in a five day course are much more meaningful and, again, an indication of the overall degree of
difficulty. These should be measured and tabulated on a secondary—but important—scorecard. But how to
keep track of the actual yardage covered when the terrain was so varied and the route followed was
anything but a straight line?
Many of the team members were wearing step-counting devices, either as a wrist band or as an app on their
cell phones. The numbers accumulated by several at the end of Days One and Two had been recorded as
part of the wrap up in Stirling and in Kippen. Indeed, inaccuracies—or, at least differences—in device
count had been compared for these two days with some enthusiasm, but that aspect of the game had
become less important as the trials of Day Three (The Day of The Bogs) masked the more mundane aspect
of number of steps taken.
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Counting had not been abandoned, however, and at least one diligent soul continued to record the number
of steps that he had taken on each “hole”. As has been discussed, conversion from steps to feet, yards or
miles inherently involves an assumption as to how long is a step; clearly a function of the gait and stride of
the wearer. Fitbit watches have as a default 2000 steps to the mile, although each owner can calibrate it
more accurately and personally if he or she wishes. It is doubtful that many actually perform this
calibration.
Even if fine-tuned to the wearer, it is obvious that not all steps are created equal; this being true in spades
when a step on a paved road is compared to one taken between two tufts of grass in a waterlogged field or
bog. It could be argued that on average a reasonably accurate number would be attained but another form
of measurement for comparison would be desirable.
This alternative was available on the Live Trekker data which were available more or less constantly as the
team made its way across country. This app uses GPS to follow the precise route of the user and makes
available a map on which the exact path is drawn and measured with great accuracy. Simply having this app
running throughout the day would give an instant readout of miles covered for the journey or, if preferred,
for any intermediate point along the way. Shep had installed and used Live Trekker (and his results have
been presented for each day of the game) but—by his own words—there were times when he was less than
100% confident in the data, if only because the app seemed to cut out from time to time. Nevertheless,
another scorecard measurement was available.
Before going over the Balls Lost and Yards Covered Scorecard, it is worth noting that none of the six
appear to have thought to use a GPS Watch. These wrist pieces, available from a number of manufacturers
such as Garmin, Bushnell and Tom Tom are specifically designed to measure distance traveled when
walking, running or cycling. They too have the capability for data to be downloaded to a computer to store
data and map progress, etc but—as opposed to most mobile apps—have the single purpose of measuring
distance and are considered much more accurate. It would appear that such a watch would have been an
ideal addition to this adventure.
Regardless of any inaccuracies and differences between measuring devices, a daily record covering two
important aspects—Balls Lost and Distance Covered—were available for a second Scorecard on the
Skinflats to Ardmore Invitational.
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Although steps taken throughout each evening were certainly a part of the exercise each golfer
accumulated, it is a little unusual to count them as a segment of the golf game. In no case but Day 5,
however, did the inclusion materially affect the outcome. The miles covered (presumably derived from
Live Trekker data) are probably the better count against which to compare a more typical golf game. Even
more significant—and truly notable in its magnitude—is the yardage covered each day and for the week as
a whole. Here can be seen the true significance of the event and the numbers clearly put the Skinflats to
Ardmore Invitational in context with other major golfing events. Tiger Woods and his colleagues on the
Professional Tour play four 18-hole rounds in four days and are applauded for their skill and stamina. These
guys played the equivalent of four rounds every day, for five days straight! And they weren’t played on
mown fairways and across manicured greens, but through cow pastures, tall grasses, bogs, streams and
trees felled; up hills and across wide valleys. A truly remarkable achievement only fully realized on
studying the final scorecard.
As previously mentioned, balls lost were also an indicator of the difficulty of this game. Balls were lost to
relatively common hazards such as water (in bog and river and lake) but also to waist high grasses, knee
deep brush from felled trees and animal droppings of all descriptions. Some were lost to what would
normally be called “Out of Bounds” but here that could mean anything from “the wrong side of a
particularly lethal wire fence” to an easily reachable pasture but one occupied by a large and threatening
bull. And, of course, there was the double ignominy of having to take the appropriate penalty strokes. This
was indeed a formidable challenge and worthy of its own scoresheet.
The actual number of balls lost each day is in direct correlation with the degree of difficulties encountered
and discussed through these pages. Day One (when they were still finding their game and enduring the
marshlands of Skinflats) and Day Three (The Day of The Bogs) detail losses about three times those of the
more “pleasant” Days Two and Four. Only Day Five seems a little out of line with this trend until one
remembers two important aspects of that day.
First, the climb beyond Balloch had afforded ample opportunity to send some irretrievable drives towards
Loch Lomond in a re-creation of those which had thrilled Fraser and Shep all those years ago. And, of
course, the ultimate goal of reaching the West coast necessitated six drives into the Firth of Clyde. Perhaps
there were even a few more celebratory strokes into the water or simply across the peninsula which would
help account for what at first glance seems a number of lost balls (52) out of proportion to the yards
covered.
Finally, there was the Drinks Scorecard. Some might regard this as the most important—and telling—of all
the cards.
Clearly, the Pints (presumably “pints” being a generic term and including, for example, whisky shots)
Consumed and Balls Lost could have shown a correlation—although none seems to exist—and in
combination could have affected the overall results of the primary scorecard. Perhaps surprisingly, drinks
consumed appear to have had little effect on strokes taken, which may be a reflection on the intestinal
fortitude of the players or merely another substantiation as to how difficult was the game itself. Terrain,
weather, wildlife seem to overwhelm any other factor that might have been an influence on the game.
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While on the subject of consump on and losses, it is perhaps worth men oning for completeness that ,
according to the GGG web site, no Gouﬀers were lost throughout this game (although one was forced into
semi-re rement in the middle of the week). However, this same source records the loss of one club, two
caps, one set of luggage (subsequently retrieved) and (almost) one drone. This la er took place on Day
Three when its ba ery was almost spent a er returning from a search and rescue mission for ﬁve weary
(and almost lost) golfers emerging from the bog. Overall, even when 232 balls are included, total losses
were remarkably limited.
Overall, therefore, while the scorecards are interes ng and present a permanent record of the sta s cs
accumulated over this adventure, it is perhaps best le to others to analyze them more fully to provide
future cross-country golfers with data on which to base their event. In the mean me, it is worth reitera ng that these data are unique in the annals of golf and will remain so un l another group shows
similar desire, drive and determina on.
Perhaps at this point, it is worth pondering other
unique aspects of the me spent in Scotland and how
they support the golﬁng itself and even the scoring.
Those plas c poker chips and yellow s ckers—and the
occasional ﬂyer– had been le throughout the golﬁng
journey and, at least by one member, in the days
preceding the event. In all cases, it was hoped that
these items would be found, interpreted and acted
upon with a dona on, or at least an acknowledgement.
To help with this, an incen ve had been oﬀered for
those providing the most interes ng submissions—although no details of the “Major Award” were
deﬁned. Again, it was more to add a li le spice to the task, rather than to distribute all donated monies in
prizes.
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Just how many relics were strategically le across Britain is not recorded, although Chris himself provided
a list of sites that he had visited during the family holiday prior to the golf days. And each had been le a
memento! That eﬀort doesn’t appear to have generated much by way of response (with a couple of
notable excep ons) but it is included here for completeness. The descrip ons are quite cryp c and
perhaps only readily recognized by those who own or frequently visit the site. For example, Behind kid in
bed picture outside room 3 may mean something to someone.

Perhaps it’s not too late to expect some contact?
The major emphasis for these relics, however, was to have them dotted along the route that the six would
follow as they hit and hacked at golf balls between Skinflats and Ardmore. It was here that they would have
most meaning to the finder and where they would presumably generate the most interest. And, indeed, there
were some fascinating finds and a number of lovely (sometimes very amusing) stories by the treasure
hunters.
I found two poker chips on the rocks at Ardmore point, Helensburgh area, whilst out with the kids on a
lovely sunny, gorgeous Sunday morning 6th of May
The Vicar stands at the door of his Church on a Sunday morning and as his flock departs one of the faithful
decides that what he really needs is a poker chip. The funny thing was the Vicar knew it was a poker chip
straight away - just one of many signs of his mis-spent youth - but the donor didn't have a clue what it was.
From Poker Chip to Prayer for the Gentleman Gouffers of Gargunnock. Probably not a predicted
destination but by the look of it, it'll probably come in handy for you! All the best.
I was presented with one of Chip’s Chips at Flat 21, Wells House, Ilkley, West Yorkshire, GREAT
BRITAIN. I Was never in any doubt that Chip and the Chippettes would complete their golfing
challenge despite what others thought that evening.
I don't know how you managed to complete the challenge but hats off to you all anyway.
Your next challenge is to win the Ryder Cup again.
I deserve a prize. (Or several)
Regards
Chip's wife's cousin's husband.
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We found a rock with sticker attached at Ardmore point Argyll and Bute. We were out a walk with the
kids and they stopped by a pile of rocks and picked them up and one had a sticker. They were totally
amazed as we were on an adventure.
It was a bright and partly cloudy afternoon; The air conditioner rumbled - - - except at occasional
intervals when it would turn off and a deathly silence would settle in the kitchen (for it is in the Ard
house which our scene lies). The buzzing fly appeared to become agitated at the fact that it could not fly
through the kitchen door. Suddenly this fly decided to fly past my delicious sandwich (ham, Mustard,
Cheddar, and a pickle on wheat) so I decided to shoo it away. At this point our fly decided to buzz past
the chandelier and that is when the relic caught my eye. The relic was the chandelier with a marking
placed on it. This marking was immediately noticed as one almost as old as time. I suddenly became
fraught with peril. My knees began to shake. A storm of wind and thunder began outside as the house
began to shake. The lights began to flicker and the deathly silence was replaced by a haunting music
that was from times long since forgotten. As the crescendo of the bagpipes got so loud that even the
thunder and wind from outside were unnoticeable I knew that I must come here and follow the marks
instructions or face its wrath. And so I now sit here filling out this page with significantly more than 512
characters praying that the mark does not unleash its fury on me.
P.S The Gargunnock Lives...
It was a hot summer day. A few chili dogs down and I needed to use the ole loo, and managed to find a
Gargunnock sticker somehow in the middle of a TP roll on one of the squares. I lost my marbles. How
the heck did it get in the MIDDLE. Very curious how that happened but also very impressed. Plan to
keep the roll as a souvenir.
What a great souvenir and what a great ice-breaker at any party! And obviously there were a few thrilled
kids who by now have probably told all their friends about the dreaded Gargunnock and the six crazy guys
who hit golf balls all the way across their country.
The same six guys who drank a number of pints as they hit golf balls across their country. Someone even
kept score of that activity and the locations, although it is provided with the caveat of being only a partial
list. Just seeing the village and town names brings back vivid memories of each day.
Day One: Plean, Cowie, Stirling
Day Two: Gargunnock, Kippen
Day Three: Post forest slog near B822 (Immediately before THE BOG, Balfron
Day Four: Drymen, Buchanan Smithy (Buchanan Castle Golf Club), Balloch (x3)
Day Five: Helensburgh
The pints and the pubs necessarily bring to mind the weather and the golfing conditions that were also
experienced along the route. In general, they had been very fortunate with the weather. As Fraser had
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suggested very early on in their deliberations, getting five days without rain in Scotland—even at the height
of summer—is almost unheard of and he was right to warn that they could see five straight days of
inclement weather. But in fact they had experienced rain on the first day only and, while overcast skies and
some very windy conditions accompanied them a good deal of the time, water from above was not a major
issue.
Not so with water underfoot! From the first steps alongside the Firth of Forth to the bogs of Day Three, to
the waters of the Ardmore Peninsula, wet feet were never more than a few steps away. Waist high grasses,
fallen tree limbs and animal droppings of every kind seemed to be everyday occurrences. Indeed, there was
no end to the difficult and sometimes treacherous terrain that they called their golf course. A course like no
other also captured in dozens of cryptic but evocative words and one-liners by one Chris Shepard.
Barley Oats Wheat Grass (short and long)
Fern field
Black dirt peat Hay field
Golf course (across 2)

Fairway

Unplayable lies of all kinds
Sheep field
Cow field Bull field
Horse field
DUNG - SO MUCH ANIMAL FECES/MEMORIES

Forest

Deforested land

Pine forest

Tractor paths
Foot paths
Gravel paths
Pavement
Bridges Horse paths
Asphalt
Goat paths
Pavement - other
Moss beds
Swamp
Ravine
Bog/marsh
Burns (Scottish for wee creek)
Lakeshore
Beach
Red clay
Mountains
Towns
Buildings (we literally played through one)
Graveyards (pet; we took a free drop to avoid people's)

Villages
Heavy Traffic

125+ fences

Train tracks

Stone walls

Weather: Fog/Rain/Mist/Sun/Clouds/Dew/Major Wind/Hot/Cold…overall pretty lucky though
Rainbows (one double-rain bow like none-other)

The course wasn’t littered simply with natural debris and what might be described as typical unspoiled
countryside. Man- made obstacles and encumbrances featured on almost “every hole” and on every day as
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they climbed fences, scaled walls, fought the uneven surfaces of paved roads and tried to avoid pylons,
buildings and other structures.
Yes, the weather had cooperated well but provided little relief against a course to challenge any other.
An eclectic assemblage of conditions to be sure but, as with every obstacle presented, conquered by the
Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock—and just more records to be posted on the Scorecard of Victory.
There are a number of other sets of records and information relevant to the trip—before, during and after—
that have been filed in one form or another in Chris Shepard’s archives, many of which might be of interest
to some and—given sufficient time –could be retrieved and presented. Chris seems to have a penchant for
spreadsheets (many of which have been included in this book) and he uses them as his favorite form of
record-keeping, even when the more simple word document would suffice. One such ten-page spreadsheet
includes, amongst other salient data, a very detailed account of the cost of this whole adventure.
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It appears that every item purchased for the trip and all expenditures during the week of golfing were
tabulated to the penny, together with the necessary who/what/where and when. Costs are totaled in all
directions, key summations highlighted (various colors and font) and identified with a Gouffer name. The
objective, of course, was to provide a comprehensive record such that each man would not only see what he
and his fellow travelers had spent but would also be able to reconcile any outstanding debts or credits due.
Clearly, it is not the purpose of this volume to make these data public and certainly there is no intent to
embarrass any possible malefactor, but it is felt worthy of presentation if only as another fine example of the
thoroughness with which this unique journey was planned and executed. The spreadsheet has deliberately
been significantly reduced in size, therefore, but is otherwise presented in full.
Finally, Chris used another opportunity to bring others up-to-date; this time the fine residents of
Gargunnock. It will be recalled that a good deal of historical and topical information on the village had been
taken from the web site of a local historian during the planning phases for this journey. It seems incredible
that this village of fewer than 100 residents could have two such web sites—but indeed there are two.
The Gargunnock Community Trust has a well presented web site and also publishes a newsletter called The
Bugle. This “Magazine for Gargunnock and the surrounding area” is published four to six times a year and
contains everything you need to know about what has happened and what will happen. The December 2018
Edition (Issue Number 54) was a bumper 12-page chronicle, with articles about the local walking group (a
regular feature), Community Carol Singing, the latest on funding for the village resulting from the local
wind farm, as well as all the latest bus timetable changes.
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And, on page eleven—appropriately right after the Police Update page—was the following letter from one
Chris Shepard bringing the locals the latest on the now-famous visitors of eighteen months earlier.

So, with everyone up-to-date and with all the golfing scores tabulated and prize-winners identified, there
was but one more important—very important—addition to complete the Scorecard. It is appropriate,
therefore, to take a look at the scorecard covering monies raised for The Shepherd’s Crook Ministry and the
various methods used to relate the golfing to this worthy cause. First, it is important to re-visit the GGG
web site where the support solicited is put in context and methods for donation are outlined. Certain
opportunities may already have passed by now —although the need continues.
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THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR CONSIDERING TO SUPPORT THE SHEPHERD’S CROOK AND
THE GENTLEMEN GOUFFERS OF GARGUNNOCK!!
100% of your donation will go directly to The Shepherd’s Crook as the aforementioned Gentlemen are
picking up 100% of any cost associated with the trip, materials and tools for the trip, etc. Be sure to
check back here (Tracking the GGGs) on the day of tee-off and beyond (Wednesday, June 21, 5:23 AM
through Sunday, June 25). You’ll be able to get daily and often live-time updates from us, including
photos and videos, read our logs and much more.
If you have reached this page, you hopefully already know what we’re doing (literally hitting a golf
ball from the eastern shore of Scotland, through fields, towns, yards, until we reach the western shore
of Scotland), for whom we’re trying to raise donations (The Shepherd’s Crook – a 501(c)(3) whose sole
mission is to support orphans with special needs from around the world with a special emphasis on
finding them permanent families; www.TSCOrphans.org), and who we six are (Shep, Fraser, Scott,
Skip, Bill, Lance – see About tab - there's more information on The Shepherd's Crook there as well).
So by now you have to be asking yourself: How can I help orphans with special needs? Or if that
doesn’t float your boat, then: How can I both buy favor with the aforementioned Gouffers and/or
ensure one of the aforementioned Gouffers doesn’t start trolling my social accounts reminding me that
I don’t want to be ‘That one person they know who ignored their pleas for the children.’ Well, we have
four options for you to choose from (or choose more than one :-)

OPTION 1: A SIMPLE DONATION.
Make a donation directly to The Shepherd's Crook. On the pull-down menu on their page, be sure to
select the account "Gentlemen Gouffers Option 1 - Individual Donations" (near the bottom). [also
donations through Facebook to The Shepherd's Crook Orphan Ministry works well]
OPTION 2: DONATE A GIVEN AMOUNT PER STROKE TAKEN BY YOUR CHOSEN PLAYER
(GO TO TRACKING GGG'S TAB TO KNOW HOW MUCH THIS WOULD BE [~$35 for each one
cent PLEDGED])
We will be death-march-golfing for 5 days and barring any detours, that will cover 50 miles. We don’t
have any experience with this, but our best uneducated guess puts the number of strokes taken at each ball
in play at somewhere between 3,500 to 4,500 (this assumes an average of 20-25 yards per stroke???).
Below, please choose how much you want to donate per stroke, you will then be asked
which Gouffer to place your donation on, and finally enter your contact information (it will be kept
private). Once play begins on June 21, you can track our shots each day and find out the final amount of
your donation on June 25 via the Tracking the GGGs tab above. Within 10 days of our return, we will
also reach out to you and let you know the final amount and how to make payment. (again, depending
greatly on the player you choose, it will be 4,000 strokes (give or take a lot?) multiplied by the the
number of cents per stroke you click below)
There were then six options (1, 2, 3, 5, 10 cents and “Input Your Own”) for each of the six participants,
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OPTION 3: BALLS & PINTS (BASICALLY GUESS HOW MANY JELLYBEANS IN THE JAR FOR
$20).
So you’ve given until it hurts above and now you want a chance to win some of that orphan money back?
Well here’s a chance to give some more and if you’re lucky, take as well. Put your thinking caps on for
this one:
CLUES FOR THE FIRST COMPONENT: Six grown men of waning physical abilities taking turns
hitting two balls in play for 5 straight days (~50 miles). In total, we estimate that each ball in play will
have been swung at between 3,500 to 4,500 times…through swamps, forests, up and down hills, down
streets, into towns, in and out of grazing pastures, out of gorse, etc. The Gouffers will sometimes be
grumpy, inattentive, intoxicated, wet, and possibly injured. Your First Task: Come up with a guess as to
how many balls will this group lose in Total between the eastern shore of Scotland and the western shore.
Again, total for all 6 of us.
CLUES FOR THE SECOND COMPONENT: Six grown men in the prime of their drinking life will be
marching through a dozen towns over the course of 5 days. By rule 1.0., whenever anyone passes within
100 yards of a pub, play must cease while everyone has a pint. We’ll also be stopping for lunch, second
lunch, dinner, post-dinner and midnight grocery runs. Your Second Task: Come up with a guess as to
how many pints in Total this group will consume between teeing off on the eastern shore and holing-in on
the western shore some 50 miles later. We will only be counting pints (even heaven-forbid, partially
drunk ones) but not swigs from a flask, mixed drinks (unless served in a pint glass) or Zima.
YOUR WAGER: Take the above two numbers and adjust them as necessary by also factoring in: Your
knowledge of the players drinking and golfing skills, research you've done on course conditions, the
condition of the Gouffers (current pre-existing conditions that could negatively impact performance
include: a bad ankle, current kidney stones, a whiny disposition, and one of them is Scottish), and
watching the scanners for the prevalence of Scottish Yard in the region. Add the result (Total (1) Lost
Balls + (2) Total Pints Drunk), click below and enter your best guess, contact information and then click
the payment link ($20 per guess). The winner will get 40% of the pot, 2nd place 10% and the rest will go
to The Shepherd's Crook. (Ties will split the split).
OPTION 4
Don't have any money to directly donate, but enough to shop on Amazon? Bookmark this link and click it
before you buy anything on Amazon, and a small portion of every purchase going forward will go to the
Shepherd's Crook. (or go to your Amazon account, type Amazon Smile in the search, and follow the
prompts to choose The Shepherd's Crook as the organization you're supporting; .5% of all your purchases
will then go to them while not costing you anything at all)
Link: http://smile.amazon.com/ref=org_sls_rlp_sas_sml
Other ways to support The Shepherd's Crook: http://www.tscorphans.org/support-tsc/other-ways-tosupport-tsc/
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So, numerous possibilities to support this local charity but how were willing participants to learn of the
existence of the various methods, let alone the adventure of the Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock? It’s
all very well to have a web site delineating these options but there needs also to be a means to direct those
interested to that URL. Word of mouth would reach family and friends in Ohio and Georgia (and perhaps a
little beyond with some luck); business contacts (all six were gainfully employed with co-workers and
clients to influence) would add more; and—this being the 21st Century—Social Media would prove a very
powerful tool. Everybody was on Facebook, it seemed, so if each of them contacted their “Friends” and
they in turn spread the word, thousands of would-be donors could be instantly recruited.
Chris met with the Rosenows to discuss other means of getting the word out and how to tap into their large
network, which would extend the reach even further.
But he had additional ideas that would reach those who might still fall between the cracks, particularly
those people whom he had never met and who did not even suspect that they could be contacted. Recall the
dozens of flyers and the large quantities of poker chips, each with some level of detail about the trek, but
more importantly, a pointer to the GGG web site. The latter he referred to as “Relics” and, together with
flyers and dollar-sized stickers, could be distributed widely before, during and even after the event. Every
one of these (together with anything else found) represented a potential donor and could also add a little
fun to the game for finder and scorekeeper alike.
Congratulations! You have uncovered a lost or hidden artifact of The Gargunnock. If you would,
please let us know WHAT you found (golf ball, poker chip, hat, lost or unconscious Gouffer, decal,
other), WHERE you found it (please be as descriptive as possible), HOW you found it, and any other
details or lore you would like to add. And if you fill in your email (not required and it won’t be visible to
anyone), in addition to being able to keep in your possession the relic you found, you will be eligible to
win a major award, possibly even something special!*
Recipients were then invited to give details of the how/what/where/when of the unearthing of the relic and
submit, with their names and addresses, for more prizes:
Top 3 prizes going to the most creative or thorough post (512 characters or less), 7 other prize winners
chosen at random. Since it’s likely only a few people will ever bother to do this, you could really cleanup! Drawing will take place at random times throughout the next 12 months (7/2017 to 7/2018).
As has been discussed, this Relic Game proved to be one of the more interesting and fun aspects of the
donation process and provided some unusual insights, not only to the finding of a relic, but equally to its
placement.
With this variety of methods for soliciting donations and spicing up the quest for golfer and donor alike, it
only remains to take a look at the scores themselves and the monies raised. Again, time has elapsed since
the actual event and, while tallies were made shortly after its conclusion and one year later, this is an
ongoing process and any numbers given must be considered interim and perhaps incomplete. For example,
donations via Amazon purchases continue and, while numbers surely are available, they are not included
here for obvious reasons. On the flip side, donations related to prizes around various aspects of the trip
have concluded and rewards distributed, so no further amendment is needed. Finally, while all
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contributions were generally made openly, it is not necessary to reveal identities here; the important
measure is the actual dollar amount contributed. So, while lists will be presented, the intent is not to place
attribution but rather to give an overall impression of participation.
The first list of Donations by Contact for the Period 01/01/2017 to 07/14/2017 had 47 names and donors
represented eight States and the country of Great Britain. The vast majority were direct donations (Option
1) but a couple were contributions made in association with estimates of Balls Lost and Pints Consumed
(Option 3). Dollar amounts ranged from $20 to $200, but the most important number was the Grand Total:
$3175.00
The second count covers the Donations by Stroke, in which each golfer was offered between 1 and 10
cents per stroke (there were a couple of straight donations from donors who presumably felt ill-qualified to
assess individual capabilities.

Exactly how strokes were ultimately assigned to individual golfers (given the flexibility of the rules
governing teams and sequencing) is not recorded in any detail but once again, the total dollar amount of
$1857 is impressive. Perhaps of more interest, however, on this particular forecast were the comments and
messages sent by donors as a means of cheering on their favorite or passing along some well-chosen words
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of wisdom. A random selection will make the point:
Bill, Enjoy your quest, safe travels and I hope you raise a few bucks along the way for a good cause
Can't wait to see you sporting a kilt!
Best of luck and have FUN!
Don't break any windows!
Go Sir William!
Don't dig too many hole Good luck
guys!
Go The Scot
Haven't met you yet but should be fun! Hit some livestock and I will
give extra $10
Go Baron Lance!
Try to not hit anyone. If you do extra $10 for you
Go Duke Scott
Can someone else keep track of Shepard's stroke, with his attention span, desire for pints, and just being
Chris, I have little faith in his number!
Well done you.
Play through!
Are we nuts? It's going to be
fun!
Good Luck
Go Viscount Skip!
Swing hard, hit long, drink much, have
fun!
“Golf… is the infallible test. The man who can go into a patch of rough alone, with the knowledge that only
God is watching him, and play his ball where it lies, is the man who will serve you faithfully and well.” –
P.G. Wodehouse
Direct donations, Dollars per stroke and the use of Amazon purchases to make a contribution. All covered
and accounted for as well as can be, given the difficulties of calculation, the need to protect identity and the
passage of time. Which leaves only Option 3—Balls Lost and Pints Consumed; Donor Estimates to be
reviewed.
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The range (231 to 1467) is interesting and the rationale behind the mix (Balls vs Pints) is probably more a
reflection of the relationship between golfer and donor in social rather than golfing environments.
Whatever the reasoning, this particular method provided some fun for the participants and another $180
(gross) for the charity.
Obviously, this method of making a contribution is now passed and it can be announced that a neighbor of
the Shepards (Michelle) won with an extremely close estimate of 402, versus an actual of 399. It could be
argued that a neighbor with intimate knowledge of the drinking habits of two of the participants, not to
mention probable inside information on the golfing prowess of the same two, should have excluded herself
from this aspect of the competition. On the other hand, those who know the lady in question would likely
not dare to suggest such an exclusion and in any case, her knowledge did not extend to any of the other
four golfers.
What is perhaps even more surprising (some might say disturbing) was that the second place prize (for a
very creditable guess of 351) went to someone named Liz, whose name may sound familiar as a close
relative of the GGG leader. Perhaps others preferred anonymity or declined their winnings? It is now
unlikely that any additional data will be forthcoming, so in the spirit of gamesmanship and “it’s all for a
good cause”, perhaps all that should be said is “Congratulations, Michelle! And Liz!”
Donations raised via Facebook accounted for an additional $608, bringing the total to $5820 shortly after
the event itself concluded. But even that princely sum had been significantly increased by the time the One
Year Anniversary came along and was noted on one final entry to the Gargunnocks web site.

UPDATE: It's officially been 1 year. We've raised over $8,000 for The Shepherd's Crook. We continue
to add photos to our Gargunnocks Facebook page. To-date we're still the only people to have golfed
across Scotland, although a few others have begun talking about doing so. We're sending out magical
wonders to those that have logged their artifacts prior to 6/25/18. Thank you to all who took the time some funny findings (sticker found in the middle of a toilet paper roll), some cute (a couple kids were
out on a treasure hunt with their parents and found a GGG coin under a rock), some puzzling (a GGG
poker chip in the collection plate of a church). Please continue to report any findings...there aren't a lot
of people doing so, so if you make one of us laugh or smile, we'll likely still send something your way.
Down to the man, this adventure holds a very special place in our memories.
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Heading Home
“You should write a book—A Dummy’s Guide to Golfing Cross Scotland”.
Scott’s journal at the end of Day Six: We would spend the night in Glasgow before going our separate ways
in the morning. Some of us straight back to the states, others back for an extra day in Edinburgh.
In fact he and Fraser were on their way home from Glasgow airport by the time the remaining four saw the
light of day at the Grand Hotel on Tuesday morning. Three of them had flights home from Edinburgh on
Wednesday and Shep didn’t leave the UK until Friday and his plane left from Manchester..So, the plan was
to return to Edinburgh this morning (Tuesday), spend some time sightseeing and then Shep would make
sure that his three team mates made their flights home on Wednesday. What he would then do until Friday
morning was as yet undecided.
Since he would require a car to get across the border into England at some point this week, it fell to Shep to
pick up a vehicle at one of the rental agencies near the hotel.. There were three companies with rental
facilities nearby, so he took a short walk around noon to the one closest to the station. The four remaining
Gouffers were then able to load the car and head east for one last day together..
For perhaps sentimental reasons they chose not to stay in the middle of Edinburgh but at the Powfoulis
manor which they had enjoyed so much on their first night together. Was that only a week ago? Wow! What
a packed week of experiences, adventure, highs and lows. From bagpipes at 5am to taming the dreaded
Gargunnock, to the misery of the three bogs, the exhilaration of hitting balls towards Loch Lomond from
The Dumpling, to the triumph of that last drive into the Atlantic on the Ardmore Peninsula. The
celebrations of yesterday—already something of a blur—and the farewell to Fraser and Scott. So many
memories, so many achievements and so many good times. And, best of all, they had been the first to golf
across Scotland, the birthplace of the noble game. Wow!
It’s just an hour on the M8 Motorway from Glasgow to Edinburgh and only a few minutes longer via the
M80 and M9, which was the route they took in order to stop by Powfoulis before continuing on the city.
This alternative route also took them close to Falkirk and the famous Falkirk Wheel that Shep had visited
alone a week earlier. They chose not to spend time here but they were able to see the enormous distinctive
horse head statues (Kelpies) that adorn the Visitor Center as they drove by on the motorway.
The Kelpies' name reflects the mythological
transforming beasts that possess the strength and
endurance of 100 horses; a quality that's analogous
with the transformational change of the area's
landscapes, endurance of its inland waterways and
the strength of its communities..
It is, of course, the waterways connection that is
pertinent here as the Wheel is designed to re-join two
of Scotland’s inland waterways—the Forth and Clyde
and the Union Canals—for the first time since the
1930s.
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The proprietor of the Powfoulis Manor, Paul Barrett, was delighted to welcome back four of his guests
(now famous guests) and no doubt wanted to hear details of the trek since he had last seen them
attempting to dig out of the mud and waterlogged grasses of Skinflats just six days ago. However, that
would have to wait until later in the evening as Edinburgh was calling and it was already 3 o’ clock.
Once in the city, they found a parking spot in a Pay and Display area of Lady Lawson Street (at least that’s
where the penalty charge notice was issued) and made their way up the hill towards Edinburgh Castle.
This magnificent structure, built on a plug of volcanic rock, has been home to Kings and Queens of
Scotland and is one of Europe's oldest fortifications. Its location affords some great views over the city
and it is amongst the most visited tourist attraction in the country—oddly enough, coming second behind
the National Museum of Scotland, also located in Edinburgh.
They joined a guided tour to get some of the history of the castle and its place in the heritage of the
country. As well as standing through great moments in history, the castle has suffered many sieges. During
the Wars of Independence it changed hands many times. In 1314, the Scots retook the castle from the
English in a daring night raid led by Thomas Randolph, nephew of Robert the Bruce, a name with which
the Gouffers had become familiar in their travels.
They undoubtedly wondered about the stands set up on the enormous parade ground in the shadow of the
castle but undoubtedly they were there for the Edinburgh Military Tattoo, still several weeks away. This is
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one of the most popular events of the famous Edinburgh Festival.
The Royal Edinburgh Military Tattoo is an annual series of military tattoos performed by British Armed
Forces, Commonwealth and international military bands, and artistic performance teams on the esplanade
of Edinburgh Castle. In light of their obvious penchant for alcohol, the four might have been interested that
the term "tattoo" derives from a 17th-century Dutch phrase doe den tap toe ("turn off the tap") - a signal to
tavern owners each night, played by a regiment's Corps of Drums, to turn off the taps of their ale kegs so
that the soldiers would retire to their billeted lodgings at a reasonable hour.
Did someone say “alcohol”? How could a visit to Scotland not include a whisky tasting and which among
the four was most likely to arrange one……….?

While any one of the four might have arranged (and enjoyed) the single malt whisky samplings, it is not as
clear who amongst them was the Harry Potter fan. Nevertheless, they did at least pass The Elephant House,
a tea room that claims to be the “birthplace” of the famous novels. Actually, there is no evidence that any
of them went inside this establishment and a clue as to why may be found in the advertising:
Opened in 1995, The Elephant House has established
itself as one of the best tea and coffee houses in
Edinburgh. Made famous as the place of inspiration to
writers such as J.K. Rowling, who sat writing much of her
early novels in the back room overlooking Edinburgh
Castle. Ian Rankin, author of the bestselling Rebus
novels, and Alexander McCall-Smith, author of The No.1
Ladies’ Detective Agency and other series of novels, have
also frequented The Elephant House, as well as many
others throughout the years. Experience the magic
yourself. Visit us and savour a cup of tea or coffee before
venturing out to explore historic Edinburgh
Ah, tea or coffee! Maybe not. Is anyone ready for a drink? There’s a bar around the corner…..
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Indeed, nearby Victoria Street, with its painted houses
reminiscent of those famous “Painted Ladies” of San
Francisco, became West Bow Street, home of the Bow
Bar. For William Bow (and his friends) the coincidence
was just too much to let it pass.

The narrow shop front and its signage suggesting a retail spirits store belied the extremely long bar and its
wide variety of cask ales. The inside also provided for some unusual trick photography; or are we now
seeing double?
So, Bill had found “his” bar and, it seems, had set up a challenge for his colleagues to find theirs—or at
least something that bore their name. Skip, the radiologist, came close when he found Doctors but the best
Shep could manage was a bus with the destination board that reminded him of his brother Hunter.
There is no evidence that Lance
found anything bearing his name
(perhaps he was pleased about
that—no silly pose required). The
two now nearing home in
America would have had the
easiest time; Scott could claim
the entire country and, of course,
every other Scottish name (first
or last) is Fraser.
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Having given Lance a “fail” on finding something with his name, it
is only fair to say that he did find something with which he could
pose. Just around the corner from The Elephant House is the
“World Famous Frankenstein Bier Keller” in the doorway of which
stands an oversized statue of the hideous sapient creature itself.
Being of tall stature himself, posing next to Frankenstein seemed to
make sense.
It’s not clear who first remembered loved ones back home, but
somewhere between Frankenstein and the return to the car (with its
ticket!), someone suggested a little shopping might be in order. Not
too much, for sure, as it all had to be packed for the flight home,
but just a little something for a certain someone—or maybe just a
bottle or two for me?
But now it really was time to get back to
the Powfoulis Manor and get some sleep
before morning flights home for three of
the gang. It was unlikely that the Manor’s
restaurant would be open when they got
back (and it would be entirely
inappropriate to prevail on the proprietor
again after the dawn breakfast a week
ago), so a last minute food stop was made.
The Grassmarket Hotel (a rather exclusive
accommodation in the shadow of Castle Hill) also had a
lobby restaurant that served an All Day Menu—from
pancakes, to lite bites, to a full meal. Perfect for all
tastes; a curry for Lance but perhaps not that thing that
Skip had ordered.

It was also a final opportunity for those leaving tomorrow to get rid of their
excess coins and Bank of Scotland notes and one last place where a GGG
poker chip could be left. One more possibility for another donation to The
Shepherd's Crook.
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It was another early morning for the three who had flights home on Wednesday and for Shep who was to
drive them the 23 miles to the airport on the south side of the city. Fortunately they would be able to avoid
the center of town so it was an easy run along the M9. Farewell hugs, congratulations and thanks all round
and three passed through Security to leave Shep with two days alone before he too would be winging
westward. He had arranged to spend another night in Ilkley with his in-laws before driving across the
Pennines to Manchester on Thursday to be sure he was in plenty of time for the Atlanta flight on Friday
morning.
It was only a four hour drive to ilkley, so it was way too early to be heading south after saying goodbye to
Bill, Lance and Skip around 9am. What does a golf lover—even one who has just spent five days doing
little but golf—do when he has a few hours to spare in Scotland? Well, if he is Chris Shepard, has a rented
car at his disposal, and is less than fifty miles from St Andrews, he makes a pilgrimage to the birthplace of
the game. Never mind that it was in exactly the wrong direction and he still had to collect his baggage from
Powfoulis Manor, St Andrews must be visited.
He had, of course, been to St Andrews—even played there—on his trip with Fraser back in 1999 and he felt
it only right to “complete the circle” by not only paying homage to the famed course but honoring the
friend and the wonderful vacation almost twenty years earlier that had prompted this current epic journey.
He was crossing the Queensferry Bridge by 9:30 and had reached “Mecca” by eleven. The selfie says it all!

There was no time to play a round, of course, even assuming he could have got
a tee time and some willing team mates but to be able to stand on Links Place at
the edge of the Old Course was reward enough at this particular time.
Well, perhaps just a wee souvenir……...
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Now it really was me to turn around and start the now ﬁve hour journey to Ilkley for dinner with Bob and
Molly. The return to Powfoulis Manor for his bags necessitated crossing the Clackmannanshire Bridge with
the Kincardine Bridge to his le . The sight of the two bridges and the cycle path on which they had
emerged from the bogs of Skinﬂats must have caused a rush of memories and perhaps a feeling of pride
on a job well done.

With bags and Kippen safely on board, he said farewell again to Paul and headed once more to the M9,
this me to take it east for the last me un l he could turn south towards the English border.
Rain, heavy at mes, made the journey to Ilkley a li le longer than planned and at one point he felt in
danger of missing his dinner appointment. However, he kept motoring and kept in touch via text with his
hosts for the evening and pulled into the parking lot in the middle of ilkley around 8:30. Fi y yards across
the street and inside the Victorian Arcade was a favorite dining spot for Bob and Molly. La Casita is a
Spanish Tapas restaurant with a somewhat rus c appearance but a cozy ambiance and great food.
It was me for Chip to give his enthusias c account of the golﬁng and the great me he had had with his
friends. Probably for the ﬁrst me in a week, he was able to talk about the experience without having to
begin by explaining to his audience exactly why he had wanted to golf across Scotland. He had two
enthusias c and very interested listeners, so the meal was leisurely and the wine ﬂowed freely. And he
was able to introduce Kippen to his mother- and father-in-law.
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Back at the apartment, there was still time for a little more storytelling and a nightcap before calling it a night. Tomorrow he
would drive to Manchester, stay near the airport and fly to
Cincinnati on Friday for a welcome reunion with his family and
neighbors—and many more tales of the trip.
As often happens when they are staying in Ilkley, Bob and Molly
were up about 8:30 and ready to drive into town for breakfast at
a local coffee shop. To their surprise, Chris was also ready to go
and he joined them at Caffe Nero. After a leisurely drink and a
pastry, they all returned to Wells House, where Chris promptly
returned to his room and fell asleep.
It was a little after noon when he came round again and got
ready for the drive to Manchester. With the car packed for the
last time, and one last picture of Kippen in front of Wells House,
he was ready to begin another rainy drive to start the long
journey home to Ohio.
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The Clubhouse Library
The game in audio and video references
As has been documented throughout this volume, the cross-country golfing adventure was captured not
only in words and photographs but via a number of audio and video channels. Drone camera footage, cell
phone and video camera clips and social media posts captured many of the highlights as the six Gentlemen
Gouffers of Gargunnock made their way between the East and West Coasts of Scotland.
The links to many of these are listed here for reference and future enjoyment.
The Official Web Site: www.Gargunnocks.com
The Shepard’s Crook Orphan Ministry: www.tscorphans.org
Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock Facebook page: facebook.com/gargunnocks
Interview between Ken Broo and Chris Shepard on WLW Radio broadcast from the Ardmore Peninsula,
Scotland: https://www.facebook.com/doug.evans.148/videos/1748450171835029
Brad Underwood Report on Cincinnati Local TV Station WKRC: https://local12.com/news/local/mengolf-across-scotland-to-help-make-dreams-come-true-for-orphans-with-special-needs?
fbclid=IwAR1MewyNVTZYgaKEzzJS4oeKN_dH5cEV5YSdl1Rd7k2RfV2BfzDZTr1vZZk
You Tube Video “Six Guys, 21 Year Dream”:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=NRdLV0igat0&t=4s&fbclid=IwAR1vFt00GIPaE5urW07N5opRZjuPhUMfkiT_0hOSdnGkC_CopPQcg
8_JYcg
Beginning and end Videos:https://photos.app.goo.gl/pDvdfMz4gGRwNXmcA
Drone Footage on Day 2: https://photos.google.com/share/
AF1QipM6RFaH0kTcxMbJ_LOPhKjN4KOZlhJCZF62e5JamhibWFp86xiE6M6MkkfHU2usIg/photo/
AF1QipM4C5mAoAqoxVBthLKE00Ns7abX1EflwhyvRFLn?
key=VVdnaUh5b2piZWxnMi1KSjd4aXZTSWY2Y3lrZ0dB
The Gargunnock Community Trust—The Bugle Newsletter: https://www.gargunnock.org/the-bugle
Gargunnock Village History; John McKlaren Historian: http://www.gargunnockvillagehistory.co.uk/
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