Fore!
“Monsters are real, ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win”
“That’s an unusual name.”
“Uh?”
“Gargunnock. We just passed a sign that said ‘Gargunnock 5 miles’. I thought it
was an unusual name. I wonder if there’s some significance.”
“Probably the name of some monster that lives there; you know, like Loch
Ness. Do you think we should turn around and get out of Gargunnock territory
because they probably eat golfers? In fact, I saw a documentary about it
recently (or was that a Chupacabra story?)
Without missing a beat, Fraser replied with feigned surprise: “I’m surprised you
haven’t heard of it before now; the legend tells that it only eats babies”.
They briefly mulled the idea of pulling over before deciding to continue their journey, but the game of
topping each other’s addition to the legend went on for another ten minutes before Chris finally ended it
by telling Fraser to go back to sleep.
So, Fraser dropped his head back again, Chris kept driving and both forgot the brief conversation and the
hamlet of Gargunnock. At least one of them did.
It was the middle of summer and the two fraternity brothers were driving north to one of their stops on a
week-long golfing vacation. They were driving on a winding Scottish road, hoping not to hit oncoming
cars, tour buses or those ridiculously close stone walls. Mindless conversation covered everything and
nothing in the manner typical of two college lads free from the shackles of the daily routine and hell bent
on having a good time. Not that Chris and Fraser were college students anymore; in fact, they had
graduated almost ten years earlier and were now responsible citizens of the work force. Responsibility,
however, stopped at the office door and this trip so far had underscored the fact that “you can take the lad
out of college, but you can’t take the college out of the lad”. This, of course, suggests that you shouldn’t
let the lads out of the country without adult supervision but that is exactly what had happened to these two
ambassadors from Ohio.
The two had met at a sorority formal dance (no, not this picture) about ten
years earlier and, despite less than stellar first thoughts (“This guy is a
tool”), Chris and Fraser soon became good friends and, eventually, fraternity
brothers. In fact, Chris recalls that he pushed through Fraser’s membership
in the ZBT Fraternity that had just been established at Miami (Ohio)
University (his memory said that he oversaw vote counting). At 6’4”, Fraser
was somewhat taller than Chris but despite the slight height (less than a
foot) and age (less than a year) difference, the two become not only
1
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fraternity brothers but bonded as golf buddies and many memories were created over the ensuing years.
Sadly, many more memories were lost in the alcohol-induced haze that surrounded the two during their
first years of friendship and as golf partners and adversaries – a period throughout which Chris
acknowledged that Fraser was the better at the game.

I wonder what Liz and Hayley are up to? It had been almost a week since they had concluded their
vacation together in England and Wales and he missed both. Hayley was almost three and on her first trip
to England; Liz, of course, had spent several vacations here with Chris and with her parents. As the
daughter of immigrants, Elizabeth (Liz, to everyone but her parents) had direct ties to the old country and,
indeed, was quite an Anglophile and a keen follower of everything Royal. Mother and daughter had stayed
in England this week to visit aunts, uncles, cousins and anyone who she or her folks felt needed to be
introduced to Hayley.
The young family would be reunited in a few days but in the meantime, Dad had driven north across the
border to meet his friend to play as many of the Scottish British Open golf courses as possible. Hopefully
Fraser (a Scottish transplant to America) would educate him that the qualifier is redundant when referring
to the oldest and perhaps most prestigious Championship. The US Open, yes; the Australian Open,

certainly, but when this Major is played in Britain, then “Open” is all that is necessary in the kingdom that
invented the game. Hopefully, too, he would get to test his skills on the links as opposed to the parkland,
some say “designer”, courses on which he had been raised – and, incidentally, on which he was quite
accomplished. It still bothered him that he had not yet beaten his father at the game – not even once – but
maybe this week in the birthplace of golf would improve his game and help turn the tables.
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With his traveling companion still sleeping soundly, he amused himself by recalling something written by
a cynic describing a designed golf course: find a piece of land of non-descript terrain, bring in tons of
earth to change the ground contour slightly, dump sand strategically in small but nicely shaped holes of up
to forty feet in diameter, then fill a few more similar but perhaps larger holes with water. Install a few trees
for shade and potential interference with the game, beautifully landscape the remaining area with shrubs
and lots of grass. Cut a 300 to 500-yard-long swath of this grass in a straight line twenty or more yards
wide (add a bend for variety if necessary but call it a dog leg). At the end of this grass highway (let’s call
it a fairway), prepare another grassy patch, water it incessantly and mow it to within a tenth of an inch of
its life. Provide this very green patch (in fact, let’s name it “the green”) with a movable hole precisely 4.25
inches in diameter and insert a flag such that at least eighty inches stand proud of the green. Repeat
seventeen times. On the other hand, in establishing (never designing) a links course, find a piece of land
that has built-in mountains, is mostly sand and has natural grasses at least five feet tall. Preferably, this
land should be next to the ocean and as close to the Arctic Circle as possible such as to provide natural
watering from the constant rain and spray. This positioning will also ensure gale force winds to take any
ball at least 1.68 inches in diameter and with a weight of at least 1.62 ounces (avoirdupois) in any
direction (except the one intended by the player) and at the same time test the mettle of said player. If it is
felt necessary, a thin line of the tall grasses may be trimmed to facilitate walking from tee (a natural hill or
cliff edge with a flattish area sufficiently large for two men of average build to stand on) to green, which is
like a tee but into which a roughly 4 ¼ inch hole has been drilled. Surrounding the latter with a small area
of mown grass is a discretionary nicety – but it will meet all the links requirements for landscaping. Again,
repeating seventeen times is usual but often unnecessary as most links players will fall to hypothermia or
be lost in the uncut grasses before reaching the club house.
“Do you remember where we were last week at this time?” Fraser had emerged from his slumber and was
ready to engage in thoughtful conversation again. He had managed to finagle (act in a devious or
dishonest manner) a boondoggle (work or activity that is wasteful or pointless but gives the appearance of
having value) business trip to Scotland. The premise of the trip was laughable (something like “I need to
audit a leaflet”), but he knew no shame and worked his BS line to perfection to get most of his trip paid
for by his company. Prospective future employers would do well to take note. With the trip “in the bag” he
had asked Chris to join him for a golf extravaganza, to which his companion had eagerly agreed.
3
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Or, he wondered, had Chris been the instigator and was it he who had fallen in line? Yes, that’s right; Chris
was to be in England with Liz, visiting relatives, and had rented a car to meet me in Dundee.
His recommendation had been to leave the rundown city as
quickly as possible and head for the golf courses. Other than the
fact that golfing was their major focus, leaving this venerable
city so soon was perhaps a mistake. After all, Dundee had been a
major shipbuilding town for over a hundred years and had been
the center of the jute industry for even longer. It had been home
to several smaller industries manufacturing cash registers to
refrigerators and was famous at one time for jam and journalism.
Dundee was said to be built on the 'three Js': Jute, Jam and
Journalism. Over the past two centuries the city had attracted a large number of immigrants and Dundee
has a higher proportion of university students – one in seven of the population – than any other town in
Europe, except Heidelberg, and is a major attraction for Northern Irish students. Perhaps, on reflection,
leaving all this behind was not such a bad idea.
Turnberry had been magnificent, St Andrews was, well, St Andrews, and Prestwick, home of the first
Open Championship and host for 24 such meetings, turned into Chris’ worst nightmare. The reasons for
this are best left unstated but do not compare with the troubles that caused this famous course to be taken
out of the Open circuit in 1925. That year, crowd control became very problematic, as thousands of
people overwhelmed the marshals and disrupted the play of the championship, ultimately affecting the
outcome, since many players' shots hit spectators and were deflected. It was doubted then that the Open
would ever again be held at Prestwick, and such has proved the case. Also, the cramped layout makes
hosting events with large galleries highly problematic, although the course's challenge remains intact to
test the modern generation of players. Perhaps the reason for Chris’ poor day has been discovered. The
pair had seen no chance of getting a round at Muirfield and Carnoustie’s reputation had sunk so low that
they decided to head north to Royal Dornoch, on the east coast beyond the Highlands. The Championship
course here has been called the King of the Links but has never hosted the Open nor any modern
professional tournament. Golf has been played on these links since the early 17th century and the current
club was founded in 1877, with the royal charter being granted in 1906.
As luck would have it, they didn’t play Dornoch as a tour
bus full was scheduled to play right in front of them.
Nearby Brora, however, provided them with a gem of a
golf course with electric fences around the greens to keep
the adorable sheep from destroying the putting surface.
The course was as enjoyable as any on the Championship
circuit. Another course not on that circuit – Stirling – had
provided Chris with a lasting perspective on golfing in
Scotland and on Scottish golfers.
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We woke and set-out early the next day – like 11:30 or 12. I was immediately put-out when we just missed
getting out in front of 3 old men (I think they were about 45) and they were walking, of all things! So I said
to Fraser “Well there goes our chance for a fast round”, to which he replied, “First, only handicapped
people use ‘buggies’ (golf carts) in Scotland, and second, we’re on a local course with Scottish golfers,
we’ll be fine.” Well sonofabitch, he’s never been so right (or for that matter, right) before! We were pulling
out our putters on Hole #1 when the 3 geezers (maybe they were 50) were putting out on Hole #2 and that
was literally the last time we ever saw them. We finished 18 holes in just over 3 hours – a record for me
(and 90 minutes less than the requested pace in America) …Fraser guessed the old geezers finished in just
over 2.
The course at Stirling had not only provided an interesting and educational round but its location had
favored them with an overnight stay on a true Scottish estate. It was that stay that had prompted Fraser’s
question on his re-entry to conversation following his most recent nap. The estate belonged to Liz’ aunt
and uncle and Chris had used his charm, as well as his in-law status, to wrest an invitation for an overnight
accommodation for the two of them. The massive home on the estate, some parts of which dated from the
1500s, had been run for over twenty years as an exclusive Bed and Breakfast establishment by Fran and
Alan and had built a reputation as the finest in Scotland. Chris had previously visited Leny House with
Elizabeth and her parents, so it was with some trepidation that the Laird and his Lady welcomed the two
golfers as they traveled between courses. And with good reason.

As Fraser later told the story, an evening of drinking in the local pub had done a good job in washing down
the spicy vindaloo they had consumed but had, almost inevitably, resulted in acute – and embarrassing –
intestinal issues for both. In fact, he recalls, it was a night of the worst intestinal distress ever recorded in
the history of Western Civilization. Rumor has it the maid refused to even enter their room the following
morning but there is no evidence to support his supposition that a complete renovation of the entire wing
of the house had been necessary. Nevertheless, with the passage of time and the equally important winds
and rains in that part of the world, wounds were healed, and a sense of smell regained such that family
members were once again allowed back at Leny.
The Trossachs National Park in which the estate stands received a major boost thanks to the visits and
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writings of Sir Walter Scott and his tales of Rob Roy, and Leny House must have entertained many famous
visitors throughout its 500-year history. None more famous and dearer to Chris’ heart, however, than his
own father-in-law who, in the year in which Chris became part of the family via his marriage to Liz,
passed this way on his solo bicycle ride across Great Britain.
Land’s End (the southwestern tip of England) to John O’Groats (the most northeasterly point in Scotland)
has long been a route that has challenged walkers, cyclists, motorists and a myriad other modes of
transportation (including being pushed in a bed) as they traversed the diagonal of Britain. The trek is not
so easy that everyone gives it a try but not of such difficulty that anyone with a modicum of fitness (and
perhaps a little training) can’t manage and is usually attempted in support of a favorite charity. The most
common direction chosen is from Southwest to Northeast, taking advantage of the prevailing winds, but a
reasonable number choose the “downhill” version from John O’Groats. This latter was the choice of Liz’
father and Leny House marked the fifth night of his journey and the second last before entering England
for the remainder of the 1000-mile ride.
Again, this accomplishment, which took place just four months before Liz and Chris’ wedding, surely
went a long way to convincing him that he had to be part of the family and, who knows, perhaps became a
latent inspiration for his own future challenges in this part of the world. Certainly, the present trip brought
Chris within a few miles of the village of Gargunnock, a name that would intrigue and inspire for the next
twenty years.

According to Fraser, a lot more happened at that estate on this golfing trip. In addition to the Night of the
Vindaloo, they had stayed one more day at Leny on the way north. During the day, Chris had had what his
friend described as another harebrained idea. He had wanted to hike up the formidable hill on the backside
of the estate for reasons that would underscore Fraser’s assessment. I took one look and told him he was
out of his mind. Maybe that’s what makes Chris a successful entrepreneur, he doesn’t realize that he can’t
do something. He’s going to try regardless. As usual, I got talked into it but pleaded with Chris to take
some water as we were both dehydrated and this was going to be a difficult and long hike.
“I don’t need any, I’ll be fine”, says Chris.
“You need some water, but if you don’t take any, I’m not giving you any of mine, agreed?”, Fraser
countered.
6
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“Fine. Let’s grab a 5-iron and hit balls from the top of the hill”. His eyes light up.
“Sounds fun! And you are not going to drink my water, right?”, but he knew better.
“No, let’s go”
And up the midge infested hill they went. We had applied bug spray but the midges basically laughed at
it. This was horrible. For those who don’t know, a midge is a biting gnat that just won’t quit until it annoys
the living s**t out of you. Its sole purpose in life is to annoy human beings. If there is a hell, it’s full of
midges – of the size and ferocity found only in Scotland.
Thirty minutes into this slog and Chris is asking for water. Now I’m having a little fun and a lot of smug.
Smug is oozing out of my pores. I’m going to make sure Chris eats a lot of crow in order to get a splash of
water. By the time an hour passes, he’s ready to do things we can’t mention here. I acquiesce and give him
a drop or two with a chaser of smug.
We get about halfway up and we’re both exhausted and thirsty. This is good enough. There is an outcrop
where we can sort of stand and hit a golf ball. It wasn’t the easiest spot to hit balls from but the few we
did sailed out into the Scottish skies and dropped a thousand feet. Great fun to watch each other try to
launch a ball into orbit!
Chris had first become fascinated with Scotland, its hills and its foliage during a family visit there a
couple of years after he and Elizabeth had married. I found the hills fascinating. No trees on them – just
rolling hillsides of green grass. I wanted so badly to just stop the car and run up one of them, but Liz’s
(expletive deleted) parents wouldn’t let me…kept telling me to shut up or else they will stop the car and I
won’t like what’s going to happen. However, after several reach-over-the-front-seat backhands to Chip (a
Hillery corruption of my given name) didn’t result in shutting up, Bob and Molly did finally acquiesce and
pulled over to let me run up one small hill and stand on a rock. But for the next several years, I dreamt of
little else but returning when I was a big boy and could do what I wanted.
Hence Chris’ version of that climb to the top of a giant grassy hillside behind Leny House had some
similarities to Fraser’s tale but taught him a few life lessons as well as allowing him to play out his earlier
dreams.
1. Scottish grass is like little trees. While from a distance Scottish grass looks only 2-5” high – well guess
what? It ain’t. It’s like over 6’ tall and we weren’t a third up it when I was about to call to Fraser to
suggest turning around.
2. Quitting or continuing to press forward is really a mindset. Right when I was about to quit, Fraser
yelled back (he was like 100 yards ahead of me): This was your stupid damn idea so don’t even think
about turning back. The remaining 2/3 of the hill was a piece of cake.
3. Scots don’t like to share. Sure, he warned me to bring water, and sure, I laughed at the suggestion, but
why should I be punished for not listening? He did eventually share his water, but he still brings it up as a
debt I owe him.
About an hour later we reach the top. We had a cigar, found a ledge, dropped some golf balls, tee’d one
up, swung…and just – wow-. The ball may have been airborne for only 10 seconds or so, but it seemed to
fly forever, as did each of the remaining balls. On the way down, we began talking about how neither of us
have seen anything like that on a golf course and wondered why course designers aren’t more creative.
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That led to an ongoing discussion about how golf was probably invented by one presumed drunk Scot
saying to another presumed drunk Scot, “Hey – I bet I can hit that rock with a stick further than you!”
That probably led to the loser saying, ‘OK, but I bet I can hit the rock closer to that over there than you.’
Then a less drunk but still drunk Scot that was observing said, “Why don’t you two hit from here to Fergus’
water hole around the hill.” Well, Fraser and I have a well-known reverence for all things historical and
that led naturally to one known-to-be-drunk Scot and one known-to-be-drunk-but-still-damned-thirstybecause-he-was-only-given-2-freakin’-sips-of-water Yank coming up with the concept of literally playing
golf across Scotland!!!
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Both of them had in fact enjoyed the whole time they had spent together in Scotland and Fraser recalled
the entire trip as magical.
We had essentially no plans, reservations, tee times, or clue what we were going to do. The golf, the hotel
where the homophobic innkeeper refused us a room because he thought we were a couple. Smoking cigars
and playing snooker in the Turnberry billiards room. Amazing; things kept happening so effortlessly. It
was so spontaneous. I wonder if this type of trip could ever happen again with our obsession with cell
phones and the information they give us access to. This was living in the moment, and those were fantastic
moments to be treasured forever. Not least, the time that Chris took a moment to reflect under a large oak
tree on the Leny estate. The grandfather who had helped him start his business several years back had
died recently. This quiet time was important to Chris and I’m happy for him that he got the chance to
remember his grandfather like this.
And, of course, this trip had introduced both to the name Gargunnock, which had already taken on a life
of its own. And it was on this drive to the windswept northern tip of Scotland that the idea to golf across
the country was conceived. No-one can recall exactly why nor who raised the notion but if it should ever
happen, Chris insisted that it had to take a route that passed through Gargunnock. Fraser played along. He
was convinced that it would never happen and limited his enthusiasm to that of a fun topic to discuss over
a few pints.
Chris, on the other hand, was convinced that no-one had ever golfed across Scotland. So, why not?
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Team Selection
“Alone we can do so little, together we can do so much”
About three years after leaving university, Chris had married Elizabeth (Liz) and they had set up home in a
condominium in West Chester. Both had graduated from Miami, found jobs and were settling into the
routine of married life and a comfortable, if not high-flying, lifestyle. Even Liz’s somewhat staid English
parents (who had immigrated to the US thirty years earlier) were beginning to accept that their daughter had
made a reasonable choice of marriage partner. Obviously, no-one could be good enough for Elizabeth but
Chris (known also as Shep, Chip and other less flattering but more enlightening alternatives) surely could be
“molded” and would mature with time. Exactly how long this would take, was – and remains – anybody’s
guess.
Perhaps underscoring those maturity concerns, shortly after Liz had lost her first job, Chris chose to quit his
job and start his own business. So, no family income, business start-up expenses and apartment rent for
home and office (the second bedroom). Having raised Chris, his own parents probably took this in stride,
but it was the in-laws that worried – and anticipated the future by readying a spare room in their home.
But they didn’t count on the guts and determination (and, dare they hope, business acumen) of their son-inlaw, and his fledgling business took off, to the point where he soon had outside premises for a more formal
office and progressed from a one man operation. He was – and is – a super salesman and a frequent
recipient of awards from the companies he served, as well as praise from his customer base. Soon, financial
concerns faded (at least for Liz’ parents) and the business was growing and prospering. In addition, Liz
herself re-joined the workforce and both appeared to be set in their respective careers. A new home in a
growing area of West Chester was purchased.
The announcement of the impending birth of their first child naturally interrupted Liz’s incoming salary
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for a while (actually, as it turned out, for quite a while!) but MTCI was now established well enough to
cover their needs and all was good. Indeed, much better than good as Hayley Christine entered the world,
making grandparents on both sides enormously proud.
So, less than ten years after graduation, Chris had a wife, a baby, a large home and an exciting, growing
business. Work could have been all-consuming, but he never let it get in the way of a round of golf with
anyone who was up to the challenge. By his own words, Chris was an accomplished player but had yet to
beat his favorite partner, his dad the Colonel. Jack was particularly good at the game and rarely missed a
day on the course, especially after retiring from the Air Force when time was readily available. It was
Chris’ biggest disappointment as a golfer than he was unable to take a round from someone twice his age
and it would be quite a few more years before he could claim victory. Disappointment was colored with
admiration for his best friend.
It is hardly surprising, therefore, that Chris’ first serious overtures about hitting a golf ball across
Scotland were made to his father. Sure, he had tried Fraser and a few others from time to time but to no
avail. Some would nod politely, laugh a little or even try to persuade him that it wasn’t such a good idea –
but the net result was “No”. Jack’s response was more thoughtful, as befits one with a distinguished
military career: “Dumbest thing I’ve ever heard of. You want me to go on a Death March???” Most people
would have expected that this predictably Jack-style retort would have put a fork in the Gargunnock
nonsense and fully deflated the concept. But there was one notable exception!

Fraser recalls that over the years Chris would continue to bring up the idea of hitting a golf ball across
Scotland and sensed that the frequency and intensity grew with the passing years. Chris’ overture to his
father, for example, probably occurred around his fortieth birthday (a biggie) but seemed to be reaching a
crescendo as the BIG FIVE 0 loomed. Indeed, another of Shep’s fraternity brothers, Scott, claims that for
at least half of the thirty years they have been friends, the golf outing has been discussed. To Chris,
apparently, hitting a golf ball across the country that invented the game seemed quite natural, and gained
even more appeal after a little research suggested that it had never been done.
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Scott recalls: It was something he would bring up, something I would consider, but it never went anywhere
…until last winter. The Shepards were on one of their relatively frequent visits to Cleveland and more
frequent discussions about this trip were occurring. I guess turning 50 will do that.
Anyhow, we started laying out maps in the kitchen, looking for a route that was doable—away from a lot
of urban areas, but not so far north to be in the highlands where terrain and weather would be more
unpredictable.
A promising route looked to be between the areas of Edinburgh and Glasgow—a narrow portion of the
country where the distance between the east and west coasts was less than 75 miles. It ran from a little
northwest of Edinburgh to the west coast beyond Balloch. It also tracked along an old Roman military
road, so we would always have a point of reference. The route provided enough villages and towns along
the way to move our luggage and rest overnight. And finally, having considered two possible routes, it was
noticed that the more northerly passed through the village of Gargunnock, a village that produced a
legend of its own when Fraser and Shep were hitting golf balls off a Scottish hill many years earlier.
This was seeming ever more possible. Each of us would take a leg of the proposed trip to plan the route,
how we would get from point A to point B, where we would stay, eat, and how we would get our luggage to
the next stopping point. Shortly after that night, I had asked my wife whether she thought I should do this
trip. Her response was “Why wouldn’t you?”
‘Nuff said—I was in.
Echoing the Big Birthday theme, Fraser too began to feel more pressure and a greater sense of urgency
every time that he and Chris would talk. Fast forward another 10 years (from the fortieth birthday and the
Colonel’s outright rejection of what was now the “Gargunnock Game”) and now we are looking at one of
those ‘monumental’ birthdays. The big 5-0. I think Chris’ strategy was to get buy in from 3 or 4 others and
then pressure me. I knew better than the poor unsuspecting Americans. I lived in Scotland until I was
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fifteen. It rains; it rains a lot! We had always thought this would be about a ten day hike. There is no
way you are going to get ten days in a row of nice weather. It is highly likely that you can get rain on
each of those ten days. Wet feet, wet clothes, and cold hands do not make for a fun time. Death March!!
Then Chris starts to talk about a route that was only five days long but even so, I didn’t really want to let
on that this was remotely doable. I had practical considerations such as limited vacation time, a wife
that I had to tell, “sorry honey, I’m going to Scotland without you”, and an obligation to visit family,
thus extending the trip beyond everyone else. I was also about to move from Ohio to Atlanta. Lots of
reasons to decline and I resisted fairly strongly at first as I truly did think this was too much at a bad
time.
Chris kept at me like one of the midges on the hill behind Leny House and the bitey bugger wouldn’t quit.
Then came the low blow. “This trip wouldn’t mean anything to me without you”. Seriously, who does
that? Chris Shepard does that! Fine, I’m in.
In fact, Fraser joined Shep and Scott in West Chester for what Scott dubbed a “high level route planning”
session. High level AKA Lots of Beer, it would appear. So, now there were three. That could work, but
surely a foursome was more appropriate to a golf game – even one as unusual as this. Five or six would
be fine, too. A challenge to Julian brought an immediate response of “Hell yeah” – but this was followed
by a total disregard for all subsequent messages. A month later, Julian denied all knowledge of what had
been talked about and, in any case, he would be in China at the time!
Chris’ next-door neighbor for the past twenty years or more really didn’t stand a chance and could be
tackled, cajoled, shamed into submission almost daily and eventually acquiescence was exactly the
outcome. Skip, by his own admission, is an excellent golfer and has partnered with Chris to win a
number of local events over the years. As neighbors, they were in and out of each other’s homes
constantly. Their yards were contiguous. In fact, the Par 3 “course” that Chris had designed and built
around the water hazard in his yard (the sub-division had been built on a former golf course) took in part
of Skip’s property as it followed the ridge to hole number one. Yes, Skip was an easy target; so easy, in
fact, that his memories of the event did not include any recollection of the enticement process. He did
later get into the spirit of things by mowing his lawn carrying a 40-pound backpack, similar to those they
expected to carry across Scotland. Four!
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Before attempting to boost the numbers further, however, our hero wanted to be sure of his facts vis-à-vis
the uniqueness of the idea and, perhaps more importantly, come to a better understanding of the
Gargunnocks and how they might play into the journey. He was already convinced that they were a
power for evil but he needed to know more – partly as “More” is built in to his psyche but mostly out of
fear that had steadily grown over the years but was becoming more intense as G-Day got closer. He had
to know but didn’t really want to know. It was something he could have, maybe should have, shied away
from but (as everyone must know by now) didn’t.
Consider the following “Internal Memo” prepared only months before the proposed visit to what he now
believed was a cursed location and the home of some potentially dangerous characters. By this time in his
preparations he had already designated a name for his team, had designed a coat of arms for their
standard, and was well on the way to ordering appropriate clothing (armor?) and other necessary items
(weapons?) for what he perceived might be a dangerous mission – at least as it passed through G……..k.
The text is presented here as written, not for its literary value (definitely) nor its grammatical structure
(most assuredly), but because the fear its words connotes is palpable. The choice of font, the redactions
and the black background merely underscore the sense of foreboding.
have to wonder if the colors ward the G off or the

And there's more.........
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It is a little surprising that this obviously extensive (and alarming) research did not uncover other
catalogued tales of sinister activities in the hamlet of Gargunnock. Tales of witchcraft practiced—and
punished—here over the centuries are well documented by a local historian, John McLaren, and can be
verified in the Church sessions (deliberations) he cites. A brief review not only supports the thesis that the
Gargunnocks of Chris’ nightmares may well have existed but perhaps provides evidence of a kinder,
gentler form of occultism in the town.
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And then there's this letter to a local newspaper:

Also
Another well known fairy tale told here is of a poor woman of the name of Jenny Clow, who lived at
Muttonhole, Gargunnock.
One night hearing a sound at the door of her cottage, and as her fir spunks were exhausted, she took
some straw from under her bed as a substitute, and the night being windy all her attempts to carry the
lighted straw to the door proved ineffectual. In a short time a diminutive creature made its appearance
and pushed itself on a chair, while Jenny exclaimed, “Guid hae me, what art thou?” when the fairy
said, “ I am come to borrow a basin of meal, and shall pay it to you back when the mill is burned.”
Not long afterwards the mill was burned down, and the poor woman was surprised to find that her
stock of meal was abundant, of course concluding that she was indebted for her supply to her “guid
neighbours,” a title usually given to the fairies.
Jenny Clow was thus rewarded for her kindness, and such is the moral to be drawn from the tale.
And, finally in response, this
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Make of it what you will, but it appears that Chris’ concerns were not as foolhardy as his friends might
have supposed and further recruiting for the outing may have suddenly become more difficult. Indeed,
publication of these findings might cause second thoughts for those already signed up. He needed to fill
out the roster as quickly as possible and with no further reference to these findings.
To this end, an old friend of Fraser was next on the list and a little alcoholic greasing of the skids was in
order. As Bill recalls: The first I heard of the trip was at my Christmas party. Shep and Liz came to my
home to enjoy some holiday spirit. We had an excellent bartender and I was partaking in the results of
her mad skills maybe a little much? Shep told me about the idea and the trip and asked if I wanted to be a
part of it. At that moment I was “hell yeah!”.
Then, I remember waking up the next morning with a sizable headache and saying to myself “what have
I done?”. I considered backing out at that moment but then I thought 43 miles in 5 days doesn’t seem like
much. Plus isn’t Scotland pretty flat? My great grandfather canoed down the entire Mississippi river over
a 30-day period when he was 18 years old. He documented the entire trip and it remains an interesting
read for our entire family. He left his mark with this trip. I thought this might be a great mark to leave for
family to read and hear about years down the road.
Number 5 in the bag. Perhaps it was time to consider adding a second group, perhaps having one travel
west to east? Or maybe just one larger group? Most calls, however, echoed the Colonel’s earlier
assessment: Steve’s reply “Y’all have fun!”; Tom’s: “I’ll have to check with Wendy” (who is apparently
still thinking about it); Andy claimed to have no vacation time but would help plan; Rob was adamant:
“You’ve got to be kidding me; you guys are nuts. A BIG N-O.” Bill (another Bill) had bad knees and
added that they were all idiots.
Lance, a former neighbor of the Shepards, who had moved to Chicago and was now in the process of
another move, would be Number 6. It was now GGG Trip minus 40 days when…… After living for 17
years in Chicago, I was driving a 22-foot Penske moving truck full of our household belongings to
Atlanta, wondering what I was going to do all summer in my new town. About 45 minutes into the trip, as
I was rolling down the Tri-State tollway charging toward the Indiana border, Chris and I connected by
phone for the first time in several months. He told me about the crazy plan to golf across Scotland and
invited me to join the group. He said he would email me some information and I told him to give me 48
hours to let him know. The email had an 8-tab spreadsheet full of all kinds of detail which made it clear
that there was already considerable thought given to the adventure. It was both intimidating and exciting
to read. Knowing only one of the other guys (Skip) that was going, I pondered the idea but only briefly
before I said yes. I remember Chris giving me all kinds of verbal disclaimers and wondering if I was of
sane mind in the commitment call. I must have been convincing, but I don’t think either of us really knew
what I was agreeing to.
So, with less than six weeks to go, the stage was set and six willing companions were preparing to meet
for the first time as a group at an as-yet undefined location in Scotland and from there they were to walk
across the country, clubbing a golf ball before them. Yes, it’s true that the coordinates of the starting point
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on the Firth of Forth had been pin-pointed in earlier planning and tentative overnight stays along the route
had been identified, but there were still a lot of details to be set, not least of which would be the rules of
the game. Once more it was time for the hyper-active brain of the leader/organizer to click into high
gear………

It seemed logical to start with the proposed route and to get a little more specific on exactly where on the
North Sea coast would be the “tee” and where in the Atlantic Ocean should the final ball hit make its
splash. Recall that the initial assumption had been that no-one had previously attempted this particular
endeavor so there would be no readily available maps to be followed. There would be no golfing
equivalent of the AAA TripTik; there would be nothing on which they might base their selected path.
Unless, of course, someone had done it before. It was time to search the Internet…………..
Searching under the heading “Has anyone hit a golf ball across Scotland” provides first a history of the
golf ball (not very useful) and then various discussions on the likelihood of being hit by a ball, who’s at
fault if that happens and a number of rather gruesome accounts describing the results of said ball-person
interplay. There’s possibly useful information as to what to yell if your golf ball might hit someone
(“Fore”, which according to Golfweek is another term for "ahead," and, thus, is simply a more abbreviated
way to yell "look out ahead" to unsuspecting golfers) and even how to react upon hearing the call. And, of
course, in this litigious world, there are innumerable references to legal cases resulting from such strikes
and ways to prosecute and defend for the most financially advantageous results.
Looking at the question a little more broadly by Googling “Cross Country Golfing” yields several
suggestions that could be the basis for the GGG Event, so it is perhaps useful to look at some of these in
more detail. The following is from something called European Golf Design in 2013:
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That idea seems to have a lot of the essence of the GGG game plan – until the last sentence.
Recommended or not, the Gouffers would need to play over some roads and maybe a building or two.
Perhaps getting a little closer to what our heroes had in mind is this article from a publication aptly named
Futility Closet.
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Now, these accounts are getting closer to the mark and the last couple suggest truly cross-country events,
albeit the United States, but give few details on obstacles encountered, terrain followed, or rules of the
game. They should be considered as challengers for any “Distance Golfing” trophy, certainly, along with
Australia’s Nullabor Links which claims to be the world’s longest golf course — players drive from
Ceduna in South Australia to Kalgoorlie in Western Australia, stopping periodically to play a hole. Par for
the 18 holes is only 73, but the course stretches over 1,365 kilometers. Difficult and challenging as these
may be, however, they have one key element missing – their route took them nowhere near the Birthplace
of Golf, Scotland. It was really beginning to look as though the GGG route would be a first – until this
little-known golfing adventure came to light.

Wow!!! These guys played between two of the Open’s courses, both in Scotland, and apparently across
whatever terrain happened to be along the route. Had Chris and his team been scooped almost 50 years
earlier? Had the Hackers already accomplished what the Gouffers were planning to be a First? Not so fast;
check the map……
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Prestwick is close to the water on the west coast of Scotland but Turnberry, also at the seaside, sits to the
south, and it too is on the west coast. So, they got the country right, covered a reasonable (but not overly
taxing) distance, had the right idea on a route but had missed the key fact in that they went from north to
south, not east to west all the way across the country.
Nice try guys, but not one for the record books!
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Which Path To Follow?
“A goal without a plan is just a wish”

It would appear, especially after this more extensive research, that the upcoming attempt would indeed be a
first and the necessary detailed planning could (and must) now begin in earnest. And, as with many of the
previous cross-country challenges, they would be defying the object of golf, which according to Punch in
1892, “is to put a very small ball into a very tiny and remotely distant hole, with engines singularly ill
adapted for the purpose.” In their case, they would use that same very small ball, but the remotely distant
hole would be huge – the North Atlantic Ocean. How well adapted to the purpose would be the “engines”
they would use remained to be seen but club selection was to be a major criterion and another innovative
aspect of this adventure.
The initial read of the maps in Scott’s kitchen back in the middle of winter had identified a likely route
about 45 miles long which was sufficiently populated to provide sustenance and rest but with enough open
land for golf balls to fly without overly endangering the natives of the string of Scottish counties along the
way . There were indeed a number of towns, villages and hamlets on or near the selected line but one of
these in particular seemed to jump out from the map. It was the now infamous village of Gargunnock!
Despite the almost twenty years of joking about the dreaded village and the fear that had built up in most
minds about the golfer-eating monster that made its home there, Gargunnock just had to be included in the
route. They would meet the foe on its own turf and live to tell the tale…………… hopefully.
Two points, Gargunnock and Latitude 56°02'43.4"N, Longitude 3°43'40.8"W, don’t in themselves establish
a route, but they do set a direction (in this case approximately WNW or a Heading of 300 degrees) and
perhaps point to other likely waypoints, or at least to places that could or should be visited. Indeed, the
historic and relatively large city of Stirling was very close to the pencil line drawn already and was
certainly worthy of a visit and even an overnight stay. Of course, in the middle of the second decade of the
21st century, pencil drawing a line on a paper map was a little passé, but Stirling, Gargunnock and the
starting point near Skinflats, all appeared on the same low magnification Google Map and could easily be
joined together by the magic “Directions” pen.
The first outline and possible route as scribbled by Shep and Scott, circa December 2016
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Unfortunately, here’s where the computer age showed one of its limitations. Google provides for driving
(bus or car), train rides, cycling and walking directions, but in all cases makes the assumption that one
will be following one of several designated – and well identified – routes. Buses and cars on roads (major
and minor, unless prescribed otherwise), cyclists on minor roads or cycle paths if available, and walkers
on all of the above plus the myriad of “Public Footpaths” or “Rights of Way” that are available in many
areas of the United Kingdom, certainly in these parts of Scotland. Before deciding whether or not crosscountry golfers fall neatly under the “Walkers” category, it is perhaps worth a brief look at the rules
pertaining to these pathways – and to the interpretation of those rules by both walkers and (more
importantly) by landowners.
One of the first things to note when attempting to define the law or accepted practice in the United
Kingdom is that the kingdom is anything but united in most respects, including the rules pertaining to
rights of way. Often, but not always, that which is accepted in England and Wales (these two are almost
always lumped together) also applies to Scotland – except where there are exceptions! Scotland may also
prescribe rules and laws unto itself, having no connection with, or similarity to, those of its near
neighbors. As most citizens of Great Britain - which does not include Northern Ireland - would expect,
that six county annex of the United Kingdom is different again. Northern Ireland has very few public
rights of way and access to land in Northern Ireland is more restricted than in other parts of the UK, so
that in many areas walkers can only enjoy the countryside at the goodwill and tolerance of landowners.
Since goodwill and tolerance are not always strong points in Ireland (especially between North and
South), walking on anything but a road or its adjoining footpath can be a dangerous practice and best left
to the Irish.
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For the golfers, therefore, it was essential to first get an understanding of defined terms for England and
Wales, since most would also apply to the terrain of their travels. The authority here is Rights of Way: A
Guide to Law and Practice (otherwise known as 'The Blue Book'), and is the definitive guide to rights-ofway law in England and Wales. Reading, much less understanding, this 528-page tome, however, would
have delayed the golfing project by several years, so it is fortunate that the Ramblers of Great Britain
have culled this work to answer a few of the most important questions. This should quickly get them to
their “Need To Know” – from which they could easily select their “Need To Do” and ultimately their
“Will Do” (or not).
The first question might be:
What is a Right of Way?
A right of way is a path that anyone has the legal right to use on foot, and sometimes using other modes
of transport.
Public footpaths are open only to walkers
Public bridleways are open to walkers, horse-riders and pedal cyclists
Restricted byways are open to walkers, horse-riders, and drivers/riders of non-motorized vehicles (such
as horse-drawn carriages and pedal cycles)
Byways Open to All Traffic (BOATs) are open to all classes of traffic including motor vehicles, though
they may not be maintained to the same standard as ordinary roads
Legally, a public right of way is part of the Queen's highway and subject to the same protection in law as
all other highways, including trunk roads. (A trunk road is…………. Never mind!)

Okay, so
What are my rights on a public right of way?
Your legal right is to “pass and repass along the way”. You may stop to rest or admire the view, or to
consume refreshments, providing you stay on the path and do not cause an obstruction. You can also take
with you a “natural accompaniment” which includes a pram, or pushchair. (Note, no mention here of golf
clubs)
You can also legally take a manual or powered wheelchair (mobility scooter) provided you follow the
regulations for taking these vehicles on ordinary roads. However, there is no guarantee that the surface of
the path will be suitable for pushchairs and wheelchairs.
You can take a dog with you, but you must ensure it is under close control. Note that there is no
requirement for stiles to be suitable for use by dogs. (If a description of a stile is needed, the walker/
golfer should perhaps reconsider the whole idea).
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But,
How do I know whether a path is a public right of way or not?
The safest evidence is the official ‘definitive map’ of public rights of way. These maps are available for
public inspection at the offices of local surveying authorities. Some are also available in libraries and
online. In addition, public rights of way information derived from them is shown by Ordnance Survey on
its Explorer and Landranger maps.
Some rights of way are not yet shown on definitive maps. These can quite properly be used, and an
application may be made to surveying authorities for them to be added to the map. Inner London borough
councils are not required to produce definitive maps, though this does not mean there are no rights of way
in inner London. (Fortunately, London should not be on the GGG route).
Fortunately, most Public Footpaths are well marked and some local authorities provide pertinent advice:

For simplicity, answers to the questions
Which councils are responsible for paths?
and
Which authorities can make changes to the path network?
were judged to be of academic interest only, but two of significant importance to cross-country golfers
were noted with interest (a) and some alarm (b).
(a) Can I remove an obstruction to get by?
Yes, provided that you are a bona fide traveller on the path and have not gone out for the specific purpose
of moving the obstruction, and that you remove only as much as is necessary to get through. If you can
easily go round the obstruction without causing any damage, then you should do so. But report the
obstruction to the highway authority. Hopefully golfers would be considered bona fide.
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(b) Can a farmer keep a bull in a field crossed by a public path?
A bull of up to ten months old, yes. Bulls over ten months of a recognized dairy breed (Ayrshire, British
Friesian, British Holstein, Dairy Shorthorn, Guernsey, Jersey and Kerry) are banned from fields crossed by
public paths under all circumstances. All other bulls over ten months are banned unless accompanied by
cows or heifers. (At this point in the planning process, only Fraser had even heard of any of these breeds
and none of the group felt confident in accurately judging a bull’s age – regardless of breed – especially as
it charged towards them across its field).
If any bulls act in a way which endangers the public, an offence may be committed under health and safety
legislation. (Not to mention the possible need for a change of clothing for those endangered).
Multiple Choice Quiz
(1) Is this bull:
(a) Ayrshire, British Friesen, British Holstein,
Dairy Shorthorn, Guernsey, Jersey or Kerry
(b) None of the above
(2) Is it ten months old or younger
(a) Yes
(b) No
Each correct answer—five points
Each incorrect answer—RUN!!

Finally, the Ramblers of Great Britain came to the question of most significance to six middle-aged men
who were about to hit a golf ball across the northernmost country of the kingdom:
Are there rights of way in Scotland?
Yes, but they are less extensive than in England and Wales because there has been a tradition of access to
land. Statutory rights of access to most land and water were established through the Land Reform
(Scotland) Act 2003, and guidance on exercising these rights responsibly is given in the Scottish Outdoor
Access Code. The rights apply to cyclists, horse riders and canoeists as well as walkers. (No mention of
those carrying clubs).
There is no legal obligation on local authorities to record the rights of way that do exist and so they don’t
appear as such on Ordnance Survey maps. However, paths and tracks are shown on these maps as
geographical features and you have a right to walk on most of these. The organisation known as ScotWays
keeps a catalogue of rights of way, signs many of them and maps and describes the major rural routes in its
publication “Scottish Hill Tracks”. The use of the words “most”, “many” and “major” in the same
sentence as “right to walk on” was a little worrying but the team quickly accepted this as wiggle room in
the event of being challenged on any alleged transgression.
:
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So, with the rules of engagement for England and Wales as a basis, it was time to address the fundamental
question about Scotland. In the end, they settled on the Scottish Outdoor Access Code for walkers as their
guide:
Everyone has the right to be on most land and inland waters
in Scotland for recreation, education and for going from place
to place although some specific areas are excluded, such as
residential gardens, farm yards, airfields and visitor
attractions which charge an entry fee. The Scottish Outdoor
Access Code – produced by Scottish Natural Heritage – is
designed to help walkers and other outdoors users such as
cyclists and horse riders to enjoy these access rights
responsibly and should remember to:
Take responsibility for your actions
Respect people's privacy and peace of mind
Help land managers and others to work safely and effectively
Care for the environment
Keep dogs under proper control
Take extra care if organizing a group or event
They assumed that they would not be accompanied by a dog, they definitely were not making this trek to
help with work on the land, and a person’s peace of mind was his own business. But they were an
organized (?) group so would perhaps take the extra care advised – but thankfully not well defined. The
exclusion of residential gardens and farmyards from rights of way may prove to be difficult and, for six
men intent on accomplishing a first ever, and at the same time having a good time, words like “Respect”,
“Responsibility” and “Safety” were troublesome.
It should be said that there is no good evidence that the Gargunnock Gouffers fully researched these
somewhat complicated, and often archaic, rules of the road – and certainly no assurance that they would
understand, let alone follow, said rules. Indeed, it is fairly safe to say that, for this particular group (now
reaching middle-age in name only) rules were meant as guidelines to be followed only if they made sense
(which often they didn’t in their eyes) or if those same rules didn’t interfere too much with what they
intended to do anyway.
Fraser, their one anchor to the “Old Country” and its traditions, laws and idiosyncrasies, had by now lived
too many of his non-formative years in the United States and was, if anything, an additional liability,
rather than a stabilizing factor. There are, of course, some (namely Fraser himself) who would challenge
this, but none included his five golfing companions. Some because they didn’t know him well enough –
others precisely because they did. Nonetheless, they now had the Rules as to where they should or should
not go, but they still needed their own rules of golfing and a much more well-defined route to follow. It
was time to pick up on the efforts of earlier in the year, take a serious look at detailed maps and put some
flesh on the bones. Maybe there would be a little repetition but, in the name of accuracy, taking a second,
or third, look would not do any harm.
A good rule of thumb when planning a route from A to B is to begin by defining exactly where A and B
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are. In the case of the golfing group, ‘A’ had been pin-pointed on the east coast of Scotland at a point on
the River Forth where it could be accurately stated that water from the North Sea washed the shores; in
other words, as close as possible to the point where the estuary widens considerably and the Firth begins.
A logical end point (‘B’), therefore, would be a corresponding point on the west coast and, at this latitude,
would be on the River Clyde at the point where it becomes the Firth of Clyde. That location is generally
accepted as the former shipbuilding town of Greenock, on the banks of the Clyde at Latitude 55 degrees 59
minutes North, only marginally south of the starting point at Skinflats. A straight line between the two is
almost exactly forty miles, which seemed a very easy distance to cover in a five-day period.

The major problem with Greenock, however, is that it sits on the south side of the Firth and getting there
would not only add to the total distance but would require golfing through a large part of the Greater
Glasgow area and crossing the busy Erskine Bridge, about 10 miles inland. Either that or about a threemile last shot over water to reach the destination. Neither option appealed so an alternative on the north
side of the river was looked for – and found. A small knob of land stuck out from Argyll into the Clyde
estuary at a point almost opposite Greenock and therefore at a point where its waters were no longer fresh,
but at the very least brackish, and could be considered part of the sea. This small peninsula, Ardmore, was
38 miles from Point A (as the crow flies) and seemed to be ideally situated for the final drive into the
Atlantic.
Strictly speaking, the Clyde estuary is more correctly designated as flowing into the Irish Sea, which in
turn, becomes the Atlantic. There are dozens of islands, promontories and arms of land which clutter the
sea (Irish or otherwise) at this point on the west coast but it can readily be seen that Skinflats to Ardmore is
not only a continuous stretch of land but it does indeed stretch entirely across the country from sea to sea.
Thus, the beginning and end were established, were only 38 miles apart (in a straight line!) and (apart from
a mile or two across the end of a reservoir) there should be relatively firm footing between the two.
A cross country walk of 38 miles in five days should also be a relatively easy stroll for experienced
golfers. That’s less than eight miles per day or two good rounds on a conventional course. 36 holes in one
day surely isn’t that uncommon and at this latitude they would have close to eighteen hours of daylight to
play with; two holes, or less than ½ mile, per hour. Perhaps they had set the bar too low? On the other
hand, even this apparently simple task would meet their goal of hitting a golf ball right across the country
of Scotland, so why not accept that and just enjoy the ride! They were about to establish a First; future
aspirants could be more adventurous and establish new records if they wished.
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Any euphoria around this task was soon dashed when a closer look at this straight line route revealed two
towns of any size (Bowtrees, just a mile from the start) and Alexandria (five miles from the end) with
only Torwood (population 245) and Carron Bridge (no population listed) between the two. This didn’t
augur well for an abundance of hotels, bed and breakfast places or even pubs for overnight stays and/or
refreshment. More importantly, the straight-line route by-passed Gargunnock entirely. A closer look was
indeed necessary, and this would undoubtedly involve additional mileage for the journey.
In the very early planning stages in Scott’s kitchen, a promising 75-mile route between Edinburgh and
Glasgow had been considered and was made more appealing as it “tracked an old Roman Military Road”,
thus providing a continuing point of reference. A cursory knowledge of Roman History might dispute this
since Hadrian’s Wall (south of the border in England) is generally accepted as the northern frontier of the
Empire. Here the Romans spent much of their time trying to keep the Scots at
bay and surely wouldn’t have spent much time in this lawless area, let alone
wasted it building roads across this heathen land. However, as with most
cursory knowledge, it doesn’t tell the whole story.
The network of Roman roads throughout England is well documented and,
indeed, many of the major roads of today still follow these straight lines that
radiated from London to the west and north. Watling Street, Fosse Way and
The Great North Road are well-known to all British school children and,
together with Hadrian’s Wall already mentioned, may be all that’s left of their
“The Romans in Britain” teachings. One less well-known Roman Road was
Dere Street, which ran from York to Corbridge (on Hadrian’s Wall) and then
as far north as Edinburgh and the Firth of Forth, ending at the western end of
yet another cross-country wall built by Emperor Antonius Pius. The Antonine Wall was built across this
narrow stretch of Scotland as far as the Firth of Clyde and became the new Northern Frontier.
This incursion was the second of three invasions of Scotland (the first having occurred sixty years earlier
under Emperor Agricola) and the occupation lasted a further twenty years before Antonius was pushed
back and withdrew to the relative safety of Hadrian’s Wall. But the east-west wall remained, together with
a supply road immediately to its north and it must be presumed that this was the point of reference
identified on the map those many months back.
What was less obvious, however, was just how visible this road, or any of the forts along its length, would
be almost 2000 years on. While history has preserved many Roman structures across the entire span of the
Empire, and large numbers are in relatively good condition (or have been reconstructed) and are instantly
recognizable, most examples are little more than a few stones or a small earthen depression or mound.
Despite being drawn as a distinct line on a 21st Century Ordnance Survey map or equivalent, many
Roman roads are, in reality, a disjointed series of points of interest that today may be no more obvious
than a raised stretch of greenery, a few stones that appear to form a pattern, or a shallow ditch – that could
even be the start of a contemporary building project. An expert archeologist might spot something that
may prove to be a cornerstone of an ancient fort or a shard of pottery later identified as Roman jewelry –
but so far none with such training had volunteered for this trip.
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Nevertheless, a line on a map, together perhaps with various “bits” along the way could provide
indications for their proposed pathway and would at the very least prompt discussion and interest. It
probably wasn’t a bad idea to have that route in mind as the Romans generally knew where they were
going and often found the shortest distance. They generally favored a straight line over whatever terrain
and hills were to be crossed rather than dug out – but how hilly could a short stretch between two oceans
be? Yes, following the Antonine Wall, or keeping it within striking distance, was a good alternative to the
south of the 38-mile straight line route – except, it too, avoided Gargunnock! In addition, until it passed
just north of present-day Glasgow, it appeared to follow a rather sparsely populated route (albeit one with
at least a dozen golf courses along the way), not so good for accommodation.
It was time to take another look at a more northerly course; one that for sure passed through Gargunnock,
after which strategically placed towns or villages with overnight accommodation would be found.
Connecting those dots would then be the path the Gouffers would follow, whatever the terrain and
whatever the distance. The city of Stirling, less than ten miles from the starting point as the crow flies was
an obvious choice for stop number one and surely had lots of appropriate accommodation. The city itself
would also be a good place to spend some time (if any was left after the golfing) as it is steeped in history
and has a wonderful medieval castle. Although hitting that tiny ball was the main reason for the journey,
this would be the first visit to Scotland for four of the team, so soaking in a little history and culture along
the way would be an added incentive.
So, lots to see and do in the city and a likely place to stay was easily found; the Stirling Highland Hotel
was within sight of the castle and close to the river so should be easy enough to reach if they followed that
waterway upstream from Skinflats. Even if they went in a more easterly direction and entered Stirling
from the south, they shouldn’t be trying to negotiate too much traffic or city streets until they were within
a mile or so of their destination.
Hugging the river and touching the villages of Airth, Dunmore, Throsk and Fallin had the presumed
advantage of flatness, the twisting Forth would provide an ongoing reference, and they would be close to a
main road all the way……… just in case. This would be their first day, after all, and – while “failure” was
not (yet) in their vocabulary – having some sort of backup (a bus, taxi or even an easier walk) might be
wise, should things not turn out as planned at this early stage. On the other hand, the likelihood of hitting
local citizens or their property would be reduced were they to follow a more rural path across farmland,
maybe a small hamlet or two and possibly even on a Right of Way.
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Obviously, these were decisions that had to be made at some time but was a “final”, precise route
something that should be detailed in the comfort of home before flying to Scotland? Should the entire
team be in on the planning (difficult with members in a number of locations across the Midwest) or should
they all gather round a map after dinner each night of the trip to define the next day’s action? There could
be considerable debate as to which would be the default position for the leader of this gang, and most
would say that long range planning would not be a strong suit. His wife of over 25 years often cites the
fact that Chris doesn’t consider himself late for a 10am meeting if the clock reads 9:59, even though the
meeting might be an hour’s driving distance away. Is that poor planning (most would say so) but is it
simply an example of extremely poor execution? Was he up and ready to set out for the meeting at 9
(good planning) but then found another half dozen things that should be done/could be done/needed to be
done, which led to a late departure? This could be regarded as poor execution, an efficient use of time, or
just plain stupid, depending on your view of the relative importance of the meeting versus the extra jobs
accomplished. For those waiting an hour away it might be annoying; for Liz trying to get him out the door,
it would be frustrating; for Chris Shepard it was just normal.
On the other hand, Chris had by now started, built and sold a very lucrative business from which he had
retired almost ten years earlier. He was now building another, quite different, business and was learning
the trade from the ground up while using his marketing skills to expand and grow. That sort of
entrepreneurship doesn’t happen simply through luck, or even luck accompanied by a high degree of
dedication and hard work; it requires a good deal of organization and, yes, planning. Not just macroplanning as to how the business should grow and how rapidly new staff should be added, but the day-today and hour-by-hour details of inventory control, personnel assignments, insurance, payroll, team
meetings and sales calls. Somehow Chris had juggled all of these and been successful, so why shouldn’t
these skills be applied to organizing and planning a fun golf trip, albeit one across an unconventional
course in a foreign land? The fact that his team was spread over a wide geographical area need not be a
hindrance, especially in the 21st century high technology internet environment.
In fact, why not get the rest of the team fully involved and immersed in the
planning process? Instead of taking on the task himself of detailed route
planning, selection of overnight accommodation and identifying places to
visit, why not share the load and divide everything into six pieces? It might
take a little coordinating and not everyone would attack the issues in
exactly the same way, but it would take some of the burden from the leader
and each would feel a commitment to the cause and its success. Chris and Scott had set the beginning and
end points early in the process and had made a pass at identifying likely intermediate stops, so others
could now use their skills to join the dots, get familiar with the landscape and define the route to be
followed for just one day.
The best guess was that the adventure would take five days so, with six participants signed up, one would
be left out of the planning - not good for team building. However, it appeared that everyone would be in
Scotland for at least seven days, so the sixth person could be charged with arranging activities for what
would surely be a celebratory “post-game” day before everyone left for home, triumphant in victory.
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Chris decided this was the way to go and gave himself the first day.
Others could use his methodology as they saw fit and would be free
to pick waypoints that suited their interests, golfing ability and
individual assessment of the terrain and overall degree of difficulty.
Skinflats to Stirling had already been selected as the “A” and “B”
for Day One, a straight-line distance of nine miles. Another straight
line nine miles would bring them to the town of Kippen and a
further eight or so brought them close to Balfron and its
(presumably) sister town of Balfron Station. It was a little over nine
miles from there to the next populated area in the region of Balloch and Alexandria, where they would
spend their fourth night. So, four more or less equal days would get them within about 5 1/2 miles of their
ultimate destination on the small peninsula of Ardmore in the Firth of Clyde. The sum of these five
straight lines was about 42 miles, not significantly above the 38 of the original calculation. Eight miles per
day on average was eminently doable (two good rounds on a conventional course) so, with 18 hours of
daylight, there would still be plenty of time to allow for some straying from the straight line. Hopefully,
the extent of those deviations – for getting around obstacles, visiting sites along the way, and simply
“getting lost” - would become clearer as each day leader came up with his route.

It is in the nuts and bolts of the detailed route planning that the technology of Google Maps and the tried
and true Ordnance Survey paper maps come head to head in terms of detail, information presented, ease
of use and versatility. The overhead satellite pictures on Google Maps give an excellent birds-eye view of
the land below and an almost infinite ability to zoom in or out with ease. In many cases our planners could
take in not only the total distance under scrutiny but pan closer to see each field, lane, wall, stream and
tree. In towns and villages, individual homes might be visible and an unassailable obstacle such as a wide
river or a highway would be obvious. Elevation changes may not be as obvious but, with a little practice,
any major hills, valleys and abrupt terrain shift would be recognizable.
On the other hand, a large-scale British Ordnance Survey map of the Landranger series (1 ¼ inches to 1
mile) or, even better, the Explorer series (2 ½ inches to 1 mile) offered much of that same detail (although
individual fields might not be obvious on the Landranger map) and much more. Land features such as a
copse or wooded area (coniferous, non-coniferous, mixed, orchard), quarries, chimneys and towers,
windmill (with or without sails), radio and TV masts, even heliports – all are marked in fine detail. Rock
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features (outcrop, cliff, scree), archaeological and historical information, tourist information (including
parking areas, camp sites and public conveniences), water features (too many to list) and national, county,
district and park boundaries are drawn in a multi-color format that is not only easy to read but a work of
art in itself.
Finally, and of immense value to walkers of all kinds (including those carrying golf clubs), contour lines
are drawn to represent elevation changes equaling 10 meters (this latter unit being introduced in 1969,
presumably as a condition of Britain’s entry into the European Union?). Contour lines can be difficult to
follow but with a little persistence a good map reader can quickly decide whether that hill is to be climbed,
admired from a distance or avoided altogether.

Most importantly, perhaps, Ordnance Survey maps are portable and it is still very common on the hills and
dales of Britain to see a group of walkers with at least one of them, if not all, carrying a neatly folded map
hung by a string around his neck – and usually protected in a waterproof pouch. Even with today’s laptops
and tablets and an ever-increasing range for WiFi and cellular coverage, using Google Maps on the route
can be a little cumbersome. As an at-home planning tool, however, they can be very useful and easy to use
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and, important for this team working in different locations, the
results can be readily transmitted to others for communication,
comment and editing.
As the instigator, organizer and group leader, it was only right that
Chris should assign the first day to himself, if only to test the degree
of difficulty, and perhaps provide a template for other team
members. He, also, had been the one to establish the exact starting
point by defining coordinates on the map – namely 56.045393,
-3.727986 (56° 2' 43.4148'' N, 3° 43' 40.7496'' W) – as well as their
goal for the end of the day in Stirling (56.119483, -3.941037). Thus,
his task was to find a route that would take them just 0.07409
degrees north and 0.213051 degrees west.
Now, degrees of latitude are parallel so the distance between each degree remains almost constant but
since degrees of longitude are farthest apart at the equator and converge at the poles, the distance per
degree varies greatly. One degree of latitude is approximately 69 miles. The range varies (due to the
earth's slightly ellipsoid shape) from 68.703 miles at the equator to 69.407 at the poles. This is often
considered convenient because each minute (1/60th of a degree) is approximately one nautical mile;
however, the golfers would (presumably) be walking mostly on land so they would cover 1.1508 miles (or
6076 feet) for every minute they moved in a northerly direction. (For those in awe at such a speed, it must
be remembered that these minutes are of latitude and not units of time!) That would be a total of about 5.1
miles heading due north.
But, a degree of longitude is widest at the equator (69.172 miles) and gradually shrinks to zero at the
poles. In the region of the Firth of Forth (56°N), one degree approximates 35.7 miles. So, the team would
move about 7.6 miles in a westerly direction in addition to those in a northerly direction already
calculated. And, since everyone – especially Chris - likes to check the numbers, the tangent (opposite over
adjacent or north/west in this example) of 5.1/7.6 is 0.67, and the sine (opposite over hypotenuse or north/
direct distance) of that number gives a straight line of a little over nine miles – which is what Google
maps describe!!
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What those miles would translate to in actual distance covered – or, indeed, in direction traveled – as the
Gouffers hacked their way between Skinflats and Stirling was at this point incalculable but was almost
certainly greater than nine.
What was important at the moment was not so much the distance to be covered or the latitude and
longitude change experienced but the more mundane aspect of covering this ground (whatever it was to be)
in golf drive pieces. Clearly, none of them would be hitting a ball the straight-line distance of nine miles
(no matter how they might brag), nor would they hit just two, somewhat easier drives of 5 miles north, then
almost 7 miles west. While a professional might hit his drive 300 yards down a well-groomed fairway, and
a recreational golfer might make 200 yards or more under the same conditions, the “course” they could
expect would be anything but impeccable. They would carry tees, of course, which might make hitting the
ball easier under some conditions, but surely there would be many spots where lifting the ball enough to
travel any distance would be difficult.
Then there would be obstacles unlike any on a traditional course; not just water holes, a strategically placed
sand trap or an errant tree - but stone walls, wire fences, buildings, streams and roads. Not to mention
animals of different species, some accompanied by their owners, which would potentially provide moving
obstacles (targets?). There would undoubtedly be reminders of animals past, and while it seemed unlikely
that they could plan around them ahead of time, they may affect the lie of the ball and make for some
interesting swings. Moreover, Chris wanted to make the journey more of a challenge by actually aiming for
some landmarks that appeared on the map or might pop up en route; a power pole, a small copse, a disused
barn, a castle or a pub (yes, definitely a pub). The bottom line was that he would plan a route, not on a
north, west or straight-line trajectory, but in short, more-or-less straight lines that he hoped would
eventually allow them to reach the Stirling Highland Hotel before nightfall. And, again, the plan would be
a living-breathing document that might only loosely resemble the actual path followed in a few months’
time.
As this was a cross-country journey, he wanted to follow the tradition of all such treks by starting (and
ending) in water. Cyclists following the Transamerica Route dip the rear tire into the Atlantic Ocean and
complete the ride by immersing at least part of the front wheel in the Pacific. Walkers and runners could
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dip a toe – or more – at either end of their route; anything to show convincingly that the entire country
had been crossed. Generally, this ritual was performed more for the satisfaction of the participant rather
than as an absolute necessity subject to audit. However, there are some well-traveled journeys where more
rigid proof of passage is required, especially where a certificate of accomplishment is to be given.
In the case of the previously mentioned John O’Groats to Lands’ End cycling effort by Chris’ father-inlaw, for example, the Cyclists’ Touring Club of Great Britain demanded not only that the start and finish
points were as prescribed, but evidence gathered all the way across the country. To this end, Bob had to
get a small booklet stamped at a post office each day of the ride. This official franking would provide “the
physical application and presence of postage stamps, or any other markings recognized and accepted by
the postal system or systems providing service, which indicate the payment of sufficient fees for the class
of service which the item of mail is to be or had been afforded”. The fees and class of service were
redundant here of course, but the place and date would add credibility to his claim for the route followed
and its distance. The fact that the time between franking could have been spent in a car, rather than on a
bike, didn’t seem to bother the CTC but without said stamps, no certificate would be presented.
In Britain at that time, post offices outside larger towns and cities were often buried inside small
convenience stores. They performed most of the larger office functions – sold stamps, took parcels, issued
pensions, etc – but also sold confectioneries, household supplies and a number of other items. Indeed,
revenues from official business may have been significantly lower than those from candy bars and soft
drinks, but the shop and post office as a whole provided a useful community purpose, although the trend
over recent years has been to close down these smaller concerns. It is perhaps interesting that an almost
exact opposite situation is being created in the United States where the larger, free-standing post offices
are being supplemented by much smaller ones inside stores of a completely different nature. So, in the US,
post offices now appear in department stores, pharmacies, community centers and other non-government
institutions. To digress even further, it seems counter-intuitive that post offices of any kind should still be
necessary – not to mention growing in number – in this age of online shopping and universal connectivity.
Getting back to Bob’s ride, obtaining the on-journey stamps didn’t present a significant issue and most
post offices were happy to stamp his book and, in some cases, spend a little time chatting about his ride or,
more likely, about the couple who passed by last week heading north. Since he wasn’t actually
contributing to post office business, however, his slight guilt feeling was usually overcome by buying
something in the store. In fact, the franking process usually resulted in a couple of Mars bars or a packet
of crisps being added to his already bursting saddle bag. All provided additional sustenance along the way.
About three days from the end of his cycling, however, Bob ran into a sub-postmaster (!) who took his
governmental duties very seriously and, despite being paid handsomely for confectioneries, refused to use
his official government stamp for unauthorized purposes. “More than my job’s worth” was his response to
the request for a mark in the book and adopted an even more rigid stand when it was mentioned that this
was a first in two weeks of travel. A somewhat sympathetic customer in line whispered that there was
another post office about ten miles further along the road and Bob did indeed get the requisite stamp and
some minor vindication when the second postmaster referred to his neighbor as “that miserable bugger”.
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Fortunately for the six-man team of golfers, proving their passage by obtaining a post office stamp, or any
other formal testament, was not considered necessary to claim success. They planned to have a lot of
photographic evidence on their route and, in the event of any challenge to their credibility, it was
anticipated that there would be any number of locals who would witness their efforts and vouch for their
veracity or stupidity as appropriate.
But, as might be expected, Chris had a 21st century solution to precisely tracking the golfing journey and
for silencing any who might challenge the veracity of their claims . It was Live Trekker, an amazing app
for any iPhone or Android device.
Using LiveTrekker is simple: you track your path and pin
photos, videos, audio or text entries to the map as you go.
Everything gets visualized accurately on gorgeous maps. You
can then augment or fine-tune your journey on the web at
will.
· Track your steps through GPS. Take photos or videos and add
comments along the way. Your whereabouts, timing, speed and
much more is available for a full rendering of your travels.
· Combine all those elements together on gorgeous maps and
bring to life a unique and vivid illustration of your trips.
· Store and access your most exciting experiences safely on the
Cloud, to relive and share at will. Email or publish your trips in
one click on social networks, to friends and family.
· Fine-tune your trips: add pictures and videos taken by other
means, update your thoughts and comments, or remove
unwanted content.
· Search through your data: browse through your existing trips
and media using keywords, time, or GPS location matching to
instantly retrieve that trip, picture or moment you wish to re-live
or share.
As far as starting (and ending) in water was concerned, if they would be unable to actually drive the ball
from the Forth, they could certainly dip it in the river before finding a drier spot for the tee. So, the precise
starting point was set, the methodology for the first drive was established and an approximate direction –
inland – had been defined. Only the subsequent several hundred golf shots needed more clarity and
precision.
Actually, the precise starting point had not been defined as accurately as it had once seemed. On starting
to lay out the overland route, it was noticed that there was a spot on the water’s edge that was almost
exactly as far east as the now-famous coordinate -3.727986, but which might provide a better lie for the
northeasterly track Chris now saw as optimal. Or was it simply that his earlier map reading skills had left
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something to be desired and he had incorrectly assessed the latitude reading? Or was it that the slightly
more northerly point was a shorter walk from the overnight accommodation he had now settled on for
their meeting point in Scotland and, in fact, seemed reachable via a narrow, but well-defined track? Or
had he just goofed in the first place?
Without passing judgment on Chris’ abilities and lacking any definitive method to reach the real reason
for this change of starting tee, suffice it to say that the game would now begin at a point whose
coordinates were 56.054243, -3.730496. He felt no compelling reason to amend any previously
published data containing the incorrect coordinates since he would be the one leading his team to the
start – and, even supposing any of them had read his earlier communications, did any have map reading
skills sufficient to mount a challenge? Or did they care? He concluded “No” to both and got into the
details of route planning.
Looking at the satellite coverage on Google Maps, it was
clear that the first 300 to 400 yards from the edge of the
river were going to be a challenge. At that distance, a
great drive and a good second shot would be required to
reach the first broad field – even with good footing and a
good lie. Unfortunately, neither of these seemed likely
situations as the ground was clearly pock-marked by small
pools and two somewhat larger bodies of water. It was
possible that the terrain varied to some extent with the seasons and with the tides washing this part of the
river, but a tricky start must be anticipated whatever the climatic conditions prevailing on the day.
Had an Ordnance Survey map of the area been consulted, this stretch of riverbank would have been seen
to include a number of the listed “Water Features” that are identified on all OS Maps. High and low
water marks, sand, mud and marsh – all would be identified in advance for the savvy map reader who
could then take appropriate action by, for example, donning appropriate footwear. In fairness, it must be
said that a golfer could not be expected to carry “boots for all occasions” so too much information could
make the task more daunting and cause unnecessary worry. On reflection, the satellite picture probably
said all that needed to be said and if a few wet feet could not be avoided, so be it. Don’t even look at the
paper map!
Once out of this boggy area, however, what lay ahead were a couple of large fields before the next
obvious obstacle to their progress, that being the approach road to the Kincardine Bridge. A little to the
east of their line, this road was labeled a Motorway, but it appeared to become just a divided highway as
it neared the bridge itself. It would still be a well-used road for commercial and tourist traffic heading
north to Perth and beyond, so might not be readily assailable with a simple chip shot. There were a
couple of groups of farm buildings on either side of the road near the turnoff for Bowtrees and it seemed
that a connecting track might provide an alternative way over. It might mean a few extra shots but could
well prove much safer for the indigenous peoples. Chris wisely chose to aim for this overpass.
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A short line of closely spaced trees was the only hazard on this 800-yard stretch, and this could easily be
avoided by skilled golfers as they took three – four max – shots along a straight course.

Planning map for THE START
Once over the road, a relatively easy dog leg to the right would get them through a narrow gap in two more
lines of trees and this would bring them without further obstruction to another, much smaller road that
coincidentally ran alongside a golf range close to the village of Airth. They had already committed to
avoiding the use of golf courses on their path so working around a practice range so soon was a surprise,
but it might provide a source of found balls should any of their own have been lost to this point. The range
could be passed in a couple of ways but both then demanded crossing another road, albeit a narrower, two
lane artery leading to the village and passing a small light industry complex that claimed a structural
waterproofing manufacturer and “RacePro UK” with the proud mission to provide you with every
opportunity to develop as a racing driver while eliminating the stress so you can also enjoy the
experiences that the exclusive world of Motorsport allows. Both seemed a little out of place in this farming
community, but their large, flat car park might provide the six with an opportunity to practice putting.
Chris wanted to avoid the main road into Airth and noticed that they could probably avoid most of the
small town by heading a little further west before turning north into much more open countryside that
should bring them to Cowie and Bannockburn. He had heard something about the latter and its place in
Scottish history which suggested a visit might be interesting. But before that, his route would take him
alongside Airth Castle which seemed to have significant history of its own.
According to an account attributed to Blind Harry (also known as Harry, Hary or Henry the Minstrel, and
renowned as the author of The Actes and Deidis of the Illustre and Vallyeant Campioun Schir William
Wallace!!!), in 1298 William Wallace attacked a previous wooden fortification on this site to rescue his
imprisoned uncle, a priest from Dunipace. A later castle was destroyed after the defeat of King James III at
Sauchieburn in 1488. The southwest tower is the earliest part, dating to the period immediately thereafter.
An extension was added on the east side in the mid-16th century. Airth Castle was owned by the Bruces,
Jacobite sympathizers who were forced to sell after the failure of the 1715 rebellion.
The castle is said to be haunted and reported phenomena include: Sightings of a nanny with two young
children who are said to have died in a fire at the castle; the sound of children playing being heard in
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rooms 3, 4, 9 and 23 (The castle is now an upscale hotel and spa). Heavy footsteps can be heard outside
room 14 before suddenly stopping and disappearing. People have also reported hearing cries and screams
believed to be from a maid who was attacked by her master and left to die. Additionally, a ghost dog, with
a predilection for biting ankles, is believed to roam the hallways. A groundsman reportedly haunts the
lower floor of the castle.
The history certainly sounded to be of interest but perhaps it was the ghosts in the place that got the
attention of someone who had built a whole legend around the mythical Gargunnock, with its own sinister
tendencies. Whether any of the castle’s ghoulish past would be obvious as the golfers hacked their way
through the trees that were quite thickly planted on the south side of the grounds must await that date and
time; but it was now part of the planned route. It would be a tricky series of shots to emerge safely from
this copse and into the more open fields taking them west towards Bannockburn. There appeared to be no
necessity to play through Airth itself, but he felt better placing a mark if only because he was sure the
village must have at least one pub, and by this time they would have covered a distance of two miles.
Hydration is important in any sport, particularly in cross country golf.
From the perspective of the satellite image on Google Maps, the five miles westward from Airth to
Bannockburn looked to be relatively open with few roads and only the hamlet of Cowie sporting any
population. There were several clumps of trees that appeared to be readily negotiable; the fields were large,
and most were divided only by low fences or a shallow ditch; all in all, the route looked straightforward
and could be tackled in a straight line. Chris felt that the village of Cowie (population 2000) could be
included or not depending again on the urgency for refreshments as they approached.
Indeed, a series of long, straight golf shots was all that was necessary as far as he could tell, and the terrain
looked no more challenging than many of the courses he had played both in Scotland and at home. There
would undoubtedly be obstacles along the way that the satellite image hadn’t picked up, but it was his
belief that these should be addressed in real time on the day when prevailing weather conditions, exact
location of trees and fences, and ground footing could all be taken into account at each shot. So it was that
Airth to Cowie became a straight line.
Another straight line of a mile or so beyond Cowie,
slightly more directly west, would bring them to the
southern edge of the town of Bannockburn and it was
from there that the route would become considerably
more difficult as they negotiated the more densely
populated suburbs of Stirling. There did appear to be a
zig-zag path along the Bannock Burn and further
patches of greenery in between rows of houses in an area known as the Whins of Milton, but these could
have been soccer pitches, open playing fields or small parks for the locals. Yes, there may well be
sufficient greenery to provide successive targets, but it was clear that this would be their first extended
exposure to street golfing. Consequently, any line drawn on the map from the comfort of his den must be
considered “a plan” that was very much subject to change. To attempt anything more definitive for this last
2 ½ miles of the first day would be of dubious value and probably a waste of time. Besides, it was late, he
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felt that his efforts to that point had been fruitful and rewarding and could provide a useful template for his
team mates to follow – and he needed a drink!
The route from Skinflats on the River Forth to the Stirling Highlands Hotel was in the bag and an
interesting 17,500 yards golf course had been designed. This was less than one mile more than the
straight-line distance, so he felt comfortable with his selection. There was one tee marked, there were no
small holes for which to aim, lots of hazards of various types, and a good deal of “unknown”. The satellite
pictures suggested that the course was relatively flat – no more than 200 feet higher than the river, which
was never more than two miles away – and passed mainly through farmland. Whether any of the land
incorporated public footpaths or other rights of way was not determined, so the goodwill of local farmers,
or simply good luck, was a nicety left unknown.
The planned route also passed near several places of historic interest, including Bannockburn (site of the
last battle won by the Scots over England – in 1314!) and, of course, Stirling, where they would rest their
heads at the end of this first day. There was no good way to assess exactly when the end of their golfing
day would come. A simple calculation based on a typical 18-hole round (6000 to 7000 yards, taking four
to five hours) would yield a time of about 12 hours, or “in the clubhouse” by 5:30pm. However, this was
no ordinary golf course and one that had never been played before, so all bets were off; hopefully, time
would allow for a good evening meal together, with a few drinks to celebrate and prepare for Fraser’s
course the next day.
His task was to get the team as far as the tiny village of Kippen, nine
miles from Stirling, but the route must pass through the even smaller,
but far more important, Gargunnock. This was, after all, the place that
started it all almost twenty years earlier. It seemed fitting that Fraser,
the token Scot and one of the two who first spotted the hamlet which
begat the legend, should take on arguably the most important leg of the
journey. He had managed to find an early eighteenth-century inn for
their overnight stay right in the middle of Kippen (!) so the Cross Keys
was his target.
The Scots, as with most other nationalities, live with several urban
myths, covering dress, lifestyle, character, and everything in between.
Some must surely have a basis in fact, but many are patently inaccurate.
A recent article in The Scotsman (Scotland’s National Newspaper
published since 1817) recently ran an article on “The 10 annoying
stereotypes that every Scottish person hates” which might be worth a quick review before getting into the
specifics of Fraser’s planning and the directions he prepared. They (and the “truth" if available) according
to the paper, are here paraphrased for brevity:
All wear kilts and play the bagpipes in their spare time.
All grew up on a diet of deep-fried confectionery.
All know each other.
All are Nessie (Loch Ness Monster) hunters (no, they already know she exists)
Edinburgh and Glasgow are in never-ending rivalry.
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They all love a drink (alcohol consumption fell to a 25-year low recently, after minimum pricing was
introduced).
All are miserable. (The weather doesn’t help and supporting the national football team can be
disheartening, but they are not always grumpy).
All eat haggis at least once per week. (Not true; haggis is usually reserved for Burns Night and other
special occasions – as is the kilt).
Most Scots speak Gaelic. (Only about 1% can).
They often use the phrase “Och aye the noo”. (Just dinnae go there with this one, suggests The Scotsman).
Somewhat surprising about this list is that there is no reference to what is often cited as the most common
trait in a Scot, that of frugality. Words such as cheap, miserly, stingy, tightfisted and mean come to mind,
but appear nowhere in The Scotsman article. This might suggest a bias on the part of the media (surely
not) or simply reflect that the paper is written by Scots, for Scots and has a rapidly dwindling circulation.
A second reading of annoying stereotype number 6, however, might give a nod towards this truth; alcohol
consumption fell right after minimum pricing was introduced. Whatever the motivation behind this 2012
Act of the Scottish Parliament, higher prices for a drink caused wallets to be opened less frequently and
the tightfisted streak in a typical Scot to become more evident.
Frugality in a Scot can – and does – extend beyond the pocketbook to other aspects of life, including a
thriftiness with words, which probably goes a long way to explaining Fraser’s cryptic instructions for Day
2, captured entirely in one screenshot of his mobile phone. The single page covers not only the route map
and written directions, but also provides a little history of the region and a description of the Cross Keys.
Some, including one of his teammates, might suggest that Fraser was reducing a complex task to a
minimal statement (“Go this way”) that was less than totally helpful, while others would see it as exquisite
in its simplicity.
Without the ability to expand the screenshot here (as
opposed to actual practice on the phone), it might at
first appear that this one page is far too crowded and
probably impractical for guiding anyone, anywhere,
let alone six men hitting golf balls across unfamiliar
territory on foreign soil. Closer examination, however,
shows that all necessary information is present
without too much “fluff” – a fine example of thrift and
practicality.
The first segment of the day, from Stirling to
Gargunnock, gives a map complete with a dotted line
to be followed (and close-ups at beginning and end)
with the words “From the back of Stirling Highland
Hotel, head west along Dumbarton, north of King
Park, south of the River Forth. Work southwest
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towards more open space, heading back northwest towards the Gargunnock Inn”.
Similarly, the second leg, on to Kippen,
also has maps (this time marked with
straight lines for direction) and the
instruction “From the Gargunnock Inn,
hit south into more open country, then
working west toward the Cross Keys”.
Some critics might have wanted a few
more specifics (how far south, what is
defined as open country?) while others,
certainly including Fraser, would argue
that this paucity of detail gives the reader
as much room as he wishes to use his own
imagination. True to best management
practices, he might argue, a good leader
provides the Mission (Get to the Cross
Keys) and an overall Strategy (west….
open country……head……hit) and then
leaves the team to use its given resources
in the best way it knows how (drive, chip,
hack, slice). Further, providing niceties
about the history (it is believed that
William Wallace brought his army through Gargunnock and Bonnie Prince Charles is said to have passed
through the village) and the destination hotel (with deeds dating back to 1707, the year the Acts of Union
were signed) gives a sense of caring and thoughtfulness characteristic of a great leader.
As with all plans, execution on the day would determine exactly how they were remembered, but Fraser
had found a way to Gargunnock and, more importantly, a way out of the village. His job was done for the
time being and it was now up to Bill to decide what was the best golfing route to their next night’s stay in
Balfron, another seven miles to the southwest.
At first glance, it appeared that Bill had drawn a pretty easy assignment. There
were no towns or villages between Kippen and Balfron, few roads and no
significant water hazards – seven miles of farmland as far as he could tell.
Flipping the Google map of the area into 3D mode, it was clear that there were
some hills to the south, although their height was not obvious even in this
picture.
Had he been using the Ordnance Survey maps (and been able to read them
sufficiently well), he would have seen that these were the Fintry Hills, which
reached an altitude of almost 1600 feet, rising 1200 feet above the route he
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thought most promising. In addition, consulting the same map would have shown that the hills themselves
were edged by a steep craig that climbed about 800 feet in less than ½ mile, about a 30% grade. Such a
climb would be a reasonable challenge for a walker in good shape, let alone one attempting to hit a golf
ball in front. The result might be something like “up one, back three” and give a very personal meaning to
the word “fore”. Whether he knew it or not, the Fintry Hills and their steep escarpment were to be
avoided and staying on a more northerly lie was essential.

Ordnance Survey map of the
Fintry Hills.
Note the close-packed contour
lines in the middle of the
picture

What was also relatively clear on Google maps was a much
darker green sliver (usually indicating densely packed trees)
extending south from the main Kippen to Buchlyvie Road
towards his planned route, about two miles into the trek.
Similarly, there was a much larger, almost square dark green
patch another two miles further along, perhaps indicating a
forested plantation. To be safe, both should be avoided if
possible, so his initial straight line now had a couple of slight
kinks before reaching Balfron. Two dog legs in seven miles
of flat fields didn’t seem like a difficult course.
Balfron is only about four miles from the eastern shore of Loch
Lomond and, as such, is a popular stopping off point for the
Loch Lomond and Trossachs National Park and the Endrick
Water (river) which flows nearby. As befits the “outdoorsy”
nature of its visitors, accommodation is generally quite basic
and favors small bed and breakfast or self-catering cottages,
rather than five-star hotels with all the amenities. Consequently,
Bill had had a little difficulty finding appropriate lodging for
himself and his five fellow travelers and had ended up with two
locations (one little more than a shed) about ½ mile apart. So,
exactly where the end point should be was a judgement call that
could be made in cooperation with the others on the day itself.
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Day 4 was Scott’s to plan and he needed to get them from Balfron (at
whatever point had been agreed to) to Balloch, passing though the
village of Drymen along the way, a total estimated distance of 9 ½
miles. Drymen enjoys views to Loch Lomond, about two miles away,
and is a popular overnight stop for hikers on the West Highland Way, a
route that stretches from just north of Glasgow to Fort William. In the
1700s Drymen found itself on the route of the military road from
Stirling to Dumbarton – this is the same road identified by Shep and
Scott when first planning the route, although they had thought it Roman
(In truth, it is highly likely that many roads followed this same path
through the ages). Once the Scottish historical novelist Sir Walter Scott
had made The Trossachs the place to see in Scotland, Drymen was
ideally placed to take advantage of the tourist boom that followed.
None of these notable facts explains why Drymen should make the golfers want to deviate from an easy
straight-line course to Balloch. However, Scott had done his research and seen that golfing just a little to
the north of a straight line, would allow them to spend some time playing through a part of the Queen
Elizabeth Forest. With some spectacular views towards Loch Lomond and the chance to dodge a few
trees, this slight detour seemed to present an interesting challenge well worth the mile or two added.
Playing through the southern edge of the Queen Elizabeth Park essentially forced a visit to Drymen, but
Scott’s diligent investigation found that this village of less than 1000 population was home to the Clachan
Inn which was first licensed in 1734 and claimed to be the oldest pub in Scotland. Now, there’s a reason
to visit! And, if they felt in the mood for something else special, the Rare Malt Whisky Company had its
headquarters not too far to the south.

Further along the path from Drymen to Balloch was the Duncryne Hill, a small but interesting geological
feature formed as a volcano about 350 million years ago. The hill is quite clearly shown on Google maps
and is locally referred to as The Dumpling because of its shape. It has an elevation that takes it about 400
feet above the surrounding countryside, so might make an interesting climb for the golfers – or simply
provide a target for one of their drives.
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So, Drymen and The Dumpling would be on their route, the rest of the way being via open farmland as far
as Scott could tell. There appeared to be very few roads to cross, little in the way of dense forest and only
tiny hamlets to support more than the sparsest population. He had found a convenient B&B in the middle
of Balloch which was very close to the southern edge of Loch Lomond, so he felt that all was set and there
was nothing more needed. Indeed, without taking anything away from the map reading and planning
abilities of the other five guys, it is fair to say that Scott packed a lot of information into two pdf files. His
inclusion of photographs of the area through which they would be traveling made it look as though he had
already visited the route, rather than simply taking advantage of all that Google maps could offer.
The final course for Day 5 was designed by Skip, who would get them to
their destination on the small Ardmore peninsula, precisely at the spot
with coordinates 55.967689, -4.702087. This was only about five miles
from Balloch, so he had the option of playing around with several
alternatives of varying length. Besides, he was enjoying using Google
maps, checking distances, drawing straight lines and identifying
landmarks. He also thought that he should provide for some afternoon
entertainment following their triumphant arrival.
Obviously, they would have a little street golf from their hotel in the
center of Balloch but he thought they should then continue essentially
due west for about ½ mile after crossing the A82 road. This cross-field route took them to a north-south
area that appeared to be more open and less green. Zooming in on the map as far as possible suggested
that this might have been a forest plantation already stripped of its trees and now left with little or no
vegetation. It didn’t appear to have a significantly higher elevation than the path he had just planned so he
hoped they might get a mile or so of wide-open fairway before getting into more distinct fields again.
Three miles in a southwesterly direction – with just a couple of small dog legs to avoid a copse and with
what appeared to be several developed paths that they might follow – would bring them to the Cardross
Road, which edged the small knob of land that would be, in effect, the approach to their eighteenth hole.
A short distance west of the road was a railway line (was it one track or two?), also running along the
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They would now be at Ardmore Beach where only a couple of large ﬁelds would separate them from a
dense line of large trees, beyond which was the final 400 yards to the water’s edge. As with the starting
point at Skinflats, judging the exact nature of the terrain as it crept to the sea (or Firth of Clyde in this
case) was difficult, even with the zooming ability. It appeared to have a number of trees dotted throughout
an otherwise barren landscape that looked to have both green and rocky areas. Estimating how much of a
drop there might be to the water was also difficult.

So, having detailed the path to the desired finish point, the final few strokes to the “last putt” would be
decided on the day and would be a function of exactly what they saw. Based on the planning maps that are
available, it would appear that he played around with a little “pitch and putt” course around the Ardmore
spit of land and even suggested a final shot into the water.
However, Skip’s main function for that day was over but he wanted to finish the unorthodox golfing days
with a proper round. 2 ½ miles back from the Firth, and a little to the south of the route they had followed
was the Cardross Golf Club. According to the club web site, generous undulating fairways and large
deciduous trees are features of the golf course and it tends to play much longer than the yardage suggests.
The Club has a welcoming clubhouse, excellent catering, a well-stocked Professional's shop and is one of
the best inland parkland golf courses in Western Scotland.
The course also boasts stunning views over the River Clyde and is “a must on any golfing holiday”.
Finally, and perhaps most importantly, visitors and societies were most welcome to come and play.
Whether posing as the Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock “Society”, or merely as six tired but very
experienced visitors, the Cardross Club seemed to fit the bill to a tee!!
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It might at first appear that Lance, who drew Day 6, had the easiest
assignment of all. The cross-country golfing would have been completed,
there was no urgency to reach a specific destination, and there would be a
sense of relief and relaxation within the group. No need for him to pore over
Google maps, looking for the best way to cross those roads or work around
that area of woodland. No nagging thoughts such as “we must see this castle
or that ancient ruin” or consideration of likely places to stop for lunch within
easy reach of the course. All he had to do was fill the day for six men who
had just spent five very intense and exhausting days attempting to “put a
very small ball into a very tiny and remotely distant hole, with engines
singularly ill adapted for the purpose” – except, of course, without the holes!
On the other hand, it might be exactly that intensity, that exhaustion – that “high” (which would be
followed in another day by long trips home) - which Lance needed to build upon and enhance. He needed
to make this last full day in Scotland one that would be remembered as part of their experience, not
simply its ending. The day must be memorable, not just a memory. What would be memorable for six
“fifty-ish” men who had just completed a task never accomplished before and who at this point must be
feeling thirty years younger?
That was it! Make that feeling of youth come alive. Take them back to those college days and those years
before jobs, marriage, children forced them to act more responsibly, and relieve them of those constraints.
Having known most of his golfing teammates for much of that time, Lance suspected that re-living their
youth – and acting irresponsibly – may not be too big a stretch, so all he had to do was provide the format.
That, too, came to mind rather easily. He would organize a pub crawl!
Here they were in Scotland, home to Scotch Whisky (not - definitely not to a Scot - to be confused with
Irish Whiskey, Tennessee Rye Whiskey or Kentucky Bourbon Whiskey) and some of the strongest (and
most unusually named) beers anywhere. In fact, a little
research revealed that there were 133 whisky distilleries
operating in the country, producing both fine single
malts and the much more ubiquitous blends.
There are six whisky areas covering the country (Lance
was really getting into the research at this point) from
the small regions of Islay and Campbelltown (closest to
their western goal) and Speyside (home of perhaps the
most famous single malts Glenlivet and Glenfiddich) to
the Islands, the Lowlands and, by far the biggest,
Highlands. Each would claim to have the purest water,
the best barley or the most pungent peat and invariably
would have some secret ingredient or distilling
procedure that was sure to amuse your nose and treat
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your palate.
It is common knowledge that whisk(e)y is often diluted or chilled for drinking, but a Scot will tell you that
the only thing that should be added to a single malt is maybe a tear; in other words, drink it neat at room
temperature. This nugget might be interesting to the Gouffers at the end of their journey; surely their
accomplishment would earn them Honorary Scot status and they should therefore try to follow the
traditions of their new allegiance.Similarly, if beer were to be the drink of choice on this day-long crawl,
testing of local brews should be paramount. And, it turns out, the most local company – and the biggest by
far – Tennent’s, was right there in Wellpark, Glasgow, not 20 miles from the 18th hole of the cross-country
course. Wellpark Brewery was originally known as the Drygate Brewery and was founded as H & R
Tennent in 1740 at Drygate Bridge, although brewing had taken place at the same site on the banks of the
Molendinar Burn since 1556, making it the oldest continuous commercial concern in Glasgow. With the
20th century consolidation in the global brewing industry, the company is now known as the somewhat
faceless C&C Group, but the name Tennent’s is still proudly used on beers, ales and lagers produced here.
And they offered brewery tours daily!
J&R Tennent first brewed lager in 1885, produced the first draught lager in 1924, the first canned lager in
1935 and the first keg lager in 1963. But perhaps their most famous lager period was between the midsixties and the early nineties when the “Lager Lovelies” adorned the beverage cans. These sometimes
scantily clad, always provocative, ladies proved a huge marketing success but fell out of favor as political
correctness trumped titillation as the century drew to a close and the lager lovelies are now only found in
coveted collections.

Scotland is not just Tennent’s, however, and there are now dozens of micro-breweries that appeal to many,
not just for their taste or strength, but for the innovative names that they carry. Surely any pub crawl
around Glasgow must attempt to sample at least some of these brands. There were many more with
varying levels of alcohol and decency, but this sampling should be enough to tempt his fellow golfers and,
hopefully, a few of those interesting brews would be available in Glasgow:
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Sheepshaggers Gold (“The best beer baa none”)
Nessie’s Monster Mash
Santa’s Swallie (“Traditionally hopped with fuggles”!)
Ladeout (Double entendre? Brewed on the old Leny Estate, infamous for its two visitors that gave rise
to this epic journey)
Kilt Lifter IPA (“Has a wee hoppy and bitter bite. Lovely all on its own or with supper.”)
Berserker
Tactical Nuclear Penguin
Armageddon (“World’s Strongest Beer”. 65% alcohol by volume)
Skull Splitter (precursor to Armageddon??)
Bitter and Twisted
Blonde Bombshell (A Lager Lovelies retro beer?)
Old Mortality
Sporran Lifter (for those not ready for the full kilt lifter)
Kelpie Seaweed Beer (“Dark, rich ale, with a hint of seaside saltiness in the finish.”) Perhaps best
sampled with the final strokes of Day Five.
So, a Tennent’s brewery tour followed by a tasting in a few local hostelries. All Lance had to do now was
find eight or ten pubs in the middle of Glasgow…………
Job done! Day six planned. Indeed, the entire trip from Skinflats to Ardmore and on to Glasgow had been
mapped out. East coast to west coast. Across an entire country hitting a golf ball. An enterprise never
undertaken before; unique in the annals of golf and in the country that gave the sport to the world. Even
the elusive and dreaded Gargunnock had been exorcised, no longer bringing fear to passing travelers and
being the stuff of legends for gullible Yanks.
As mentioned, the entire planning effort was conducted by six guys working essentially independently in
different parts of the Midwest and, although each had done an excellent job, Chris felt a need to catalogue
this in some readily accessible format for future reference. And as with most things, for him that involved
a spreadsheet; one that he appropriately labeled “Legs.xlxs” As with most documents put together by the
leader, this one is not a simple 10 by 10 cell set of data, but one that is 25 cells wide and extends to 450
cells in the vertical columns. Admittedly, a good deal of this information could (maybe should) have been
handled in a much simpler Word document, but nevertheless it contains everything you might want to
know for a six-day golf trip across Scotland.
If you want to know when Lance will arrive in Edinburgh (June 19, at 0930 on Delta Flight 409 from
JFK), or the cost of the B&B on Day 4 ($40 per person), or the times of trains to Glasgow on their last day
(8:54, 9:36 and 9:56) - it’s all there. Names and telephone numbers of each lodging, places of interest to
be seen along the way, pubs, whisky distilleries…………… all are included somewhere on this enormous
spreadsheet. Everything organized and accessible. There is, of course, no need to include the entire
document in this volume; indeed, the limited pages could not do it justice. However, a couple of segments
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might be of interest as a testament to the organizational skills and thoroughness of Mr Shepard.

A little more detail pertaining to the activities of the days was presented in this “Sample of Leg Breakdown—as prepared by Shep himself:

But perhaps the most interesting section of the spreadsheet—if only because it had received so little
attention to this point—was a brief list of things that should be done by the golfer on his day as captain.
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“A goal without a plan is just a wish”. Clearly, Chris Shepard not only believed this maxim but wanted to
be sure that his fellow golfers benefitted from his thoroughness as a precursor to a rewarding, exciting and
enjoyable experience.
Job done, indeed…….… but only on paper. The real test was still to come in just a few months when the
six of them would meet in Edinburgh and begin the execution of those hours of planning.
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Rules of The Game
“It’s a Rule”
One aspect of the upcoming adventure that could have easily been overlooked was that of the rules under
which the game should be played. The rather terse and vigorously expressive one liner from an 1892
edition of Punch (The objective is to put a very small ball into a very tiny and remotely distant hole) was
not really pertinent to their endeavor. On the other hand, the 168-page paperback edition of the Player’s
Edition of the Rules of Golf, which currently contains 34 rules, many sub-rules and sub-sub rules, might be
useful if it weren’t so comprehensive and subject to change. (A recent edition included 20 Must Know
Rules of Golf Changes for that year – and these were only the ones you really should care about; how many
less important changes were introduced is beyond imagination).
In addition, the USGA and R&A publish a book called Decisions on the Rules of Golf, which are
specialized rulings that have been standardized over the years, based on questions that have come up in
competitive play.

This was going to be more difficult than they had imagined…….. The Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock
obviously wanted to play within the rules of the parent game, modified as necessary to their rather unusual
course, but unravelling this lexicon prepared by the founders and their descendants seemed a monumental
task. Not to mention deciphering the acronyms scattered throughout these scholarly tomes. USGA, PGA,
R&A, IGF – what did it all mean and where should they start? Where better than the beginning?
The earliest known Rules of Golf were drafted by the Honourable Company of Edinburgh Golfers (who,
interestingly, had originally been called the Company of Gentlemen Golfers) in March 1744, which
consisted of only 13 rules.
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In 1744, a committee of the Gentlemen Golfers of Edinburgh drafted the first 13 rules of golf to compete
for a silver golf club, presented by the City of Edinburgh, over Leith Links. John Rattray, a physician
and champion archer, was the first winner and was declared 'Captain of the Golf' on 2nd April 1744.
This was the first known organized golfing competition of any golf club in the world.
The gift of a silver club as the prize was inspired by the fact that the City of Edinburgh gifted a silver
arrow to the Royal Company of Archers in 1709. The silver club was paraded through Edinburgh with
the 'tuck o' the drum' as pictured in a print by David Allen 1787, reproduced in Robert Clark's book.
The first competition was over a five hole course.
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Despite the sometimes-archaic wording, clearly a number of these rules have been incorporated in today’s
game, although it might appear from Rule 1 that the green doubled as the tee and one played, literally,
from hole to hole. The concept of penalty strokes for lost balls or for those “coming among water or
watery filth” was well defined in these first rules, although one interpretation could be that your opponent
took a stroke off his score (or perhaps had a free shot), rather than you adding to yours. The net result is
the same, but the wording of the 1774 rules might suggest a slightly more gentlemanly approach – and
might even produce some minus scores. In the 21st century game, this question of interpretation would
presumably be arbitrated by the USGA and/or the R&A before a new sub-sub rule was set in the next
revision of the Decisions on the Rules of Golf.
Rule 7 (and, to a lesser extent, Rule 9) suggests that the writers had just completed a similar book on the
Rules of Snooker, whereas Rule 11 is clearly aimed at those who might become a little violent if the game
wasn’t going exactly as planned. Surely not necessary for the Gentlemen! Exactly what is meant by Rule 2
(“Your Tee must be upon the Ground”) is a little more difficult to understand unless 18th century golfers
were in the habit of setting the ball on a convenient fence post or wall and hitting it baseball style to gain a
little more height, and length, to their drive.
Rule 13 is clearly a reference to the modern sand trap or any other man-made hazard but it is not obvious
why Scholar’s Holes or Soldier’s Lines should be included – or, indeed, what exactly were these
obstacles. For possible explanations, one may turn to a 2001 “Google Group” series of posts where the
same questions were asked. For “Soldier’s Lines” there was what appears to be an authoritative and
historically accurate post: “Soldier’s Lines are the area where troops are/were accommodated, the
temporary tents or permanent barracks buildings being arranged in ‘lines’. In the 18th century, golf
wasn’t played on manicured courses but across any suitable land (“links”) and - particularly in garrison
towns like Leith, where the rules were drafted- golfers might often meet other occupants".
That’s one potential hazard explained; but what of Scholar’s Holes? One answer claimed that these were,
in effect, practice holes deliberately included for training or exercise purposes, but the more amusing (and
possibly more accurate) suggestion was that they were some kind of bunker or relaxation area where St
Andrews students went for a quick tinnie and an illicit fag. To avoid any confusion, it is assumed here that
“tinnie” is the commonly recognized UK term for a can (of beer) and a “fag” is a cigarette!
Of all the original thirteen rules, however, Rule 10 was the one that jumped out as having been written
with the GGG in mind: If a Ball be stopp’d by any Person, Horse, Dog or anything else, The Ball so
stop’d must be play’d where it lyes. Although intended as a commentary on the links of the day, where
play might be shared with other activities, hitting an animal or person was a real concern as the Gentlemen
crossed open Scottish lands. What to do if they hit some innocent walker, his pet or a grazing cow had
been answered very plainly (shoot from the spot where it lands). What to do with the possibly injured
animal was not addressed, nor was the question of what to do with a ball being stopped by the excrement
left by any such beast. Unless the droppings could be classified under the heading of “watery filth”, a new,
contemporary rule would have to be adopted on the fly.
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Somewhere between the Original 13 Rules and those codified by the USGA and R&A (or, since 1952, the
standardized rules of the two groups published every two years) the Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock
felt they had the basics; something to live by. In addition, they were all keenly aware of the three premises
governing the Rules of Golf: (1) play the ball as it lies, (2) play the course as you find it, and (3) if unable
to do either (1) or (2), do what is fair. Yes, they could do that – although each felt entitled to his own
definition of the word “fair”.
Nevertheless, a cross-country golf excursion – especially one as ground-breaking as this one – probably
required a supplement to any rule book, whether penned in 1774 or updated last year. Certainly, if your
name is Chris Shepard and in charge of organizing five others of like mind, to simply take what was
available was both unappealing and unnecessary. Why shouldn’t the team devise directives peculiar to the
nature of the adventure? Indeed, wasn’t that an obligation not only to themselves but to any and all who
might follow as “Skinflats to Ardmore” became as popular and widely recognized as Land’s End to John
O’Groats? It was time to put pen to paper again.
To many who don’t play, golf is best exemplified by Tiger Woods hitting 400-yard drives and holing 35
feet putts on a Sunday afternoon to win yet another Major Championship. Yes, there were others in
contention and, indeed, others with whom he was paired, but in reality, he was one man playing against the
course, rather than against any of the other golfers. Presumably, watching an opponent hit an even better
drive than his, or hearing the crowd cheers as another chipped in from outside the green, would affect his
game psychologically and either break his concentration or strengthen his resolve, but in the end it was
how he played every shot on every hole, not how they were doing. There are other sports, of course, where
an opponent’s skill has a relatively minor bearing on your chances of winning or losing. Track and field
events, swimming and most winter sports
come to mind, since the main competition is
a clock or a distance measurement. Others
include less widely played games such as
darts or snooker (and its mates) and there
certainly must be more. But in all the most
popular sports in the United States and in the
world – both played and watched – your
primary adversary is on the opposite side of
the field or on the other side of the ball. All,
that is, except golf.
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Strokeplay is the simplest form of scoring in which each player adds up his score for the round and, once
handicaps have been deducted if they are being used, the lowest score wins. Each hole has a degree of
difficulty where “par” is the number of strokes a top-class golfer is expected to take, and strange names
like albatross, birdy and bogey are tied to other scores. It’s a method by which all golfers can measure their
skills and achieve their handicaps – but that’s a whole other story!
Most professional tournaments use Strokeplay, but variants include Matchplay where the player with the
lowest net score for the hole wins the hole. Most holes won wins the game; here you are not so much
playing the course, you are playing your opponent. Still another form is Stableford where points are
awarded depending on your score versus par – one for bogey, two for par, and so on. Finally, Foursomes (a
popular form of team golf where two pairs of two people compete against each other using only one ball
per team) and Four Balls, or Best Ball - another form of team golf where two pairs compete against each
other.

With such a bewildering series of choices, which would seem to fit the type of course over which the
Gentlemen would be playing? Recall, they would not be playing from one hole to the next, so “Par” would
be meaningless unless, perhaps, an expected number of strokes per day could be imagined and calculated.
That ruled out Stableford.
Conventional Strokeplay was considered – two teams of three but each golfer hitting his own ball – but
was ruled out after a surprisingly wise test on local streets near Shep’s home. Hitting around his back yard
(itself a mini course) and that of a neighbor and into a street quickly told them that each day across
Scotland would take 35 hours (an unusual daylight requirement, even at that latitude).
Foursomes and Four Balls (adapted in some way for six players) would have merit and, in fact, it was the
concept of two teams, each keeping one ball in play at all times, that formed the basic format of play.
“Basic format” is used here since it was “decided it best to split into two groups of three most of the time”,
suggesting that real time adjustments may be made and were already being contemplated. Golfers may
well appreciate the merit in this sub-rule; others may see it merely as wishy-washy; still others as
prevarication. Whatever its reason or justification, it went in the rule book.
Another quick entry into the GGG Rules was the use of The Mulligan (and a little-known variant the
Mulligan Extreme). Mulligans are a common component of “friendly golf” (prohibited by any Official
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Rules) and, indeed, the term has found use in other games and sports, and
to other fields generally. Although everyone intuitively knows the meaning
of the word (a second chance to perform an action, usually after the first
chance went wrong through bad luck or a blunder), its origin is unclear.
There are many theories. The United States Golf Association (USGA) cites
three stories explaining that the term derived from the name of a Canadian
golfer, David Mulligan, one time manager of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel in
New York City, who played at the Country Club of Montreal golf course, in
Saint-Lambert near Montreal during the 1920s. One version has it that one
day after hitting a poor tee shot, Mulligan re-teed and shot again. He called
it a "correction shot," but his friends thought it more fitting to name the
practice after him. David Mulligan then brought the concept from Canada to the U.S. golf club Winged
Foot. A second version has the extra shot given to Mulligan due to his being jumpy and shaky after a
difficult drive over the Victoria Bridge to the course. The final version of the David Mulligan story gives
him an extra shot after having overslept, rushing to get ready to make the tee time.
An alternative, later, etymology credits a different man named Mulligan – John A. "Buddy" Mulligan, a
locker room attendant at Essex Fells Country Club in New Jersey. In the 1930s, he would finish cleaning
the locker room and, if no other members appeared, play a round with the assistant pro, Dave O'Connell,
and a reporter and member, Des Sullivan, who was later golf editor for the Newark Evening News. One day
Mulligan’s first shot was bad, and he beseeched O'Connell and Sullivan to allow another shot since they
"had been practicing all morning" and he had not. Once they agreed and the round finished, Mulligan
proudly exclaimed to the members in his locker room for months how he had gotten an extra shot from the
duo. The members loved it and soon began giving themselves "Mulligans" in his honor. Sullivan began
using the term in his golf articles in the Newark Evening News. The Today Show TV program ran this story
around 2005 and have it in their archives. Mulligan was located in the 1970s at the Lyons, New Jersey VA
Hospital, helping with their golf facility. Des Sullivan, now semi-retired, wrote of this find in his July 22,
1970 column, in the Myrtle Beach Sun News.
The opposite of a Mulligan is a "gilligan", which is to redo a successful stroke when so requested by an
opponent. How often this request is made – and how often honored – is unknown but the fact that the name
is not capitalized probably tells it all.
As Mulligans aren't covered by strict rules – except to prohibit them – there are many variations of the
practice among groups of players who do allow them in friendly games. If a Mulligan can be used to replay
any shot, each player is typically limited to 18 per round, sometimes 9 in the first 9 holes and 9 in the
second nine. Traditionally, Mulligans can only be played on tee shots (apparently notoriously difficult to
make accurately), and sometimes they may only be played on the first tee shot of the round. In the case of
a Mulligan used to replay the first tee shot, multiple "Mulligans" may be allowed under different names
(Finnegan, Branagan, Flanagan or Craig) until the player has hit a playable tee shot.
Although certain players may wish to bank their shots, this is deemed un-sportsman-like and is generally
frowned upon. However, golf tournaments held for charity may sell Mulligans to collect more money for
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that charity. This latter sub-rule of sorts was particularly appealing to the Gentlemen and – maybe not
directly as a result – prompted another aspect of the adventure and some sub-sub-rules.
So far, the Gameplay for the GGG was following most of the established rules of golf, adapted only where
necessary to fit better a 40-mile course, with no intermediate holes and no obvious tees, except the one at
the start. A modified Four Balls format would be employed, Mulligans would most certainly be allowed
(gilligans very unlikely) and sufficient flexibility would be incorporated to facilitate unanticipated real time
problems. But, for six men of mature years on a trailblazing mission, strict adherence to dusty rules, some
of which were over two centuries old, just wasn’t enough. If their golfing ancestors were happy to simply
count strokes, compare them with an “ideal” and mark each other’s card (golf is the only sport where the
scores are kept by fellow competitors, not just by officials), so be it. They were also going to have some
fun.
Much as described in the three premises governing the Rules of Golf, the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock chose to prescribe a suggested way of doing things, rather than simply listing “Do’s and
Don’ts”. As a result, the Gameplay found on the GGG web site and included here almost in its entirety
(with some minor additional commentary) was a five-page potpourri covering most aspects of the
adventure including Mission Statement, overall strategy and things we might do, or consider, along the
way. All of this in the somewhat meandering, but engaging, writing style typical of Chris Shepard.
He begins with a brief summary of the challenge before them:
The six guys will dip their balls and clubs in the eastern sea then tee off from the eastern shore
of Scotland (Skinflats Lat 65.045393, Long -3.727986) on June 21 at 5:23 AM Greenwich
Mean Time (precisely at the Summer Solstice). After ~10,000 or so strokes between them, 5 days
later they will arrive on the western shore, Sunday June 25 (Ardmore Lat 55.967689, Long
-4.702087). We’ll hit the same ball we first hit 5 days earlier into the western sea, dip our clubs
again, have a smoke and scotch and find our way to a road.
The use of Greenwich Mean Time rather than the correct British Summer Time here could have been a
major faux pas and needed to be revised at some point before mid-summer. Fortunately, all six men would
almost certainly heed the time shown on their watch or mobile phone and would be at the – again slightly
inaccurate – starting point as the sun reached its highest point in the northern sky. Now was not the time to
get hung up on technical details, except perhaps when it came to the equipment to be used.
We each have a single adjustable club (collapses to 14”, extends to 42”, adjusts from a putter
head loft to a 3 iron) and we share a collapsible driver. These are truly quality clubs. See
Divnick Golf.
We have golf balls with chips in them and 3 trackers (radargolf). We’re supposed to be able to
find a ball with a radar device when we are within 30 yards of it…. Which experience proves is
more like 12 feet – which is probably why we found these $550 devices on Ebay for $30 each
and the company is now out of business.
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Other gear includes: wrist and finger counters that will track swings, balls lost and pints drunk,
we’re considering loading up a pull cart (and abandoning it if it becomes too burdensome),
everyone will have a backpack with their own stuff and stuff. We’ll be passing out items to each
person (such as a first aid kit, ball retriever, golf ball stampers, speaker, telescope, drone, GoPro,
a hiking GPS, etc).
We have put our logos on shirts, hats, a rain suit, balls, poker chips, pull-overs, etc. Also, the
day’s captain (the Gouffer in charge of plotting and researching a given day’s leg) will be
wearing a very nice “sport utility” kilt.
Immediately obvious from this list is the technology involved in putting together a cross-country golf
outing as well as the redundancy built into each golfer’s measuring devices, including having what appears
to be an old-fashioned “clicker” such as used to count crowds entering a venue. Chip’s mother-in-law
would be especially pleased at this use of the tried and true – she is a strong advocate, and even stronger
user, of “pencil and paper” over anything digital. Here, of course, the "pencil and paper" were in addition
to (back up for?) more sophisticated electronic tools but she would be pleased that they were included in
the register.
The use of collapsible clubs appears particularly ingenious and it is difficult to imagine that its inventors in
1992 had this type of use in mind. In fact, their advertising reads: “You can play the whole game with just
one club, without lugging a bag around with you. And it is great for travel, cyclists, those with small cars,
retirees, or anyone wanting to walk the course but not drag a bag around with them. Thousands of golfers
around the world enjoy the freedom of playing with our single club...and they save a lot of money when
traveling because they don't have to pay for an additional checked bag”. Or, you can easily carry it with
you as you cross the fields and climb the fences of Southern Scotland! This latter accolade was not yet part
of their sales pitch but surely would be when this new dimension in golfing takes off. Would an
endorsement fee be too much to ask?
The radar golf balls already sound a little sub-par, although the drone could prove to be very useful in
search and rescue operations. Similarly, the telescope – although that seems a little low tech amongst all
the other kit. The need for a speaker is not immediately obvious unless to annoy natives or ward off overly
aggressive cows. Perhaps it has some genuine golf application but has not appeared to date in any research
nor any rule book published over the past two hundred and forty years. It seems more likely to have been
the product of one of Chris’s late night/all night planning sessions and fits in the “nice to have” and “we’ll
surely find a use for it sometime” box.
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What clearly does have “Chris Shepard” written all over it is the list of ancillary equipment and clothing
bearing the recently contrived and designed GGG logo. It blends a penchant for marketing and
salesmanship with a desire for team identification (and, therefore, team building) and has just a soupçon
of “In your face”. It also clearly identifies the daily captain with garb appropriate to the locale and since it
would be shared by six fifty-ish men of various heights and girths, a suitable amount of the risqué and
humor. It checked all the boxes.
While the idea for decorating all their gear with an identifiable
emblem, the design of the logo itself was the work of a neighbor.
Andy researched the background of the Gargannuck, the importance
of the number 3 and the significance of the thistle in Scottish
heraldry and came up with the “coat of arms” to be proudly worn by
each team member and, by way of flyers and tokens, strewn across
the width of the Scottish lowlands. Andy’s skills in design and
marketing not only provided this symbol of the journey but he also
arranged for the merchandise (at wholesale prices) and made a
significant donation to the charity ultimately selected for the
endeavor. Although he stayed home and missed the “fun” of the trip,
Andy’s contribution was a major asset to its ultimate success.
We are playing with 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 two-man teams or play our own ball from time to time. But we’ll always be tracking the
two balls. Our best guess: 3500 to 4500 strokes per ball in play.
Before getting into specifics on other rules governing play, Chris chose to enumerate other facets of the
journey totally unrelated to regulations but of generic interest to any reader, captured as he thought of
them.
Roughly 50 miles over 5 days, countless ruins along the way, a few hills, a couple swamps, we
cross surprisingly many golf courses (we’ll snarf around to reload golf balls as we do), many
fields, a handful of towns, along an ancient Roman military road, and more. We researched 4
other magnificent routes but all these ranged from 65 to 135 miles across more challenging
terrain and we decided not to risk setting ourselves up for failure. We also considered camping
versus B&B; but chose against it for the same reason.
A nice, succinct description of the road ahead.
We hope to meet dozens of people along the way, hear many stories, tell many more
A sincere hope expected by a friendly and socially confident person acting as an ambassador for his
country on foreign soil. Finally, in this segment of the rule book, another elucidation of the route with
town names and other markers for those who might want to follow along:
Day 1: Play alongside a castle and a Folly. Arrive in Stirling.
Day 2: Play through Gargunnock and arrive in Kippen.
Day 3: Play through forests and estates to Balfron/Balfron Station.
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Day 4: Dodge lochs and cars, through Drymen to Balloch.
Day 5: Play through abandoned abbeys and farmlands to the end of Ardmore Peninsula; then go
play an actual golf course nearby (Cardross).
But then, back to the rules, specifically those that pertain to this five-day course:
We’ve created rules governing play and behavior. (Again, the desire to behave as good ambassadors
is emphasized). We have many of the most important rules printed on T-shirts.
This, too, could be seen as an overt expression of diplomacy – or merely a tool for those with poor
memories. Either way, not having to carry the Rule Book would presumably help with the weight of each
golfer’s backpack. But, back to the list:
When coming within 100 yards of a pub, stopping for a pint is a requirement.
When a shot could cause harm or danger and chipping around the obstacle is not feasible, players
can choose to throw the ball, pace off 10 steps and drop the ball, drop a foam ball instead, or a
combination of these but with a penalty. We call this a “kilt-up”.
Balls can be moved or fluffed up to 12” in any direction (we call this maneuver a “cock-up”). We
have other ideas we may try, like scrambles, games where we make rules (like quarters), points for
hitting into certain circumstances….. this concept has never been tried since probably the time of
gouff’s creation, so we’ll be tweaking as necessary. Also, once per day a Mulligan Extreme! can
be taken, and once per trip, each person is allowed to make a course correction (maybe to hit
something weird in the distance, because they are thirsty for a pint, whatever).
Balls must be marked with our logo and custom poker chips decals will be lost or left on the field
of play for future lucky indigenous peoples to find and report where they found them on this web
site. (www.gargunnocks.com). See FOUND A RELIC tab.
While Scotland allows anyone to cross anyone else’s property, we’re going to be as respectful as
possible. We’ll be carrying cuts of turf mats to be placed down when needed (in vegetable gardens
for example).

That’s a lot to digest and this tabulation certainly represents some significant additions to any previously
published set of rules. It is obvious that a good deal of thought has been given to the extraordinary
(unique?) conditions under which this new game will be played. It would be beyond the capability of any
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non-golfer to imagine the need for throwing a ball (as in the kilt-up), let alone “fluffing” it up to 12” as
part of its sister rule. A fluff(y) lie is a recognized ball position and scramble tournaments have long been
popular but “games where we make rules” and “points for hitting into certain circumstances” are terms
that must have been created especially for the GGG.
The assumption that anyone can go anywhere in Scotland is perhaps not as all-inclusive as would be
suggested here, but avoiding damage to a vegetable patch by playing from a turf mat (rather than simply
hacking away at the tomato plant or treading down a cucumber vine) shows a good deal of thoughtfulness
and is to be commended. The concept of a player being allowed to make a course correction is quite
unusual as well as commendable, particularly to allow the team’s thirst to be quenched. In fact, keeping
hydrated is built right into the rules by compelling a drink when playing within 100 yards of a pub. It has
been suggested that it is impossible to be more than 100 yards from a pub in Scotland and, while this is
probably no longer the case, collapsing from thirst would be far less likely than collapsing from the effects
of quenching the same.
Our website will allow people to follow us live-time. We’ll be streaming, we’ll have tracking devices
on, we’ll be updating the site with stats and log entries each day, and more.
This last statement, rather than rule, gives another indication of the technology involved in this 21st
century cross-country version of the game. Live streaming, together with real-time play statistics available
on any device, presumably could become as much a part of golf in the future as the first NBC television
broadcast in 1959 or even the introduction of the subscription Golf Channel in 1995. And, as suggested
here, even the rules of golf themselves might be changed as the terrain became different – or simply on a
whim; all instantaneously and as the world watched. This really had potential; probably even beyond the
breakthroughs conceived here!
The website is also how donations are taken, golf balls and other relics are tracked, facilitates how
word gets out, etc.
This perhaps awkwardly constructed sentence, included almost as an afterthought, contains the first
mention of what was in fact a major aspect of this whole adventure. So much so, that it deserves to be
expanded and explained in far more detail and somewhat set apart from the more technical features and
regulations of the golfing experience.
But first, the Rules of Play (covering almost two full pages) are listed below in their entirety exactly as
they appeared on the web site. There may be a little redundancy, or even some slight discrepancies, based
on what has already been discussed, but they are deserving of a final reading.
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FINALLY, THE OFFICIAL QUASI-ROYAL AND NOT-SOANCIENT GENTLEMEN GOUFFERS OF GARGUNNOCK
RULES OF PLAY:
GENERAL:
1.0. When any competitor passes within 100 yards of a pub and a ball in play, the entire
group must stop for a pint.
1.1. When entering an establishment, your ball must be marked and then precisely
replaced once they have resumed play.
-future usePLAY AND MERCIFUL EXCEPTIONS:
2.0. Foam Up (known in Scotland as a 'Kilt-Up'): If a competitor deems a shot unsafe or
ill-advised but wants to avoid a penalty, the player may choose to play their Foam Ball
until the danger is abated.
2.1. A one (1) stroke penalty applies in the following circumstances:
* A ball has been lost (the dropped ball will be placed in the vicinity the ball was last
seen or where it last crossed an inaccessible area).
* It has been deemed unsafe, unwise, rude (garden or crop damage) or idiotic to hit
from where the ball lies; the ball may then be "Distanced":
* Thrown to where the competitor hopes to be able to play it.
* The competitor can take up to 10 paces and then safely drop the ball (1 stroke for
every 10 paces)
2.1.a. Jail (Gaol) Break: A two (2) stroke penalty applies when the competitor takes up to
10 paces and then throw the ball to where the competitor hopes to be able to play it (2
strokes), or vice versa.
2.1.b The competitor may, for any reason and without penalty, roll the ball up to 12" in
any direction (to 'Cock It').
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2.2 If the competitor deems a ball virtually incapable of being advanced, the competitor
may - without penalty, do either, but not both (see 2.1.a. above) of the following:
* Fluff or tee the ball up.
* Drop the ball 2 paces in any direction.
2.2.a. Do the same if the competitor deems a shot to be unsafe or highly ill-advised.
2.3. <certain formats> If a player falls behind by more than 5 minutes, that player can
choose to take a five (5) stroke penalty, pick up their ball, and Run (non-stop) to the group
and drop their ball.
2.4. -future use3.0. Mulligan Extreme (later to be named after the player judged to have the most misses/
duffs during the trip): Once per day, each competitor is allowed to count as 1 shot all the
shots they have taken in a given temper-tantrum swing-fest. Said ME has the following
stipulations:
* The total distance of any given shot can not have gone more than approximately 30
yards.
* The aggregate swing time, from first to last, can be no more than 60 seconds.
4.0.-future useSee Also:
===> Royal & Ancient Rules Governing Golf; USGA Rules of Golf
=>Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock Rulings of 2017.
=>https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rules_of_golf
===> Scotland Land Act 1650; Scotland Trespass Act of 1865; Land Reform Act of 2003
=>Applicable only to lodging, occupation & encampment.
=> Codifies into Scots law the right to universal access to land.
=>http://www.secretscotland.org.uk/index.php/Secrets/TrespassScottish
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Is it Shepard or Shepherd?
“It’s all about the children”
With Rules established, a Day-by-Day plan organized and a place to rest each night booked, the trip was as
well thought-out as it could be and, it seemed, the only thing left was to execute. All the work to this point
had proved that an adventure as unique and difficult as this doesn’t just happen, and the six Gentlemen
could be proud of what had already been accomplished. A long-standing dream would be realized, the
team of golfers would certainly have fun and they would each experience a vacation to remember. A new
record would be written into the annals of golf.
But was there something missing? Was it all a little self-centered? Shouldn’t there be a benefit beyond
their own gratification, and something more than the satisfaction of a job well done? Shouldn’t there be a
cause?
Chris had in fact been harboring such a thought for some time; what can we do to make our journey of a
lifetime something that might help change someone else’s life? Is there a local charity that might benefit if
we used our week of fun and adventure to raise awareness and even some money? Surely, there must be a
need that we could support……..
It was then that one (or maybe all three) of the Princes of Serendip (Or “Peregrinaggio di tre giovani
figliuoli del re di Serendippo” in the original Italian) stepped in. At one of the all-too infrequent (his
words) dinners with his in-laws, he was regaling Bob, Molly and Liz with a colorful account of the
upcoming golfing trip and how he and his five mates were headed for the Guinness Book of Records.
“But”, he said, “I feel that we ought to be doing more. I think we should try to raise money for a worthy
charity, in addition to having a good time and becoming famous”.
“How about the Shepherd’s Crook” said Molly, "I’m sure they would be happy to have you further their
cause and certain that they could use any money that you brought their way”. Chip just had to know more:
“What is/are the Shepherd’s Crook, what do they do, where are they located – and how do you know about
them?”

As with many relationships that the Hillerys have, their friendship with Scott and Kathy began in a local
eating establishment, in this case a Starbucks which they frequented on an almost daily basis. On their
Friday afternoon visits, they noticed a younger couple sitting across from each other, both tapping the
keys on laptop computers. The couple occasionally spoke to each other, sometimes turned their computer
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so the other could take a look at the screen, but otherwise seemed to be working independently.
Were they two members of a team from a local industrial concern working on a new design concept or a
winning marketing strategy? Did they own a small business in the neighborhood and so were reviewing
inventory, working on payroll or the rollout of a new product? Or could they be two students from the
nearby college working on that term project together? Whatever they were doing, why was it only on
Friday afternoons and why was it always in Starbucks? Starbucks has good coffee and the stores are
generally inviting and comfortable but surely this was work better done in the business (or school)
environment with its more immediate access to necessary data and other people and resources.
Several weeks went by with the same scenario playing out: two customers (one Americano, one
Cappuccino, both Grande), two laptops, two hours (or more) in Starbucks – and two very curious people at
a nearby table. Finally, the cat was spared and curiosity satiated when Bob approached the working duo
and asked, as politely as possible, what it was that brought them and their laptops to this particular
Starbucks every Friday afternoon. Apparently not overly offended by this intrusion of their privacy, Kathy
was first to answer: “We are writing a book – and this is the only time we can leave our fourteen children
for a few hours and get some uninterrupted writing time.”
Wow! Authors! Fourteen kids! How does one respond
to that? “Oh, interesting. Sorry for the interruption.
Have a nice day” and leave the café? Wait a minute –
they have fourteen children and are preparing to
publish a story about……. what? How could they find
time to write about anything? How could they find
time to do anything but look after their family? How
can they have a life other than feeding mouths, changing diapers, washing clothes, grocery shopping and
reading bedtime stories? The answer to all these – and many more questions that swirled in the minds of
Bob and Molly – was “It’s all about the kids”. The book, their story, their life was all about the children.
It took a further twenty minutes for the two curious observers to leave Starbucks that Friday afternoon,
and another series of visits and conversations to take in the amazing story that Kathy and Scott had to tell
and were preparing to present to the world in book form. Unfortunately, Bob wasn’t as overtly impressed
as he should have been and rather clumsily blurted that he, too, had just
finished writing a book and, in fact, it was now in print. The fact that his
was merely the reporting of a fourteen day bike ride across Britain and
that he was talking to a couple who were devoting their life to fourteen
kids (and counting) didn’t dissuade Scott and Kathy from expressing
interest. So, what should have been a dissertation on what it was like to
raise a very large family (and one with very special needs) became a
conversation on the trials and tribulations of writing and publishing a
book. Scott and Kathy were not only interesting but interested – and a
friendship was born.
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Over the ensuing weeks and months, the commitment and dedication of Scott and Kathy to their children
became more and more apparent. What also emerged was that this same commitment was being equally
applied to dozens (hundreds?) of other children around the world. Yes, their work extended far beyond
West Chester, Ohio and the United States and was aimed at a far larger family than the one living in their
home at this time. It was truly an international effort to bring a new life (read, simply, life) to children of
need and a family to many who would otherwise follow a “normal” but unfulfilled journey. The story had
nothing to do with golf, Scotland or the enlightened/misguided vision of six “mature” men but is certainly
worth covering here; not only for its own message of hope and inspiration, but also because the GGG
would soon adopt the cause in a modest but meaningful way.
Scott had served a three-year term in the US Navy, graduated from the University of Alabama, married
Kathy (right after her high school graduation) and followed a successful career with engineering
companies in the East and South of the country. The couple had four children, two of whom had
significant physical disabilities and special needs but in all other respects, the family was just like dozens
of others in the neighborhood and repeated a thousand times over across the state and country.
Early in their marriage, a tragic accident in which Kathy’s brother (and Scott’s best friend) was killed
tested their Christian values and their faith but that period of “spiritual rebellion” also convinced them to
start their family, and they welcomed their first little girl into this world. Two years later, another little girl
was born, and it was through Erin, and her serious liver damage, that the family was introduced to the
“special needs” of children and what would become “a sojourn into the world of doctors, medicines,
clinicians, and experts.” Two more children, both boys, were born over the next few years and, as with the
two girls, one of the boys would have special needs, this time for a missing limb. Four children, two girls,
two boys, two developing as children should, two in need of special care. And, by the way, Scott and
Kathy were beginning to home school their children and, as a result of a job change, after eighteen years
of marriage were making another move – to Cincinnati.
It was just prior to this move that Kathy heard a radio interview with a couple who had given up their
careers (he had been a professional baseball player) to devote themselves to the adoption of children;
specifically, children with special needs. This broadcast prompted her to believe that a similar commitment
might be their way of serving God in a more meaningful manner and provide an opportunity to take a
child out of poverty and despair and place him or her in the nurturing environment of a Believing Family.
As she said, this would definitely be a direction out of their comfort zone – but by now the profound, deeprooted faith of both Scott and Kathy would be their guide in this new world.
Thus began a series of adoptions from South America, Eastern Europe and China that brought more
additions to the Rosenow family over the next ten years. The difficulties encountered throughout the
process (political, physical and emotional) were almost insurmountable at times and the joy and heartbreak
of each adoption would provide a roller coaster ride that is impossible to imagine but which is detailed in
every page of their book.
Kathy and Scott founded the Shepherd’s Crook Orphan Ministry to provide a forum to help other families
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bring life to special needs children from many different parts of the world. Eventually this led to Scott
leaving his engineering job to become full-time director of the organization and, by the time they were
spending Friday afternoons in Starbucks, 150 children and almost 100 homes had been partnered.
So, the book in preparation was an autobiography, a story of bringing hope to hundreds of children who
otherwise would never have experienced life outside an orphanage, and a story of two people who had left
the mainstream to dedicate their lives to that endeavor. But most of all, this was a book about Faith; a
dedication to a cause that they believed was possible only with the help of an ever-loving God in whom
they had absolute trust. They would, of course, seek (and find) help from many other sources but that, too,
had its source in the same supreme being who would see that their needs were met in order that they could
concentrate on the needs of others. It was not an easy task and there were times when it seemed impossible
and way beyond their capabilities; there were times when lack of finances would almost shut them down;
others when the sheer burden of their chosen path would crush them and almost force them to quit. Almost.
When the pressure would bring them to the brink – and would have pushed lesser mortals over – their God
would show them the way and lead others to support the mission with money, physical resources
desperately needed, with prayer or a kind word. Even in times of sickness – illnesses that any “normal”
family would find debilitating and insufferable – Scott and Kathy battled on, overcame their own
discomfort and found the strength and courage to support their own family and those that had been helped
via the organization. They would be quick to point out that they had a lot of help – from their own
children, many volunteers, monetary contributions and the love of friends – but it is abundantly clear from
the finished story (‘Swaying in the Treetops’) that they found their biggest source of help in the God that
had called them to this task in the first place.

Over the next several years, Bob and Molly met with Scott and Kathy on a number of occasions, not only
at their Friday afternoon venue, but at other local eateries. And, at one extremely memorable gathering
early in their friendship, the Hillerys were privileged to visit the entire family in their crowded but loving
home. Here they saw firsthand just how awesome were the disabilities that the children endured, how
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special were their needs and how miracles were playing out all day, every day. The house has since been
enlarged to accommodate the still-increasing needs, the children have experienced innumerable surgeries,
doctor visits, successes and failures, but there can be no home more loving and caring than the one Bob
and Molly saw in West Chester.
Fast forward to that dinner encounter just a few months before the epic golfing trip and Chip was sold on
the idea of supporting The Shepherd’s Crook. He had been thinking that anything they did should be local
in nature and involve children. In early spring of 2017, I was regaling an audience of two (Bob and Molly;
there were 3 at dinner but Liz was not regaled) about my forthcoming world’s first. I mentioned in passing
that I was hunting for a cause in which to raise money. That’s when they pulled out a brochure for The
Shepherd’s Crook, an organization they had been supporting for quite a while. Unbeknownst to them, I
had very specific criteria for the charity: 1 – it had to be local, 2 – it had to be for children, and 3 – well,
this one wasn’t a criterion but it was something I had been jokingly saying – Something like orphans so
when we get into a confrontation with the locals or the police, we can whip out a flyer that said “We’re
doing this for ORPHANS!”. Well Shepherd’s Crook had all three (a West Chester based organization
placing handicapped children from around the world into loving homes in the US) and had a perfect name
as a kicker (spelled wrong but that’s ok). Shortly afterwards we met them and before long we had
arranged for any number of ways to raise money.
Chris Shepard wanted to support The Shepherd’s Crook Orphan Ministry and, although the brochure
“pulled out” at that dinner may have been a figment of his imagination, he immediately saw the benefit to
having a flyer that would promote their cause and – as he indicated – might prove useful in the event of
any altercation with Scottish landowners or officers of the law. He also immediately saw another
assignment for one of his team and persuaded Lance to prepare this all-important piece of paper that could
be widely distributed and “left” strategically before, during and after their trek.
Chris also saw the value of including a little more about the charity and ways that donations would be
accepted. So, tagged on to the Gameplay tab of www.Gargunnocks.com is this final section which
includes their new-found affiliation.
Our website will allow people to follow us live-time. We’ll be streaming, we’ll have tracking devices on,
we’ll be updating the site with stats and log entries each day, and more. The website is also how
donations are taken, golf balls and other relics are tracked, facilitates how word gets out, etc.
The charity is The Shepherd’s Crook Orphan Ministry.
Their primary mission is to find permanent loving families for orphans with special needs. This
organization unites remarkable families with special children and will often help them financially
before and after the process if necessary.
www.TSCOrphans.org. Amazing people. The founders have four of their own children (2 with
disabilities) and have adopted another 13 themselves.
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Donations are made via several options: Option 1: Simple donation. Option 2: Donate $X cents per
stroke. Option 3: Split the pot – guess how many golf balls the whole group will lose plus how many
pints the group will drink (basically guess how many jellybeans are in the jar). Option 4: Upon
registering your preference with each, Amazon, Kroger, Target, and other entities will give ~.5% of your
purchases to The Shepherd's Crook.
THE GARGUNNOCK: Mythos has been built around it. It hates things in 3s – avoid at all cost.
Thistle – it’s like garlic to vampires for them; if we see it, we must brush against it (and best carry
around some with us). I’d say more, but the Gargunnock mustn’t be discussed (it's probably on our
website every hour).
.Exactly how the last paragraph on the mystique surrounding the Gargunnock itself was to help this fundraising activity is not clear except that the words were those of one who for almost twenty years had been
“living with” this creature and had built it and all its powers to a level of paranoia. Nevertheless, now the
final piece was in place for the journey to begin. The team had been selected (volunteered, coerced, “why
not?”), the daily routes had been planned in sufficient detail, the paraphernalia (clubs, balls, tracking
devices, clothing) had been purchased and evaluated and they now had a worthy cause to make a worthy
cause worthwhile. In addition, The Shepherd’s Crook had also presented them with a stuffed lamb toy, who
had been given the name of Kippen. Kippen would join them for every step of the way across Scotland.
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Getting There
“You evah think they are playing a practical joke on ya?”
How difficult can it be to assemble six mature men in one place to start what would arguably be the
adventure of their lifetime? Admittedly, the assembly point was almost 4000 miles from their homes in a
foreign land, requiring two, or even, three flights and demanding that they remember not only tickets,
passports and other documents for the trip but all the appropriate clothing and ancillary equipment for five
days of golfing. The weather would be unpredictable, so a range of outerwear must be packed, together
with toiletries and other tackle to make themselves presentable as ambassadors abroad.
The answer to the difficulty question – quite!
Chris, as Chris will do, had ordered sweatshirts, tee shirts and hats with the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock logo emblazoned on every piece. Despite having handed out much of this stuff to his team
mates before leaving the States, Chris still had one entire suitcase dedicated to GGG – clothing, golf balls,
tees, tokens, scorecards, clubs – in addition to the other luggage necessary for a three-week trip.

He, Liz and their youngest, Cameron, were planning to spend about a week touring in the southwest of
England and then travel north to Yorkshire for a few days with Liz’ parents and a reunion with as many
family members from the area as could make it. Liz and Cameron would stay in Ilkley for another three or
four days when Chris headed to Scotland to meet the rest of his group and begin their cross-country golf.
So, there were significant family preparations to deal with, not just the golfing stuff, and those last few
days in Ohio before the flight to Manchester must have been tense for all – especially Elizabeth
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They made the flight and, on arrival in Manchester, immediately drove south for their family vacation.
They spent time in the Cotswolds, the Southwest and in London before heading north again to Yorkshire.

It was while they were in London that Chris had another wild idea that he thought would make the golfing
trip – or at least, its start – even more memorable. He planned a truly Scottish flavor to that early morning
in June, now just a week away. A few minutes of web browsing and one quick phone call to Cupar was all
that was needed to confirm the appointment. The team would be thrilled!
During the stay in Ilkley, Liz’s parents had arranged a family reunion of sorts to bring many of the UK
clan to meet their cousin/niece/aunt and part of her family from America. The apartment was made ready
with a multi-item buffet spread, hot and cold beverages and as many chairs as could be accommodated in
the large living room. Guests had been told that it was to be an open-house format and they could arrive
any time from about 2pm – and stay as long as the food and drink lasted. It was an unusually hot day for
June in the north of England and, despite all windows being opened to catch any breeze (air-conditioning
being rare in residential buildings), it was stifling in the third floor flat as the hosts made their last-minute
preparations.
Chris had slept a little later than the rest but, on awakening, had decided that another night without some
relief from the heat was beyond his tolerance limits and had set off to town in search of a fan. He had
succeeded in making a purchase, but the package came with the warning that all parents have seen – and
dreaded – on Christmas Eve: “Some assembly required”. With little over an hour before the first guest
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would arrive, therefore, Chris was gathering component pieces, tools and assembly manual – in the
reception lobby immediately behind the only entrance door to the flat. Molly smiled charmingly, Bob
sweated more profusely, Elizabeth merely rolled her eyes (been there, done that – many times) and
Cameron “helped”. Thankfully, the task wasn’t as onerous as it could have been and soon there was the
high-pitched sound of a whirring fan, a strong, but strangely ineffective, breeze in the second bedroom and a smirking, highly satisfied Chip.
So, with a few minutes left before he would be required to change, become a guest of honor and make
small talk with his in-laws, what better time for one last review of all his golfing paraphernalia and a final
count against his check-list? The carpet of that same six by eight feet lobby was soon completely littered
with bags and boxes filled with tees, balls (several hundred), poker chips (or tokens if preferred), folding
golf clubs, shoes, sweatshirts, tee shirts and wooly caps. Any space between these myriad containers was
filled with loose items of the same type, all bearing the now-familiar Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock
logo. The lobby was a sea of black, red, orange, green and gold.
Reminders that a party was about to start and that his gear filled the main thoroughfare seemed to fall on
deaf ears. Pleas, threats and even gentle nudging of boxes towards another room elicited no response from
Chris other than “Just one more minute” as a token or two were begrudgingly returned to their bag and
another mark made on the inventory sheet.
While “One minute” is a definite and precise period of time, its use in this context is intended to be
anything except something on which action could be guaranteed. Its use in commerce, and particularly in
relation to hold time during calls to “Help Centers” is almost certainly a guarantee that absolutely nothing
will happen inside a minute. Together with its sister periods – seconds and the somewhat less scientific
“moments” – the much-maligned minute will usually result in nothing except an increase in temperature
and anger of the one on hold. While few appreciate this too frequent use of such phrases as “I’ll be back
with you in a minute”, and the even more annoying accompanying elevator music, Chris is one of the
more intolerant of this abuse of the language. In fact, he and his father-in-law could probably battle this
out for the Number One position on the Richter Scale of Raised Voices (and blood pressure) in their
response to such (expletive deleted) Stupidity. They have often tried to better each other with stories in
which the use of “A minute, a few moments, just a couple of ticks” have been tendered, usually in a barely
recognizable form of English by someone several thousand miles away.
It’s perhaps a little odd, therefore, that one so obviously upset at being kept on hold would have no
compunction about using “Just a minute” when he needs a little extra time in the face of another’s
deadline. Or is it? The Help Center employee presumably genuinely wanted to fix his customer’s problem
and knew that time, together perhaps with assistance from a colleague (who might also require a moment
or two) would be necessary. His/her priority was alleviating a problem rather than the time it would take.
Similarly, Chris’s priority sitting cross-legged on the hall floor was not with the guests assembling, but
rather with making sure that the adventure taking place over the next few days would be a success – or at
the very least would not fail as the direct result of an omission or lack of attention on his part. Yes, that
must be it……….. Planning and Execution yet again!
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As with all seeming impossibilities, particularly those surrounding a certain Christopher Shepard, this
endless task of counting, checking, re-counting and record taking did come to an end, the hall was cleared,
and he was now able to mix with the friends and family. Ever resourceful, he not only casually mentioned
his upcoming golf outing but took the time to do a little soliciting on behalf of the selected charity. The
identity of donors and individual contributions is, of course, not a matter of public record so it will never
be known how well his sales prowess resonated with a group of Yorkshire men and women whose careful
spending habits are almost as legendary as those of the Scots.
What is of record on the other hand is his meeting with a local priest whose interest in the upcoming event
went beyond the actual golfing to the advertising and fund-raising tools. Chris and the family had attended
mass at the St Margaret’s Church of England in Ilkley, where Molly and Bob were “regulars” during their
stays in the town. Chris would not confess as to whether he was seeking some Divine help for his trek
across Scotland or merely acquiescing to the Sunday morning protocol of his in-laws but, on leaving the
church and being greeted by the Vicar, a GGG token was produced. To the surprise of everyone unfamiliar
with the path Father Philip had followed to the priesthood, the token was instantly recognized as taking the
form of a poker chip.

“I haven’t used one of these in ages” cried the vicar in his thick but partially refined Yorkshire accent,
“Not since my gambling days!” Wow, a gambling vicar – and one not afraid to announce it, albeit with the
hint that it was habit overcome and part of the past. It was only recently, in fact, that Molly and Bob had
learned of Philip’s career before being called, and his subsequent ordination. His gambling days (primarily
setting odds rather than placing his own bets, therefore perhaps not addicted to the habit himself) had been
followed by a period working in financial institutions – hence his locally known life as Bookie, Banker
and (now) Bible Basher.
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With family commitments completed and perhaps with a
priestly blessing in hand, Chris was ready for the adventure to
begin. He and Cameron had one final trial with the collapsible
club, hitting balls from the top of Yorkshire’s famous
landmark, Ilkley Moor, but he was now spending much of his
time following the progress of his colleagues as they made
their way to Scotland. With each having an overnight flight between the US and somewhere in Europe,
Monday had been the final “take-off” day to assure arrival in Edinburgh sometime during the day before
teeing off. Not all went smoothly, however, and delays were being experienced by some; so significant, in
fact, that a June 21 start might be in jeopardy. Chris was anxiously checking his phone for any and all
progress updates and beginning to show a little concern as he himself left for Scotland on Tuesday
morning.
Meanwhile, in the United States and in the friendly skies over the Atlantic, five men from Georgia and
Ohio were leaving their homes. The smarter ones had planned to arrive in Edinburgh two full days before
the summer solstice, whereas others would arrive with less than 24 hours before the first ball would be
dipped in the North Sea. The Scottish American, Fraser, was perhaps cleverest and flew to arrive back in
his native land on the Sunday morning, giving him three days to get over jet lag and adjust to British
Summer Time. Of course, it could have been that he got a much better deal on the airfare traveling over
Saturday night. Either way, it epitomized the canny Scot trait which he felt would also stand him in good
stead when it came to the actual golfing. With Chris already on British soil, one third of the team were in
place well ahead of schedule.
Lance, who lived in Atlanta and knew only Skip and Chris, decided he too would play it safe and planned
to arrive early Monday morning. This would give him a couple of days to acclimatize and allow him to get
to know any of the group already in Scotland. As a latecomer (the last to sign up), Lance had meticulously
tried to follow the various lists and assignments he had received from Chris and, in the six weeks that he
had had to prepare, his excitement grew day by day. He had bought hiking boots, a backpack and a variety
of other outdoor equipment that a city boy ordinarily didn’t accumulate in his wardrobe. He felt that his
plans for Day Six would please both his old and new friends and the research on an unknown Scotland
had been fun. I was eager to come up with something that wouldn’t be deemed as lame by my fellow
Gargunnocks.
Now he was eager to get started and, after all his planning, he could now relax and anticipate a troublefree Transatlantic trip. Travel – Basically it was a mess. Tracy dropped me off at ATL and my flight to New
York was delayed about an hour due to weather in NYC. With a two-hour connection I wasn’t terribly
worried. We got 19 miles from the airport in New York and the airplane turned around. The map on the
screen showed we were headed toward Norfolk VA where we circled a few times. Best case I was going to
have a 20-minute connection. Well, we touched down about an hour and a half later BACK IN ATL!!
Another trip to the airport for Tracy and now it was going to be a race against time to make the Solstice
tee off in Scotland. Would the airline let me have my luggage?…no. It was going to meet me in Edinburgh
(or so I was told). So, I was rebooked for the next day.
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In attempt number two, the flight to NYC was again delayed but this time we did land in New York.
Unfortunately, it was too late to make the connection - by 20 minutes or so. The “service” lines were
ridiculously long, and I fully expected to be sleeping on the floor of JFK airport, not to mention the
likelihood of missing the tee-off. Amazingly, after an hour long wait in the line, the gate agent said she
could get me on a flight to Glasgow that had also been delayed and was going to leave in 15 minutes. I
had no idea where Glasgow was, but she said it was 30 minutes from Edinburgh and that my luggage
would be there.I had no choice but to trust this New Yorker and I got on the flight. Having told Chris
about these developments and delays, he sent me a text to say that he would pick me up on my arrival in
Glasgow.
Indeed, Chris was good to his word and was at Glasgow airport – but
only after visiting the “other” Glasgow airport at Prestwick, thirty
miles to the south! (Who knew that this city had two international
airports?) Lance’s bags, however, were doing even worse and, for
reasons no-one could fathom, were now winging their way back
across the Atlantic. Three days, several phone calls (the most assertive
ones made by Chris), new boots (Thanks to Fraser and Scott for
buying them for me), three hotels, and borrowed clothes later, my luggage arrived via some non-airline
employee who had no real interest in the term customer service.
Two more golfers were now (already well into the afternoon) in Scotland and together Chris and Lance
drove to the first night’s gathering place at the Powfoulis Manor 25 miles west of Edinburgh and only
minutes from the Firth of Forth. Fraser had been in country a couple of days and had on Monday
rendezvoused with Scott, who had had a much less traumatic crossing than most.
I flew out of Cleveland, Ohio on Sunday, June 18, arriving in Manchester, England early Monday morning
(the only Gentleman from Cleveland, the others from (or recently from) Cincinnati). My plan was to catch
the train to Edinburgh and catch up with Fraser, spending the day there prior to meeting up with the other
members of our group on Tuesday. The train ride took about three hours, and I stood most of the way --not
entirely sure if my ticket guaranteed me an actual seat. Despite not taking advantage of a seat, the threehour trip went by quickly, as the beauty of the green rolling landscape of northern England and Scotland,
coupled with my excitement for the adventures that lie ahead, kept any experience of time to a minimum.
I arrived at the Edinburgh train station
not entirely sure where I was to be
heading. I knew the general direction to
the hotel where Fraser and I were
staying and headed that way. Ultimately,
we met up near the University, checked
our bags into our room and headed out
for a day of exploring the Edinburgh
streets and pubs.
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All in all, a pretty simple routing executed flawlessly. Only two more yet to make it, Bill from Atlanta and
Skip from Cincinnati, both flying via New York City and traveling together from there to Edinburgh. And
both having their share of issues.
Skip’s flight from Cincinnati left as scheduled, despite most others leaving around the same time being
delayed or canceled, but as it approached La Guardia (not JFK) he could see why Bill (and Lance) might
experience some delays. I landed in the evening and it was absolutely pouring. Waited on the tarmac a
long time and then the western edge of the storm opened, and the blinding sun shined under the clouds.
Raining like hell and dark on one side of the plane, brilliantly sunny on the other. Was this a sign? (Skip,
too, was keenly aware of the Gargunnock legend and its propensity to offer signs of warning when its
territory was about to be encroached upon). Perhaps as a precautionary measure, on the flight to
Edinburgh, I began the plan proposed by Liz’ parents. Had a couple much-needed drinks first. Think I took
a mild sleep aid after a while, then slept, waking shortly before arrival.
Since I was on my own, I had a bit of trepidation – I was glad that Bill would be with me. But he wasn’t
and I’d never been alone outside the country…… But before I knew it, I was at the cab stand, staring at a
large sign that said “Welcome to Edinburgh”. I was in a cab to our castle destination very quickly – a 40minute drive.
It was while waiting for the cab that Skip explained in detail to a fellow traveler what exactly he was here
to do (hit golf balls across the country) and that he was wondering where the rest of the group was. To
which the local replied: “You evah think they are playing a practical joke on ya?”
It was late morning on Monday, and he was the first to arrive at the very grand
Manor, with its large grounds and a big front lawn on which one could hit some golf
balls. It was a lovely day so, having met the proprietor, he took a walk around the
grounds before visiting the bar for some lunch. By now he had heard of the delays
being experienced by the others so, once again acting on the advice of Liz’s parents,
he checked into his room and took a long nap.
Which just leaves Bill unaccounted for and he, arguably, had had the worst experience of all, not only on
the day(s) of actual travel but in the months of preparation before the trip. Since signing up, the following
six months were not easy. I worked on exercising my legs with many miles of walking wearing hiking boots.
Some weight training. It just never materialized for me to get in shape for this adventure. I was also
battling knee pain on the left leg. Even though the pain was constant, I refused to back out. I had something
to prove to myself and the memory of his great grandfather.
As the date to depart slowly approached, Bill also became aware of a less painful, but nevertheless,
awesome aspect of the trip - the magnitude of preparation required to pull this off. Shep was leaving days
ahead of the rest of us to explore some of England’s sites with his family. He had the local guys come over
to help with the supplies. His entire living room was covered with golf gear! It was an amazing sight; he
had really put the time in organizing the trip. It was all there: counters, balls, hats, shirts and, of course,
kilts. We departed with our gear and extra bags of balls to pack. We would need plenty of balls.
With as much preparation as would fit in the available time, all that was left was for Bill to get to Scotland
and test the training real time – which started with echoes of the tribulations of his colleagues: Day of
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travel or hell maybe?
My original flight plan was CMH to JFK to Glasgow. Pretty simple route landing
in the morning the day prior to our start. This would give me about 20 hours to
get adjusted to the time change and get a good night’s sleep. Lance and Skip
were also scheduled to be flying into JFK and all three of us were to be on the
same flight over to Glasgow.
I flew out of Columbus because of the price difference of $500 versus CVG. I had
arranged my friend Joel to take me to the airport and keep my car at his house
while I was gone. Sure enough, I received a notice on the way to the airport my
flight was canceled into JFK and I was being rerouted through DTW to AMS to
Glasgow. This ruined my easy one connection in JFK, adding a stop in AMS.
This addition with layover pushed me back to a 5PM arrival in Glasgow instead of 8am! I lost all my exit
row seats I had booked months prior to insure a little more comfort. On the leg from DTW to AMS I was
stationed next to a guy going to the Czech Republic. He, of course, slept well always - leaning against my
shoulder and snoring. Needless to say, I got zero sleep. I knew I was doomed going forward as jet leg is
not a friend of mine.
After landing in Amsterdam I was floating around due to jet lag and zero sleep. The airport was nice but
of course my gate was on the opposite side. I had 4 hours before the next flight and nowhere to lay down.
I did chat with a couple from the States who seemed well rested and excited for their Scotland adventure.
After a delay we finally took off to Glasgow or was it Edinburgh? At this point I was confused and totally
out of it. We landed in Glasgow even though I told Shep I was in Edinburgh. At least I made it, albeit 14
hours late.
I took a cab to the hotel and arrived around 7pm local Scotland time. Everyone was there and ready to hit
the little pub at the hotel. Shep instructed me to get a few hours of sleep first; so I did. I trust Sheppy!!
Around 9pm I joined the others; we had a few pints and I was in bed by midnight. This was a mistake as
getting up at 4am the next morning still jet lagged and with no sleep was pure hell.

All six were now settled in the Powfoulis Manor; some feeling better than others but all present and, with
one exception, fully kitted out for their first day of golf. Again, with one exception, all had had a chance to
get a good look at this Scottish stately home which was to be their sleeping quarters for this first night
together and all were suitably impressed.
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Skip, the first to arrive and well-rested, had labeled it a beautiful castle manor with large grounds and had
already found his way around when Chris and Lance arrived from Glasgow. Lance echoed Skip’s
observations: We pulled into Powfoulis Manor and my jaw dropped. This place was an unbelievably stately,
huge, and beautiful castle with a golf green in front. We met the keeper of the place and hit balls under blue
skies before having dinner and a few pints. I met the Gargunnocks that I didn’t know before and already felt
good about the decision despite the travel nightmare and not having my luggage. He was easily convinced
to join Skip for a little practice on the lawns.
Fraser and Scott were actually two of the last to arrive at Powfoulis, despite their arrival in the country two
days earlier. Scott described the venue: Powfoulis Manor Hotel is a family run traditional Scottish Period
Baronial Manor situated on 20 acres of woodlands and lawns. It was close to our designated tee-off point,
but little did I realize how close…. We had been hearing that weather and other travel delays affected the
rest of our group and whether we would all arrive on time and safely weighed upon my mind. Oh, the
excitement when we entered the manor and seeing the other gentlemen awaiting our arrival!
The night in Edinburgh had given them the best part of two days to explore Scotland’s capital. With Fraser
as local guide, the fraternity brothers had ample time to visit the principal tourist sites of the beautiful city.

Recognized as the capital of Scotland since at least the 15th century, Edinburgh is the seat of the Scottish
Government, the Scottish Parliament and the Supreme Courts of Scotland. The city's Palace of Holyrood
house is the official residence of the monarch in Scotland. The city has long been a center of education,
particularly in the fields of medicine, Scots law, literature, philosophy, the sciences and engineering. It is
the second largest financial center in the United Kingdom (after London) and the city's historical and
cultural attractions have made it the United Kingdom's second most popular tourist destination, attracting
1.75 million visits from overseas in 2016.
Edinburgh is Scotland's second most populous city and the
seventh most populous in the United Kingdom. The official
population estimates are 518,500 for the City of Edinburgh, and
1.4 million for the city region. The city is the annual venue of
the General Assembly of the Church of Scotland. It is home to
institutions such as the National Museum of Scotland, the
National Library of Scotland and the Scottish National Gallery.
Edinburgh is also famous for the Edinburgh International

St Giles Cathedral, Old Town
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Festival and the Fringe, the former being the world's largest annual international arts festival. Edinburgh's
Old Town and New Town together are listed as a UNESCO World Heritage site. “New” in this context is a
relative term and covers the building period between 1767 and 1850.
Any visit to Edinburgh must include a walk along Princes Street, one of the major thoroughfares and the
main shopping street in the capital. The street has virtually no buildings on the south side, allowing
panoramic views of the Old Town, Edinburgh Castle, and the valley between. The castle, of course, is
another must see and well worth the climb from the streets below. As one of the most important
strongholds in the Kingdom of Scotland, Edinburgh Castle was involved in many historical conflicts from
the Wars of Scottish Independence in the 14th century to the Jacobite rising of 1745. It claims to have been
"the most besieged place in Great Britain and one of the most attacked in the world".

On leaving the castle, a walk along the Royal Mile to Holyroodhouse is a common tourist route
connecting the ancient fortress with the monarch’s residence, which in turn sits across the street from the
ultra-modern parliament building. Interestingly, the Royal Mile measures 1.81 km and is approximately
one Scots mile long, longer than an English mile, but not a commonly used measurement since the
eighteenth century.
The region of the Old Town (really old – 12th century) through which the Royal Mile passes is riddled
with narrow closes (alleyways). These are often no more than a few feet wide and leading steeply
downhill on both the north and south sides of the main thoroughfare. The area contains underground vaults
and hidden passages that are relics of previous phases of construction – and dozens (hundreds?) of pubs.
In fact, it would appear that it was the latter that provided a major attraction for Fraser and Scott who
captured their visit with:
After a second day of Scottish ales and climbing
Arthur’s Seat, an extinct volcano that rises 822 feet
and offers panoramic views of the city and beyond, we
gathered our belongings, and grabbed an Uber to meet
the rest of the group at Powfoulis Manor near Falkirk.
Shep, too, had had a very busy day, having driven the 200 miles to two airports in Glasgow and then on to
Powfoulis Manor. How he had found time to make a side trip to the Falkirk Wheel is difficult to fathom
but he had indeed seen this modern structural wonder.
The Falkirk Wheel is a rotating boat lift, connecting the Forth and Clyde Canal with the Union Canal. It
reconnects the two canals for the first time since the 1930s and opened in 2002 as part of the Millennium
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Link project. The plan to regenerate central Scotland's canals and
reconnect Glasgow with Edinburgh was led by British Waterways with
support and funding from seven local authorities. Planners decided to
create a dramatic 21st-century landmark structure, instead of simply
recreating the historic lock flight.
The wheel raises boats by 79 feet, but the Union Canal is still 36 ft
higher than the aqueduct which meets the wheel. Boats must, therefore,
also pass through a pair of locks between the top of the wheel and the
Union Canal. The Falkirk Wheel is the only rotating boat lift of its kind
in the world, and one of two working boat lifts in the United Kingdom.
Since its opening in 2002, the Falkirk Wheel has been visited by over 4
million people and almost 1.5 million have taken the boat trip “up” the
structure. There is no record as to whether today’s visitor took time
from his busy pre-golfing schedule to ride the wheel but taking the
detour to see this unusual construction is impressive enough.
One would like to think that two days in Edinburgh for Scott and Fraser provided more than a view to
remember through the haze of a hangover, but the central theme of imbibing continued once they met up
with their friends. The six of us at last together, to enjoy an evening of renewed acquaintances, laughter
and drink before we embarked on our quest the next morning. After some initial drink and chatter, we
went outside to explore the immediate grounds, take some pictures, and hit a few golf balls. Afterwards, we
were treated to an incredible banquet fit for kings.

Powfoulis Manor
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In fact, as is the custom at Powfoulis, and in many similar establishments throughout the United Kingdom,
dinner was a three part – and three room – affair. In fine dining venues such as this, drinks are taken in a
lounge or bar, generally provided with comfortable chairs and sofas, and often showcasing the history of
the building and/or its residents down the ages. With aperitif in hand and a selection of canapes to tempt
the taste buds, diners enjoy each other’s company while perusing the menu and making selections for each
course.
Once the first course of the meal is ready, the group would be shown to their table in the dining room and
the banquet (as Scott elegantly described it) would begin. This might be a traditional series of soup, fish,
meat, cheese, dessert courses or perhaps a tasting (sometimes inaccurately but delightfully called the
gourmand) menu, which can cover eight to ten courses of small but exquisitely prepared and presented
dishes. Whichever arrangement is chosen, each dish is usually described as it is presented (sometimes with
a brief resume of the source – often proudly proclaimed as “local”) and a suitable wine pairing offered.
With their hunger suitably satisfied, guests would leave the table and retire to the bar or lounge (not
necessarily the one in which the evening started) for coffee, petit fours and after dinner drinks. All in all,
this format makes for a very special evening of dining (and drinking) in very civilized and elegant
surroundings.
The elegance of this first evening meal together was not lost on the six but – eager to get a little sleep after
a very long day and in preparation for tomorrow’s excitement - Resisting the urge to boast and binge all
night, we turned in. But even at this late hour and with the call to breakfast only a few hours away, Scott
observed that Shep was once again organizing (?) his things and it looked as though he would be up all
night preparing for the day ahead.
So, at some time after midnight, now in the early hours of June 21, six weary but excited golfers were in
various states of sleep, no doubt each dreaming of the five days that lay ahead and their impending entry
into the record books.
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An Early Tee Time
“The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying to adapt the
world to himself. Therefore, all progress depends on the unreasonable man”
As perhaps was suggested in the discussion on route planning, Shep was a little unsure of exactly where
the tee off point should be so, in addition to his very busy day of travel getting to Powfoulis, at some point
during the evening before the start he had done a reconnoiter. I took a solo trek down the street, through
some yards and into the marsh and found the perfect place to tee off.

Time for some golf. All smiles at this point!
It was less than a half-mile walk from the hotel to the designated starting point on the Firth of Forth,
known locally as the Skinflats. A quick glance at a map would suggest that the golfers were cheating a
little by starting almost 15 miles from the North Sea, as the crow (or a well-hit ball) flies. On the other
hand, the Forth River is tidal as far inland as Stirling (another fifteen miles to the west) so salt water does
lick against the Skinflats and the area could therefore be regarded as coastal. Indeed, the six were in sight
of the Kincardine Bridge just upstream as they walked, and it is east of this crossing that the brackish
water is usually considered the Firth (Fjord) of Forth as the estuary widens considerably on its journey to
the sea.
The more (most) famous crossing on the Firth is the one simply named the Forth Bridge, a cantilever
railroad structure spanning the river from just west of Edinburgh to North Queensferry. This most
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recognizable of steel bridges is considered a symbol of Scotland (voted Scotland’s greatest man-made
wonder in 2016) and is a UNESCO World Heritage Site. Construction of the bridge began in 1882 and it
was opened in 1890 by the Duke of Rothesay, the future Edward VII. It has a total length of 8,094 feet
and when it opened had the longest single cantilever bridge span in the world. This record lasted until
1919 when the Quebec Bridge in Canada was completed but the Forth Bridge continues to be the world's
second-longest single cantilever span, a distance of 1,709 feet.

Had the day been a little clearer and the light a little stronger, the Gentlemen might have caught a glimpse
of the road bridge across the Forth, three quarters of a mile to the west of its more famous sister. The
bridge opened in 1964 and at the time was the longest suspension bridge in the world outside the United
States but fifty years on it was ready to be replaced. As the golfers made their way to the water’s edge, the
ultra-modern Queensferry Bridge was in the final phase of construction and would soon provide
motorway access between Edinburgh and Perth.
Crossings of the Firth were perhaps not uppermost in the minds of the six men, however, as their goal was
not to cross – but to reach - this estuary and begin the epic crossing of another kind; walking the width of
an entire country behind a golf ball! Indeed, they rarely glanced towards the river but focused on placing
their feet on the more solid pieces of grassy earth sandwiched between water holes and mud.
Tee time for this unique round of golf was to be precisely 5:23 on the morning of June 21st. For those
who had barely made it to the Powfoulis Hotel before bedtime the night before, this was cruel and
unusual punishment but Chris the organizer – and Romantic (as in “marked by the imaginative or
emotional appeal of what is heroic, adventurous, remote, mysterious, or idealized”, not “marked by
expressions of love or affection”; although he may be that too) – was adamant that the journey should
begin at the exact time of the Summer Solstice in the Northern Hemisphere. So, breakfast was taken
before five, thanks to the hotel owner’s interest in (or total disbelief of) this extraordinary adventure
which had prompted him to open the kitchen two hours ahead of the usual time.
It seems an anachronism that the solstice marking the beginning of summer, in astronomical terms, should
also fall on or about Midsummer Day and provide the most hours of daylight in the calendar year. Not
that the golfers should have to worry too much about daylight hours at this latitude in the middle of June,
as twilight (whether the Civil, Nautical or Astronomical definition is used) lasts for less than six hours,
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leaving 18 available for outdoor activity. Daylight had officially started today before most were out of bed
and would continue well into the evening drinking time with any luck. This being Scotland, however,
“Daylight” does not necessarily designate a period when visibility is perfect, or even fair, so hitting – and
finding – a golf ball could be a challenge at any hour.
What Chris had failed to realize in his insistence on the solstice as the starting time, was that the date and
time of said event varies from year to year. And not just by a few minutes. Had the bold exploit been
scheduled for a year later, for example, tee time would have been at the far more reasonable hour of
11:07am. A year earlier and they would have hit the first ball around 10:30 the night of June 20th. But this
year, the solstice occurred at 4:24 Universal Time, 5:24 British Summer Time. Chris had incorrectly set it
at 5:23 (although, to be fair, one document in his archives stated 5:23 and 25 seconds), whereas other
chroniclers variously claimed 5:21, about 5:20 or “at the exact time of the summer solstice”. Wherever the
fingers pointed or whatever the digits displayed, the adventure was about to begin.
The day had dawned relatively clear and bright for Scotland in June
and there were few sounds to disturb the tranquility of this short
march to Latitude 56°02'43.4"N, Longitude 3°43'40.8"W, Skinflats,
Falkirk, Scotland, United Kingdom. One, was it Scott, noted the
sound of summer crickets chirping but other than that the only
sounds to break the silence were the squelching of boots in the mud
and the occasional curse as a foot penetrated deep enough to find
water.
Then, as they neared the water’s edge the near silence was truly
broken as the unmistakable sound of bagpipes filled the air. Again,
Chris the Romantic had arranged this quintessential Scottish tribute
to show gratitude, respect, and admiration for his companions and
the Celtic nature of their endeavor. Just as the haggis is piped in to
honor Robert Burns, the National Bard, on his birthday, so too the
golfers were honored as they prepared for the tee.
Lance described the scene: As we walked the 1,000 or so yards to the eastern shore’s water’s edge, we
heard the sound of bagpipes. It was beyond surreal. Of course, Chris had arranged for him to be at the
starting point without any of us knowing. I did a Facebook live video of the opening which more than 600
people viewed and realized then that our friends and family were supporting and interested in our
adventure.William remembered: Walking about 300 yards to the start point we were greeted by a bagpipe
player professional. Shep surprised everyone with this little treat to get started. I launched the drone and
began filming.
And Scott recalled it with these words: ………. when the sound of bagpipes could be heard off in the
distance! I had a feeling Shep could do something like this, but never thought he actually would! We were
greeted on the banks of the firth by a lad dressed as Scottish bagpipers do, who continued to play as
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Lance streamed Facebook live to our followers back across the pond in the States, and Bill, our resident
tech support companion, took drone footage.
It may be recalled that Chris had made a phone call to the small Scottish
town of Cupar during his stay in London with his family. Now it could be
revealed that the recipient of the call was Rich Gordon, a professional
piper, saxophonist and guitarist based in Cupar, about 40 miles northeast of
this historic starting point. The Rich Gordon Piping Company provides
bagpipers for weddings, funerals, parties and…….. golfers. Rich and his
team have a collective experience of over eighty years performing at
functions across Scotland (and other parts of the UK) but it is probably fair
to say that none had covered this unique combination of venue and purpose.
This assignment required him to trudge across field and marsh to the edge
of a river and accompany six middle-aged men as they flailed golf clubs at
5:23 in the morning.
It’s almost certain that he would have played at golfing events of various
kinds and he may well have had previous engagements that necessitated
him to pipe at the exact time of the summer solstice, but this particular
booking must have been highly unusual. So much so, in fact, that the
golfers noted he not only piped them on their journey but actually followed
their progress towards the Clyde for more than contractually obliged and posed for photographs to
capture the event. Perhaps these would become part of his advertising brochure and be posted on his web
site!
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Another interested onlooker was the proprietor of the Powfoulis manor who had followed the six towards
the water’s edge and watched the tee off from a nearby copse of trees. Again, as the innkeeper of such a
prestigious estate, he must have hosted all manner of guests and seen the gamut of unusual activities within
his hotel and the surrounding area. But obviously this early morning venture had piqued his interest and
would provide some good conversation with future patrons as they enjoyed a drink in his bar.
Scott again: After soaking in the magnificence of it all, Shep dipped his golf ball in the Firth of Forth on
the east bank of Scotland and hit the first shot. Each of us followed suit, the beginning of a five-day
journey.
Clearly, all were moved (bagpipes will do that no matter your feeling on their tunefulness) and the
Gentlemen Gouffers of Gargunnock were on their way west – but not before testing the “Egg Theory”
(Myth) and the ritual dunking of clubs and balls. Here’s the way the leader for the day, Chris, captured that
early morning start.
June 21 around 4 am – we go to breakfast (me in my kilt – Bill wore the kilt every day (we had 2– one for
the 5 of us and then one that would only fit Bill) and begin the ½ mile or so walk to the tee box. As we
rounded the corner the bagpipes are going – I arranged for him about 10 days earlier while I was in
London. Our innkeep (very proper gentleman but I think he was kind of intrigued) also took the shortcut
and was tucked in the woods when we were teeing off at the very moment of the solstice. I brought an egg
to balance on end but there wasn’t a flat enough place to do it…and it was hard boiled which doesn’t work.
We dipped our balls, hit each once (making sure we could find it), and then put it away for safe keeping.
NOTE: I am the only person who hit the fairway!
The kilt had been introduced into the list of essential clothing as a nod to the country (and its citizens)
hosting the event and to identify each day’s leader; Shep for this first day. However, Bill was of somewhat
stockier build than the other five so had been graced with a kilt of his own, which he proudly wore every
day. Although kilts are wrap-around garments and are usually fabricated with some room for expansion
around the waist, there are limits. It was perhaps correctly decided that a kilt that would comfortably fit
Bill may be at risk of losing its grip around the other five. Although the notion that Scots tend to wear
nothing under their kilts is of limited validity (38% has been reported in one recent survey) and none of the
GGG was likely to go commando, it was nevertheless felt that the risk of skirts ending up around the
ankles (during a particularly spectacular drive, for example) was sufficient to merit the purchase of two
utility kilts.
The attempt to balance an egg on end at the precise time of the solstice was another charming example of
the romantic side of Chris’ personality, but, alas, has no scientific basis. In fact, the myth is not even
accredited to the solstice, but rather to the spring equinox when changes in the gravity alignment between
the sun and the earth have been attributed to egg balancing. There are, in reality, no such changes. So, how
could Chris be so wrong and how, as a newly wed 25 years earlier, was he able to stand an egg on end at
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the summer solstice in Ohio? At an event witnessed and corroborated by his bride. Surely a circumstance
as amazing and unusual as this could not be dependent on chronological time, geographical location or
even an overwhelming desire to impress his young wife. In a search for possible answers, the resources
and scientific expertise of the esteemed weather forecasting service AccuWeather must be employed.
A long-standing myth of the equinox (NB – not the Solstice!) is that it's possible for an egg to stand on
its end. The myth was popularized in the United States following a LIFE article in 1945, which
explained the old spring adage.
"The origins of this myth are attributed to stories that the ancient Chinese would create displays of eggs
standing on end during the first day of spring," John Millis, assistant professor of physics and
astronomy at Anderson University stated in an about.com article.
However, this myth is only partly true. It is possible to balance an
egg on its end, but it has nothing to do with the vernal equinox.
In fact, it can be performed on any day of the year. Millis added,
"the ancient Chinese celebrated the first day of spring about six
weeks earlier than the equinox, meaning that the recreation of
this event was not even on the correct day."

So, it wasn’t just Shep who had misunderstood; even the prestigious LIFE magazine had misled the
populace on both the feasibility and timing of the egg standing phenomenon. Solstice, equinox, summer,
spring – none changed the probability of the egg standing upright. AccuWeather makes the following
recommendation: To stand the egg on its end, try using a rough surface or an egg that has a bumpy end
for better balance. Perhaps it’s a little late to return to Skinflats on any day of the year with a bumpy egg
to take another shot at the experiment, but no doubt the ever-curious Chris will be grateful for the
explanation and feel somewhat vindicated about his failed attempt.
Failure to balance an egg notwithstanding, the clubs and balls had been duly dipped in the briny waters of
the River Forth and the golfing equivalent of the ceremonial first pitch had been taken. It’s a little difficult
for those who play the game – and even those who are merely Sunday afternoon viewers of the same – to
imagine conditions much worse than those at the edge of the Firth of Forth near Skinflats. The wellmanicured courses played by the professionals admittedly are strewn with hazards of various kinds (sand,
water, trees, thick grass – even spectators) but generally have a well-defined tee-off platform, a negotiable
fairway and a perfectly prepared green around the target hole.
The Scottish links are much more rugged and far less easy to cope with, but even they have certain welldefined “lanes” to follow and usually contain enough stable and open ground from which to strike the ball.
Not so the half-mile or so that would face the Gentlemen as they began this historic journey in the area
named after the only village in this region north of the River Carron. Shep noted that the first shots went
about 50 yards, not bad considering the horrendous footing.
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Following all the first shots, one of which was labeled "Quintessential Fraser", it was a wet march before
the second shot that Fraser took. At least for this he appears to have had a decent lie.

According to the Gazetteer for Scotland, Skinflats was named by Dutch engineers brought here to reclaim
land in the 18th Century. They dubbed their achievement 'beautiful plains', the Dutch words being
corrupted to create a name that has been described as the ugliest in Scotland. Despite the lush green in
nearby fields and the unspoiled “beauty” of the marsh washed by the river, the word “ugly” probably fits
this area as well as any when used in the context of golfing.
The team had brought six-inch high tees in addition to the more usual four-inch, but these were of little use
in the mud and water holes that were disguised in the tall grasses west of the sludge that oozed at the
water’s edge. The small square turf pads brought specifically to provide a “lie” for the ball in this type of
landscape were perhaps a little better but no match for the topography as the six hacked their way north.
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Even when a ball could be hit relatively cleanly, spotters were often needed to stand further along the
“fairway” in the hope of following the drive before the ball was swallowed by the mud or concealed in the
tall grass.
And then there were the man-made hazards along this undeveloped
course. Another name for the area is Bellsdyke and the GGG were
playing dangerously close to South Bellsdyke. Clearly the name
originated from the series of channels cut westward from the Firth
as a means of irrigation for the arable land away from the river. The
farmers had considered these dykes an essential part of their
livelihood and presumably had never contemplated the difficulty
that they might cause for wandering golfers. They generally were
not very deep nor very wide – easily negotiable with a nine iron if
only an acceptable tee were available. That is, the ball could easily
manage these obstacles; the person hitting it may have more
difficulty and may emerge from the crossing with even wetter feet.
Coincidentally, Bellsdyke had been home to the Stirling District Lunatic Asylums, having been established
in 1865 by the Stirling District Lunacy Board. The first patients were admitted in June 1869 and the
facility was closed as recently as 1999. While not suggesting that this initial half-mile stretch of the crosscountry course could have resulted in even a mild form of madness or insanity, the selection of this site for
one of Scotland’s first and finest mental illness institutions may not have been entirely coincidental.
Rather than dwell on that possibility, it is appropriate to resume Shep’s description of the early going.
We split into two groups – team captains me (with Scott and Skip) and Fraser (Bill and Lance…I think).
We started by religiously following the plan – each person taking their turn. This proved quite time
consuming because someone would hit, we’d all walk and look for the ball, and then hit again. The other
group was behind us and sometimes had to wait. Plus, we had no idea how many balls we’d need so we
spent time looking for them. The first half mile – to where we crossed under Kincardine bridge - took 1
hour 10 minutes. I’ll be honest – that hour felt like 3 as I was already concerned that ‘hmmm, maybe I
didn’t think this through’. That pace would have meant 16 hours and that’s with a straight line, no stops.
Once we got past the bridge, we played along the road for a bit and began making better time.
Other members of the group had similar stories about this first stretch of their five-day journey. Bill, who
had brought a camera-carrying drone to capture the event, described the moments after the bagpipes had
announced their adventure and the first balls had been sent on their way:
I launched the drone and began filming. After about 5 mins of flying I realized I didn’t load a memory card
in the drone! Dammit! Landed, loaded and relaunched. After some flyovers and point of interest circling,
we got started. I made about 5 feet and fell into a blind hole. Not the best way to start. I thought to myself,
“why did I agree to this again?” Jet lag had really set in on me early. I started with Skip and Lance. Not
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knowing Lance, we had plenty of time to share stories. Lance was a late comer to the group to round out
to 6 guys. Lance was already retired as he had made his way up the ladder early in his career. He talked
about discipline with financials and we swapped business stories. Lance is a great guy with a heart of
gold. Lance loves Canada and hockey. Noticed in his golf swing his back foot makes the hockey slap shot
release popular in the sport.
Several points of interest are worthy of note in this one brief paragraph. First of all, Bill clearly
remembers who his teammates were on that first day, so it must be assumed that Shep had got it wrong in
his somewhat hazy recollection that Fraser had teamed with Bill and Lance. Whether this minor slip is
attributable to the excitement of the moment, an inherently poor memory or the relaxed manner of
assigning and maintaining teams is a question left unanswered but it is more likely a reflection of the
genuine comradery between the six. This bonding is further exemplified in Bill’s account of his first hours
getting to know Lance and his quick assessment of this new friend, his background and his passions – and
his golf swing! Bill modestly described his initial efforts with the drone and the amusing consequences
(for others) of following its progress rather than his own but his skills with the machine and his endeavors
throughout the entire trip would cement his position as the designated techy of the GGG. His narrative
continues:
Our first obstacle was a 6-lane highway about 1000 yards from the starting point. We decided going over
the road was a must. Very busy with traffic why not??? Skip laid down the hitting pad and hit one about 2
feet. We laughed of course. Lance decided to spot from the other side of the highway. Second attempt Skip
was determined and focused more. A perfect 8 iron right over the highway! This was exciting as we lost
approx. 20 balls in the first 1000 yards. Progress! The day went on slowly as we realized this may not
have been the best time of the year to go. The fields were growing mostly with barley past knee high. This
made finding balls impossible. We carried onward. Our path didn’t follow the map as we intended. Adding
several miles to the first day.
Those last few cryptic sentences tell the tale of that first day. Excitement, progress, difficult terrain, lost
balls and lost route, extra ground covered, but commitment to continue. All these emotions and
tribulations echoed by others – as in this recollection from teammate Lance:
It was very clear in the first hour that the terrain was going to be a major challenge if this was how it was
going to be. Grass was thigh high and we quickly realized we would need spotters for our 20-yard shots.
Regardless, the weather was good, and our adventure was underway. Team Zombie (Skip, Bill, and Lance)
were big underdogs running on 5 or so hours sleep each, but we overcame that and many other
challenges! I think our first pub stop was 9 or so miles from the start, which was clearly far too far, but we
were still learning the ropes.
Similarly, after his amusement at Bill’s early demise, Scott - perhaps a little less optimistically than the
others – reminisced: After the last shot, the drone came buzzing in close, Bill losing his footing in the
many water holes around the bank of the firth and lost his pants. Before you begin to think that these were
300 yards drives across a rolling Scotland landscape…I can only say, what a mess. Knee high grasses,
water holes wherever you stepped, bugs. We used the foam balls for a lot of this stretch as the grasses
would have been too high to not only hit a golf ball cleanly, but also to find them. We continued like this
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towards Kincardine Bridge.And Skip not only had the same
sentiments but suggested that this might only be a foretaste of
things to come: The end of the first marshy field was poor, uneven
footing, a theme for parts of the trip!
Seeds of doubt in the first hour! This could be a long five days.
Those who recall the route planning exercise will recognize that
playing alongside the River Forth had not been the path suggested;
keeping the river in sight to their right would hopefully provide a
continuing point of reference, but they should have been heading much closer to due west to pass to the
south of Airth. And, indeed, the more westerly route would have provided better footing and a less rough
fairway as they would have been hitting their balls across cultivated fields rather than watery marshland
with knee high grasses. In addition, instead of intersecting the road leading to the Kincardine Bridge at a
point where a track crossed via an overpass, they instead managed to reach this busy thoroughfare at the
west end of the bridge on the southern approach road.
There are in fact two bridges across the Forth at this point -the Kincardine Bridge and the
Clackmannanshire Bridge - both of which are fed by the approach road from the grandly named Higgins
Neuk Roundabout. Although the historical significance of Higgins Neuk (let alone its meaning) was
probably not uppermost in the minds of the frustrated golfers, the area has been the focus of significant
archeological interest for several years, including that of the Gouffers’ expedition.

The SCAPE Team at work near the Kincardine Bridge. The exclusive use of wellies by the crew
underscores the nature of the terrain and gives rise to a little sympathy for the golfers’ plight.
Research by local historian John Reid first highlighted the archaeological and historical interest of Higgins
Neuk on the south bank of the Forth. Place name evidence, documents and old maps pointed to this being
the location of a dockyard built by James 4th of Scotland in the early 16th century. The Scottish king was
developing a navy and needed a base which was secure from attack from the sea but had access to deep
water for the huge ships he was building. The mouth of the Airth Burn, now known as the Pow Burn, at
Higgins Neuk on the inner Forth estuary offered all of this and more. A public sector organization, the
SCAPE Trust, had joined forces with the Inner Forth Landscape Initiative, John Reid, the Falkirk
Community Trust and volunteers from the local community and further afield. The aim was to test John’s
hypothesis that this was James’ dockyard, where the famous ship the Great Michael was fitted out and
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provisioned. They have investigated the landscape using a range of techniques including drone survey,
topographic modelling, geophysical surveys, metal detecting, coring and excavation. They found it hard to
imagine today that big ships could ever have docked here as expanses of mud and intertidal saltmarsh
stretch from the riverbank to the channel (as the golfers had found to their dismay).
However, the “dig” had shown that all this mud had accumulated in the past couple of hundred years.
When King James was searching for a site to secure the ships that were his pride and joy, this stretch of
river looked very different. Even today, during a high tide, they found it easier to imagine great warships
sailing here up the Forth. Although they couldn’t find any definitive evidence that the dockyard was here,
they did uncover evidence of a complex maritime and agricultural landscape. Buried beneath the saltmarsh
are several piers for a historic crossing over the Forth. There was a ferry here from at least the 14th century
which was a key link in the network of drove roads across Scotland.
None of this was any help to the six golfers who now had to find a way across this network of roundabout
and roads in order to continue their trek, hopefully on some firmer ground. But before attempting this
somewhat daunting – and dangerous – task, Shep took a closer look at the terrain, particularly the shape of
the river at that point, and his mind began to wander. As so often happens, these wanderings took an
anatomical turn, specifically focusing on the generally less openly discussed features of the occupants of
the animal kingdom. Without knowing that the word “neuk” is Scottish for “nook” (which can also cover
the word “cove” when referencing a rounded inlet along the sea shore or in a river) he saw this stretch of
the Forth on either side of the bridges as resembling the reproductive organs of a pig. Perhaps there are
others for whom a rather pleasant section of waterway would elicit such a description, perhaps even other
members of his group, but it is fair to say that this skewed view has been particularly well honed in one
Chris Shepard. A picture is included for perusal and an individual assessment.
As part of this reverie, he also remembered that their destination (five days hence as planned, perhaps now
in some jeopardy) on the Ardmore Peninsula when
viewed from above had a resemblance to a portion of
the torso of a female human body. With these two
images and his fertile mind, Chris came up with what
he thought was an apt description for their trek across
country. From now on, the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock would not only be golfing into history but
would also be traveling “from Balls to Teat”.
With his poetic thirst satisfied for now, the more
immediate concern was exactly how would the six men
get over, under, through or across this small maze of
roadways to reach the greener pastures further
upstream. There seems to be consensus in the few
written accounts that the Kincardine Bridge was passed
under, a proposition that would seem likely
considering the approach they had made through the
riverside marsh. As with many such bridges, this had a
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long approach where the
roadway was essentially on
stilts above the area washed
by the tides, so passing
underneath would be feasible
at the right time of day. In
fact, there is circumstantial
evidence (a mobile phone
screen shot) that this route
might have been anticipated as tidal variations for Edinburgh (several miles downstream) had been
consulted. Alternatively, there is photographic confirmation that at least some time was spent on a cycle
path running alongside the approach road and, indeed, that some golf shots were made here, although
exactly where in this myriad of roads is uncertain. Nor is any account given regarding the number of
strokes that might have been taken on this relatively smooth paved surface, nor of cyclists hit.

However, recall a section of Bill’s earlier narrative:
Our first obstacle was a 6-lane highway about 1000 yards from the starting point. We decided going over
the road was a must. Very busy with traffic why not??? Skip laid down the hitting pad and hit one about 2
feet. We laughed of course. Lance decided to spot from the other side of the highway. Second attempt Skip
was determined and focused more. A perfect 8 iron right over the highway!
Neither the Kincardine nor the Clackmannanshire Bridge has six lanes, but if a little poetic license can be
forgiven, it seems likely that it was the latter roadway that allowed Skip to show his mastery of the 8 iron,
presumably after chipping under the Kincardine Bridge and perhaps spending some putting practice time
on the cycle path. The fact that Bill recalls this highway as being only 1000 yards from the start at
Skinflats (it is actually a little over 3000 as the crow flies) is interesting when it is remembered that they
were now well over an hour into their adventure and had already wandered significantly from their
intended path – through less than ideal terrain. Nevertheless, they had now successfully conquered this
major concrete obstacle and dodged the heavy road traffic and, as Chris noted: Once we got past the
bridge, we played along the road for a bit and began making better time.
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Scott appears to have agreed, saying Things got slightly better as we were no longer hitting through the
marsh, and we continued towards Airth for what seemed to be a lot of concrete….. and rain. Surely, the
farms, fields, forests and sunshine awaited us! Perhaps the rain should not have been entirely unexpected,
but it probably took the edge off their elation at playing on solid ground rather than mud and deep grass. As
Shep had recorded following their brief spell (1/2 mile) on the cycle path near the main road, they were
now on a road which should have made teeing up, hitting and locating the golf balls significantly less
difficult. Less arduous, yes, but still not easy. The road they were now using as the fairway was typical of
many country lanes in the United Kingdom; narrow (often one lane), bordered by a grassy verge and often
running alongside stone walls, hedgerows or fences perilously close on both sides. A lofty drive from only
a slightly errant swing could easily end up on the wrong side of a barbed wire barrier; a wrong bounce
following a sensible chip might result in a difficult next shot from high roadside grass; and a putt along the
tarmac might travel forty yards only to end in a roadside drain – or worse!
Although still in earshot of the road and with motorway signs still visible, they were now in farm country
and the grain crops that they had seen south of the highway were now supplemented by fields of grazing
cattle. The road at this point was primarily a conduit between farmhouses and the land being worked so
traffic was minimal and essentially limited to tractors and other farm implements. It must have been quite a
surprise for any farmer driving to work when he came across six middle-aged men, two in kilts, and each
carrying a golf club. Although they didn’t present any danger, locals were probably glad to have the
protection afforded by a tractor cab ten feet above the roadway and likely took a degree of pleasure when
the men had to squeeze into the hedgerow as he passed. There are no records from any of the golfers as to
any verbal exchange taking place along this section of their route, so what were the thoughts of the farmer
at this ensemble invading his homeland must be left to conjecture.
The lane ran alongside one of the tributaries of the Forth for a short distance as it snaked its way inland,
changing its name from Pow Burn to Tor Burn and Boards Burn as it headed towards the town of
Bannockburn. The lane continued for less than a mile between fields as they headed now in a more
westerly direction. There is no record of any deviation from the lane and no obvious shortcuts afforded by
the fields, so road golf predominated until they reached a more heavily trafficked road, the A905. Bill used
the seat in a shelter to take a well-earned rest (or perhaps he was wishing for the next bus to come along?)
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Shortly after turning on to the A905 they came upon the home of the Forthview Golf Range, so perhaps a
few practice drives and the feel of grass under their feet – although hadn’t they vowed to avoid formal
golf courses; and did this class as a golf course?
They were now back on the planned route as underscored by the small waterproofing manufacturing
business across the road and, after a few hundred feet on the A905, could take a left along Castle View
and then the Woodland Walk along the edge of the Airth Castle grounds. The history of the castle (now a
hotel), its association with the Bruce family and its reputation as a haunted place had been uncovered in
the planning stage of this saga, so, other than passing by and posing for pictures in front of the rather
magnificent old building, the Gentlemen continued their journey. They had now been “on the road” for
almost five hours and could ill afford to tarry even to view a piece of 16th century history. Nor could they
afford to get lost again!
While in the Airth area, Chris had really wanted to play past the
Dunmore Pineapple – and with good reason. Less than a mile north
of the town center, and really not all that far off their route, was this
gem of an eighteenth-century estate. Dunmore Park, the ancestral
home of the Earls of Dunmore, includes a large country mansion,
Dunmore House, and grounds which contain, among other things,
two large walled gardens. Walled gardens were a necessity for any
great house in a northern climate in the eighteenth and nineteenth
century, as a high wall of stone or brick helped to shelter the garden
from wind and frost, and could create a microclimate in which the
ambient temperature could be raised several degrees above that of
the surrounding landscape. This allowed the cultivation of fruits and
vegetables, and of ornamental plants, which could not otherwise
survive that far north.
Cared for by the National Trust for Scotland, a bizarre and
beautiful folly, The Pineapple has always amazed and
inspired visitors. It was originally built as a garden retreat,
and now acts as a haven for various species of wildlife.
Admire this intriguing pineapple-shaped building and enjoy
the fantastic views. Take time to explore the surrounding
grounds and woodland and look out for wildlife by the
former curling pond.
The Pineapple was built in 1761 by the Earl of Dunmore as a summerhouse where he could appreciate
the views from his estate. At that time, pineapples were among Scotland’s most exotic foods. A wide
variety of unusual fruits and vegetables once grew in the extensive glasshouses and pineapple pits in the
Pineapple’s walled garden. The grounds are now an oasis for wildlife, and you can enjoy a peaceful walk
around the former curling pond and surrounding woodland, where you may catch a glimpse of the rare
great crested newt as well as palmate newts and common frogs.
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While not unique to Britain (French landscape architecture
featured many), follies are common throughout England and
Scotland and were, as the name suggests, built primarily for
decoration while at the same time suggesting a more useful
purpose. A number were built simply as a gift or tribute to a
spouse, others to impress the neighbors and, in one famous case,
just to annoy a neighbor.
Wainhouse Tower, standing high on a hill in Halifax, about 200 miles south of the GGG path across
Scotland, is the tallest structure (253 feet tall) in the area and a prominent landmark that can be seen for
miles around. It has been called the world’s tallest folly because it never got to be used for the purpose for
which it was constructed. The tower was commissioned as a chimney by John Edward Wainhouse, who
owned the local dye works, in order to comply with the new smoke abatement act of 1870 (who said
Climate Change is a new concern?). Wainhouse, who had a good appreciation of architecture, wanted the
chimney to be an object of beauty.
Work on the chimney commenced in 1871 using locally quarried stone. Unfortunately, Wainhouse had to
sell off the dye works before the chimney was completed, but he kept the chimney for himself. Now no
longer a chimney, Wainhouse modified the design, finishing off the half-completed structure as a tower,
adding a striking cupola to the top with two galleries around the outside.
Wainhouse had a landowning activist named Sir Henry Edwards for a neighbor, with whom he had a longrunning feud. Edwards objected to Wainhouse’s dye works polluting the atmosphere and campaigned
heavily against the operation of the factory. Because of this conflict it has been suggested that Wainhouse
had built the tower just to spite his neighbor. Local folklore goes that Edwards had boasted that he had the
most private estate in Halifax, into which no one could see. In response, Wainhouse erected the tall tower
which gave him a clear view of Edwards’ lands.
Somehow, it seems likely that Chris and, indeed, the whole team would have enjoyed the Wainhouse Folly
even more than the Pineapple – if only for its “up yours” attitude – but, as things turned out, neither would
be on the agenda today.
Picking up his record of the day: I really wanted to play past the
Pineapple and surrounding area, but at Airth we took a hard turn
left to avoid playing through the town (we wanted to go around the
west side and back into it to a pub) - and also it looked lovely.
As will often happen when journals are being penned and the
memory is stimulated, simply writing that one sentence made the day – or at least that moment in the day jump into sharp focus. My gosh I just figured out how things went so wrong – see picture – we briefly
headed south instead of north and got on the wrong side of Pow Burn and that was completely impossible
to cross!! We couldn’t even get to the water due to 8’ high thistle sharpy, cutty nasty foliage and that went
on for ¾ of a mile of constantly trying to cut back and being thwarted. We considered turning back, but
nooooo. So, we were thrilled when we hit the Dick and Sons company!
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There was perhaps no way that the narrow path they were following crossed the Pow Burn although
zooming in on Google maps today clearly shows it crossing a narrow strip of water. They were golfing
along what appears to be a private driveway so they could be forgiven if that made them less aware of their
surroundings and more concerned about shouts in a local dialect reminding of trespassing laws. For this six,
however, those concerns would probably be minimal, and a more likely explanation is that a dense line of
trees overhanging the lane shielded any view of the general terrain and, specifically, of a thin sliver of
murky water. Yet another possibility is that they were well aware that they had crossed the Pow Burn and
simply thought that they would re-cross a little further upstream at some convenient narrow spot. For most
men – certainly intrepid explorers such as the GGG – that would indeed be the most logical thing to do and
far superior to admitting a mistake and turning back. Yes, that was probably it!

But, as Chris indicated, they finally emerged from this ordeal, still on the wrong side of Pow Burn, but in
the yard of Leslie Dick and Sons (Contracting) Limited of Linkfield Farm. From a modest single story
warehouse sitting on a slab in the middle of farmland, Mr Dick and his boys boasted an impressive range of
services: Mixed Farming, Drainage Contractors, Farming, Foundation Contractors, Sports, Water,
Courses, Agricultural Services, Golf Course, Agricultural Contractors, Foundation, Jetting, Pitches,
Field Drains. Whether or not this enterprising family had a stake in the nearby Letham Moss peat field is
not made clear but it surely fit their broad portfolio. And, it featured in the next phase of the golfing
experience as they approached the middle of Day 1.
We then played through the top side of the peat field – that was pretty cool except we had no idea what it
was and there were serious concerns that maybe we were playing through something that could be a health
hazard.
The concerns expressed by Shep and the team were in fact quite valid. A peat field is composed mainly of
wetland vegetation and as it accumulates, the peat holds water. So, a potential worry would be the
imminent threat of sinking or being sucked into the thick black soil. In addition, while the moss itself may
not be toxic, persons contacting fungus have the potential of contracting sporotrichosis in which the spores
enter the blood stream through a cut or an open wound. Having just been attacked by thistles (and
notwithstanding an earlier discussion about possible benefits in touching the plant) it would seem likely
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that a few cuts might have been inflicted.
Photographic evidence from the golfing across the Leatham Moss field suggests that the danger of being
sucked into the mud was minimal but several whacks with a golf club could have raised some dirt and
airborne spores. However, no illnesses have so far been reported from the trip as a whole, nor from this
particular feature of the course, so the health hazard, if it existed, must have been successfully defeated.

So, safely across this unusual stretch of decayed vegetation and organic matter, it was on to the village of
Plean only two miles away and mostly across fields and a few minor roads. They would have to cross the
now infamous Pow Burn yet again, but a convenient lane leading from the peat field would facilitate that
with little danger of further injuries or wet feet.
Judging by the pictures taken along this stretch the golfers seemed to be enjoying their journey, despite a
continuing threat of rain and the occasional muddy path—and some more farm equipment.

On to Plean - and lunch!
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The only comments of note emanating from this relatively easy stretch were made by both Chris and Scott
who observed that they played alongside a cattery, both expressing a lack of familiarity with the term.
Admittedly the sign advertising the Powside Cattery was not as forthcoming as it might have been and
simply suggested accommodation in “Modern Licenced Indoor and Outdoor Units” but failed to be more
specific on exactly what type of clientele they were serving. The use of the word “licenced” would
normally suggest that alcoholic beverages would be available on site. The hours of operation looked like a
throwback to the Scotland (and the rest of Britain) of the first half of the 20th century when pubs were
licensed to serve only between certain well-defined hours. These particular hours were a little unusual in
that morning operation was listed during the week, although being closed at lunch time and having very
restricted action on weekends would have been odd even in the unenlightened period prior to the
Licencing Acts of 1964 and 1988.
The 1964 Act made serving alcohol legal for longer periods during the day in clubs (and caused a dramatic
increase in the number of “clubs” almost overnight) and the later Act theoretically allowed pubs to serve at
any time between 11am and 11pm (10:30pm on Sundays). In the dark ages between the beginning of
World War One and the act of 1988, pub hours were restricted to two hours over the lunch period and four
hours in the evening. It is difficult now, especially since the most recent Licencing Act of 2003 which
essentially allowed drinking 24/7, to imagine the tightly regulated period and the somewhat archaic rules
and rituals of the past – some of which die hard.
Traditionally, the phrase "Last orders!" is still often used to announce the last opportunity to purchase
drinks, typically ten or fifteen minutes in advance of closing time and is often announced via a bell. At the
point when the bar will no longer serve drinks, the bar staff will announce "Time Please!" (Traditionally
"Time, gentlemen, please!"), again, either shouted or by use of a bell. Sadly, the time-honored fifteen
minute “drinking up time” beyond the official close seems to have disappeared and the landlord may begin
ushering out his customers at a time of his pleasing.
So, while Powside cattery might at first glance seem to be a hostelry with bar, perhaps for locals and
passing tourists alike, the hours of business tend against that interpretation. The clue to the real purpose for
its existence lies in the upper right-hand corner of the roadside banner; that is, two stylized cats silhouetted
by a crescent moon. Or, for many observers (except passing golfers, it seems) a more obvious give-away
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might be in the name itself – Cattery!! They provided holiday accommodation for your pet.
Their web site made the experience sound very appealing:

Clearly, Stirlingshire – and particularly this region near Airth – was a center for the pet care industry as,
not a half-mile to the east was another luxury accommodation for cats, the Airth Station Cattery. This, too,
offered “5 Paw Luxury” for your cat and, at their Kennels, a similar level of opulence. Both Powside and
Airth Station were fully accredited by the Stirling County Council who afforded them their licence (so that
final little mystery is solved).
From the cattery to their first stop of the day at the Plean Tavern they had to cross a motorway, a mainline
railway line and several of the familiar burns before they arrived at the village of Plean. Fortunately, as has
been mentioned, this two-mile stretch had a number of country lanes that not only crossed these obstacles
but also provided a generally fast surface for play. To break the monotony of a paved road there were short
stretches across fields and along narrow, rough pathways as they made more rapid progress. Despite the
continuing rain, the scene was an idyllic mix of fields of grain, grazing cattle, open grassland and the
occasional farm building.
Although none of the golfers recorded the sighting, they must have been able to catch a glimpse of Plean
Tower, also know as Cock-a-bendy Castle and Menzies Castle. This fifteenth-century building has a
colorful history, having been a gift from Robert The Bruce for military service rendered, visited several
times by Mary Queen of Scots and home to the bodyguard of Bonnie Prince Charlie as he lay ill at
Bannockburn. It is now, as so many such estates, a luxurious hotel.
It had been eight hours since they had teed off at Skinflats when they were finally able to take a rest, enjoy
some lunch and a beverage in the almost empty Plean Tavern. They had marked their balls outside of town
to avoid playing along the busy main street and were relieved to have a place to sit, relax and enjoy the
first pint of their journey. It was Lance who summed up the situation when he said that they made their
first pub stop after nine or so miles which was clearly far too far!
His estimate was probably pretty good as the straight line distance of 5 ¾ miles had been stretched to about
seven by their zig-zag route and it is not difficult to imagine another two miles of travel as they hunted for
balls, scouted the direction of the next drive and strolled to take a look at various points of interest.
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A well earned rest and a balanced lunch
Refreshed, they returned to their marker and headed out of Plean, crossing the nearby M9 Motorway via an
underpass. Apparently, they had really enjoyed this one-hour stop as they immediately headed for Cowie, a
small village only about a mile north, where they felt sure that another pub would be happy to host them.
Once again, the route took them along a few quiet roads, some even less-frequented footpaths and across
grassy areas. Fortunately, there was a road crossing the train lines again, otherwise the next pub would
have been considerably further than one mile. And, the rain had stopped!

113
Proof Copy: Not optimized for high quality printing or digital distribution

Chris recalls this section of the route and reflects on the day so far: Next stop was Cowie – there was a
building in the distance, and someone suggested we all hit to it and closest gets a pound (110 yards).
SHEPARD WON! We then see whose team could get from an adjacent soccer/playground area in the fewest
strokes…I can’t remember who won so our team probably didn’t. Then we had a really nice few pints at
Cowie Tavern. From there I haggled over the phone with some airport baggage folk to get Lance’s luggage
to Stirling hotel. Lance left his Divnick club at the pub and had to run back about ¼ mile to retrieve it.
We’re having a decent time now – the worry that we’ll have people quit mostly diminishing. Scott told me
at the worst point – maybe around 10 am, that no matter what he’s not leaving me – he’ll make it through
regardless.

Scott remembered backtracking a little as they left Plean (to the sounds of Judas Priest) but likely that was
a minor detour to facilitate crossing the motorway. A clearer memory is of melodies of Metallica filling the
air from Bill’s backpack so presumably all six were happy to hear familiar sounds of their youth from this
California group as well as from the English group frequently ranked as one of the greatest metal bands of
all time. Certainly, it would have presented a stark contrast to the bagpipes that had started their day; wow!
Was that just this morning?
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A little over an hour after leaving the Plean Tavern, they were crossing the road and entering Cowie
Tavern. While a couple sat at the bar for a while after ordering their Tennent’s, eventually all six were
gathered round a large table outdoors at the back of the pub.

Clearly, two stops and several pints in a period of 90 minutes helped bring smiles to their faces but, at four
in the afternoon, there must also have been a more general sense of achievement that the end was in sight –
for Day One. Lance, in particular, had reason to smile since Shep’s efforts with airport baggage folks
seemed to have assured him of clean clothing and all his own wardrobe again once they reached their hotel
for tonight.
There were still about three miles to go before they would reach Stirling, but they surely wouldn’t have
any reason to believe that they would run out of daylight. Even at the pace of the previous ten hours an
early evening arrival should be possible, giving each time to relax, enjoy a warm soak and find somewhere
for a dinner – and perhaps a few more pints. They may even have time to review today’s trek, take a look
at the route for tomorrow, and discuss possible enhancements in light of any mistakes already made. And,
as Chris had noted, no-one was expressing thoughts of quitting and he felt all were by now having a decent
time. Time to drink up and start the final assault on Stirling.

Details of this last few miles are almost non-existent, only Scott noting that from Cowie we were able to
take Bannockburn Road directly to Bannockburn/Stirling, the National Wallace Monument providing a
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beacon guiding us to food, drink and sleep after what seemed like a 13 mile/13 hour day….which in fact it
was.

As the light faded at the end of an overcast and sometimes rainy day, they still could see the Wallace
National Monument in their destination of Stirling
At the western end of Bannockburn Road, they almost certainly headed in a more northerly direction to
avoid the town and were able to play some fields and along minor roads for perhaps another mile or so.
And, as is often the case in towns in Britain, a sidewalk or grassy verge would have lined many of the
roadways. These areas and, perhaps, a dirt “public footpath” running parallel to their route or between
streets, may have provided some additional ability to use the clubs. Eventually, however, even short chips
and putts would be impossible as the Bannockburn/Stirling conurbation took over and hitting long balls
down these streets would not only be difficult but could well have been a danger to the local population of
almost 40,000. They would have to mark their progress and bag their clubs.
There is no written record as to exactly where this took place, but after passing a retail park, a light
industrial area and a line of car dealerships, Craig’s Roundabout on the edge of the city center seems the
most likely spot. This city center landmark was only about a half mile from the hotel and right on the edge
of the historic area of town. As Bill said, a few of us took a cab from the outskirts of town to the hotel as
we were going to resume from this point the next day. Whether this was a little further from the hotel than
the roundabout is not recorded but there was no doubt that Bill was feeling the effects of the day with his
right knee hurting and he was getting fully loaded on Motrin. Perhaps a good night’s rest would help…….
But he wasn’t convinced.
Chris covered the final couple of hours very succinctly: It’s about 4:00. At 5:00 we can see the Wallace
Monument – we’re close!! We marked our balls just inside town and were soaking our feet by 6:30
(Stirling Highland Hotel – very nice place). 41,000 steps which comes in at 16-18 miles, 13 hours.
It seems clear that by early evening, all six were ready to call it a day and find their way to the Stirling
Highland Hotel, either in a cab or on foot. It had been almost 13 hours since Skinflats and, depending on
whose score is chosen, between 12 ½ and 18 miles had been covered. Two recorded the number of steps as
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38,679 and 41,000 (remarkably good agreement) and Lance noted that 24 pints
of beer had been consumed (presumably between the six?). A detailed Google
maps review of the route as it had been described would put the total distance
covered as almost exactly 12 miles, so Lance and Scott were closest with their
estimates. As has been discussed, however, there were innumerable chances for
any increase in distance as even small deviations (to seek a lost ball, for
example) can add up over the course of a long day.
Those recording around 40,000 steps would at first glance appear to have wildly exaggerated the day’s
trek. At the “normal” conversion used on Fitbit watches and the like (2000 steps to a mile), Skip and Chris
would have claimed about 20 miles but, again, the golfers were taking anything but an average or normal
step. Instead of a stride of about 2 ½ feet, many of their moves would cover mere inches as they hacked
their way through the undergrowth. Each would be counted as a step on the device, leading to a
significantly higher accumulated mileage. Regardless of actual numbers, the entire team had spent 13
hours “in the field”, tramping over difficult terrain, and all the time trying to follow an unfamiliar route –
so any arithmetic value should be accepted and considered an achievement.
Certainly, as the six soaked away the grime and aches of the day their thoughts would not have been
concentrated on any numerical total, except perhaps the one involving pints drunk – and those still to be
consumed. Even the fact that they were in the historic Scottish city of Stirling and had just passed the
most famous battle site in the country would be of minimal interest at the moment and would have to wait
until appetites had been satisfied and bodies rested.
The Stirling Highlands Hotel is a charming Victorian
building and fascinating observatory that perfectly reflects
the rich heritage of the area. Originally built as a school in
1854, the hotel provides the perfect base for exploring the
city of Stirling.
In 1889 Sir Henry Campbell Bannermann (who went on to
become prime minister in 1905) gifted the school an
observatory. To this day the observatory is still in great
working condition on the hotel rooftop and is often toured
by our hotel guests as well as local guides, scouts and cubs.
We work closely with the astronomical society who are able
to use this 130-year-old telescope and give out tours on a
voluntary basis. These tours act as the perfect addition to
team building days, weekend breaks exploring Stirling, and
amazing photo opportunities for weddings and events.
The Hotel offers a luxurious Highland retreat with 96
beautifully appointed rooms and an elegant restaurant,
Scholar’s, which serves up seasonal produce daily.
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While the six golfing guests appeared to have been impressed with the facility, there is no record of any
star gazing from the observatory. Scholar’s Restaurant seems to have been passed over also in favor of a
local pub where fish and chips (and more Tennent’s) were the popular choice. It would appear that all were
settling down for the night around 10pm and were soon dreaming of another exhilarating round of golf
tomorrow. But hopefully not until they had spent some time exploring the historic surroundings in which
they were now spending the night.
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Hi ng Stride
“It’s a village, not a town”
The Gentleman Gouﬀers of Gargunnock had spent a comfortable and res ul might in the S rling Highland
Hotel, had enjoyed a leisurely breakfast there and completed their packing in readiness for their second
day of cross-country golf.
Arrangements had been made for the
bulk of their baggage to be transported
to their next stop, so with only the day’s
essen al needs on their backs, they were
ready to head out by about 11:30.
Although they had some knowledge of
S rling based on the planning they had
done, it is perhaps worth repea ng some
of the more important aspects and
historical background of the city in which
they now found themselves
Stirling is a city in central Scotland, 26 miles north-east of Glasgow and 37 miles north-west of the
Scottish capital, Edinburgh. The market town, surrounded by rich farmland, grew up connecting the
royal citadel, the medieval old town with its merchants and tradesmen, the bridge and the port.
Located on the River Forth, Stirling is the administrative center for the Stirling council area, and is
traditionally the county town of Stirlingshire. Proverbially it is the strategically important "Gateway to
the Highlands".
It has been said that "Stirling, like a huge brooch clasps Highlands and Lowlands together". Similarly,
"he who holds Stirling, holds Scotland" is often quoted. Stirling's key position as the lowest bridging
point of the River Forth before it broadens towards the Firth of Forth made it a focal point for travel
north or south.
Once the capital of Scotland, Stirling is visually dominated by Stirling Castle. Stirling also has a
medieval parish church, the Church of the Holy Rude, where, on 29 July 1567, the infant James VI was
anointed King of Scots by the Bishop of Orkney with the service concluding after a sermon by John
Knox. The poet King was educated by George Buchanan and grew up in Stirling. He was later also
crowned King of England and Ireland on 25 July 1603, bringing closer the countries of the United
Kingdom.
Modern Stirling is a center for local government, higher education, tourism, retail, and industry. The
mid-2012 census estimate for the population of the city is 36,440; the wider Stirling council area has a
population of about 93,750.
One of the principal royal strongholds of the Kingdom of Scotland, Stirling was created a royal burgh
by King David I in 1130. In 2002, as part of Queen Elizabeth's Golden Jubilee, Stirling was granted
city status.
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With about ten miles to cover on Day 2 and with the benefit of their experiences getting from Skinflats to
Stirling, they felt that there was sufficient time to explore this historic city for a short time before hitting
their first tee shots. The Wallace Monument would have been of significant interest but it was about two
miles away from the hotel in the wrong direction. The castle, however, was practically on the doorstep, so
spending an hour there seemed the most logical use of their sightseeing time.
Skip summed up the start of Day Two: Loved the Stirling Highland Hotel (but no air conditioning at
breakfast!) A beautiful start to the day with a visit to Stirling Castle. Some of the most incredible views of
the trip, mostly to the south. The beginning of a long day that would see 4 of us finish at 11:45pm. Day 2
was a big photo day.
Leaving the imposing hotel with its commanding views over the city, they walked north on St John Street,
a steep road that became narrower and cobbled, rather than paved, as they went past the Stirling
Information Centre, past an old church, Mar’s Wark and the entrance to the castle. Mar's Wark is a ruined
building built 1570–1572 by John Erskine, Regent of Scotland and Earl of Mar. Mar intended the building
for the principal residence of the Erskine family in Stirling, whose chief had become hereditary keeper of
the nearby royal Stirling Castle where the princes of Scotland were schooled.

On the way up to Castle Hill, they stopped for a photo
opportunity of all six standing outside the Stirling Boys
Club building.
In November 1927 the Town Council of Stirling granted a
Building warrant for the construction of a “Boys Club” on
the site of the old Butter and Poultry Market at the corner
of St. John Street and Jail Wynd. Almost two years later
the building, as it now stands, was completed. The Club
was intended for boys who are not members of the Boys’
Brigade and Scouts.
The picture taken clearly shows two of the mottos of the
Club: “Keep Smiling” and “Play The Game”. There is a
third motto engraved in a lintel not captured by this picture
but perhaps was—or could be—equally as important for
the Gentlemen. It reads “Quarrelling Is Taboo”.
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Suitably informed and inspired, the group entered the castle grounds and began exploring. They chose not
to spend time within the castle walls themselves (time and/or cost prohibitive!) but wandered the ramparts
and took in the magnificent views over the valley to the south and west. A valley in which they would
spend the rest of their day.
Stirling Castle is one of the largest and most important castles in Scotland, both historically and
architecturally. The castle sits atop Castle Hill, an intrusive crag, which forms part of the Stirling
Sill geological formation. It is surrounded on three sides by steep cliffs, giving it a strong defensive
position. Its strategic location, guarding what was, until the 1890s, the farthest downstream crossing
of the River Forth, has made it an important fortification in the region from the earliest times.
Most of the principal buildings of the castle date from the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. A few
structures of the fourteenth century remain, while the outer defenses fronting the town date from
the early eighteenth century.
Before the union with England, Stirling Castle was also one of the most used of the many Scottish
royal residences, very much a palace as well as a fortress. Several Scottish Kings and Queens have
been crowned at Stirling, including Mary, Queen of Scots, in 1542, and others were born or died
there.
There have been at least eight sieges of Stirling Castle, including several during the Wars of Scottish
Independence, with the last being in 1746, when Bonnie Prince Charlie unsuccessfully tried to take
the castle. Stirling Castle is a Scheduled Ancient Monument, and is now a tourist attraction
managed by Historic Environment Scotland.

Stirling Castle and
Robert The Bruce Statue
(above)
Views north to the
Wallace Monument (left)
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With the castle visit concluded, it was time to head back down the hill to the starting point of their day
proper. There was no time to visit more of the important venues in this city of such great historical
significance to Scotland. No time to go north to the Wallace Monument or further south to the Battle
Visitor Center in Bannockburn, which they had skirted late yesterday as they approached Stirling. Perhaps
there were latent plans for a return visit when they might immerse themselves more fully in the history.
Land in the vicinity of Bannockburn town, probably between the Pelstream and Bannock burns
(hence Bannockburn), was the site of the Battle of Bannockburn fought in 1314—one of the pivotal
battles of the 13th/14th century Wars of Independence between the kingdoms of Scotland and
England.
The Battle of Bannockburn on 23 and 24 June 1314 was a victory of the army of King of Scots
Robert the Bruce over the army of King Edward II of England in the First War of Scottish
Independence. Though it did not bring overall victory in the war, which would go on for 14 more
years, it was a landmark in Scottish history.
King Edward invaded Scotland after Bruce demanded in 1313 that all supporters still loyal to ousted
Scottish king John Balliol acknowledge Bruce as their king or lose their lands. Stirling Castle, a
Scots royal fortress occupied by the English, was under siege by the Scottish army. King Edward
assembled a formidable force of soldiers from England, Ireland and Wales to relieve it — the largest
army ever to invade Scotland. This attempt failed when he found his path blocked by a smaller army
commanded by Bruce.
After Robert Bruce killed Sir Henry de Bohun on the first day of the battle, the English were forced
to withdraw for the night. Sir Alexander Seton, a Scottish noble serving in Edward's army, defected
to the Scottish side and informed them of the English camp's position and low morale. Robert Bruce
decided to launch a full-scale attack on the English forces and to use his schiltrons again as
offensive units, a strategy his predecessor William Wallace had not used. The English army was
defeated in a pitched battle which resulted in the deaths of several prominent commanders, including
the Earl of Gloucester and Sir Robert Clifford, and capture of many others.
The victory against the English at Bannockburn is the most celebrated in Scottish history, and for
centuries the battle has been commemorated in verse and art. Though the exact location for the
battle is uncertain, a modern monument was erected in a field above a possible site of the battlefield,
where the warring parties are believed to have camped.

For now, however, it was time to leave Stirling and golf west to
Gargunnock (!) and then—hopefully—on to Kippen for the night.
Just time for a quick ice cream before picking up the narrative as
described by the golfers.
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We arose Thursday morning and did a tour of Stirling castle—a nice way to start the day. After exploring
the cemetery on site, we headed down the backside of the hill the castle is situated on, worked our way
across Craigs roundabout to an open field. How promising! The route we were about to take basically
followed the direction of route A811 from Stirling to Balloch, the route being an old military road dating
back to Roman times. We were leaving Stirling on Day 2 and would arrive in Balloch on Day 4. After an
opening prayer by Lance (or Skip?), Day 2 had begun.
These were Scott’s words as he recalled the start of the second day of the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock golfing adventure across Scotland. They had begun their day with breakfast in the Stirling
Highland Hotel, arranged for their luggage to be taken to Kippen, and then had spent time doing a little
sightseeing. It was a bright, sunny morning – a little too warm in the non-air-conditioned breakfast room,
recalled Skip – and it had been a pleasant, relaxing morning before the day proper began shortly after noon.
The prayer (it was read by Skip) had been written by a neighbor of Shep in West Chester (JR) and had been
intended to precede the sendoff at Skinflats but had been omitted in the general excitement of that
momentous occasion. Now, with a day of golf under their belts and, dare it be said, the relative calm that
increased confidence will bring, the prayer had been remembered and read. Whatever the time and day, the
message was profound and heartfelt; everyone remembered the prayer and its emotional impact.
Chris recalled that he had remembered the prayer as they started golfing proper: We then walked down the
hill, through a cemetery and down to a large traffic circle at the bottom of the hill where we picked up
where we left off the day before. We entered a lovely pasture and that’s when I remembered a prayer JR
Cifani wrote for us (it was intended to be read at the start of the first day). Skip read it and did a great job.
OUR PRAYER
Lord, as we begin this journey together from shore to shore across the nation of Scotland, may you
bless all of the planning and effort that has gone into this idea to serve God’s purposes
somehow.........His purposes for our relationships with each other.....and His purposes for
understanding how to persevere through any trials and challenges that may come our way. We ask
for patience and grace with each other, and the ability to truly enjoy this time together as men.
May this journey have a positive and eternal impact on those we meet and come across during our
time here, on our families and friends, and may this effort help orphans in need throughout the
world find families to care for them. Keep us open to boldly leaning into experiences we may not
anticipate and embrace any challenges that threaten the completion of the journey. As we begin
this morning, we know we’ll face physical and mental challenges, weather, fatigue, maybe even
emotional and spiritual challenges........challenges we can think of....and those we can’t even
imagine. Help us to be persistent and determined to carry on no matter what!
In the Book of James 1 verse 2 it says.....”Consider it pure joy, my brothers and sisters, whenever
you face trials of many kinds, because you know that the testing of your faith produces
perseverance”.
We pray all of these things in Jesus name, Amen.
Bill recalled that the prayer had been very powerful for him as he reminisced about that second morning:
Woke up early as we could. I recall around 9am start? We proceed down to the bottom of town to start the
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day. A prayer was read by Skip to help us GGG’s to continue on this tough journey. The prayer was very
powerful to me as it reminded me of the recent passing of my father a few months prior to the trip. He
thought the idea was silly but interesting at the same time.
So, the six men were feeling uplifted and ready to start golfing once more. Having visited the castle
grounds (but having rejected the $20 entrance fee to the fortress itself), they had left the courtyard, with
some wonderful views across the city and to the south, and walked through the Old Town Cemetery,
passing near the Holy Rude (Cross) Church on the downhill stroll.
The Church of the Holy Rude is the medieval parish church of Stirling, Scotland. The church
was founded in 1129 during the reign of David I, but the earliest part of the present church dates
from the 15th century. As such it is the second oldest building in Stirling after Stirling Castle,
parts of which date from the later 14th century. Stirling Castle has long been a favored
residence of the Scottish monarchs and was developed as a Renaissance palace during the
reigns of the later Stewart Kings. The Church became similarly associated with the monarchy,
hosting royal baptisms and coronations. It is one of three churches still in use in Britain that
have been the sites of coronations.

Earthworks
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As they walked away from the
castle, through the cemetery and
along the Kings Knot/Haining
Path, they had a fantastic view
of the golf course for the day:
lush green fields as far as the eye
could see. Perfect!
They were headed in the general
direction of Craigs Roundabout
in order that they might pick up
exactly where they had finished
the night before. However, since
their hotel was only a half mile
away, they decided to count that

as the starting point for Day Two – and took appropriate penalty strokes. This interpretation of their rules
might be regarded as perfectly acceptable or a little dubious but is perhaps best understood by Scott’s
likening it to taking the cart to the next tee box. In all but the professional ranks, no golfer would take issue
with that use of the golf cart, and no-one would expect the ball to be in play for this short interlude. It can
probably be safely concluded, therefore, that this particular issue will not be a topic for discussion at the
next update of the R&A Decisions on the Rules of Golf.
The golf day did not begin at Criags Roundabout but at another (King’s Knot) which was considerably
smaller than Craigs and about ¾ mile further west at the corner of Dumbarton and Raploch Roads. The
roundabout is named for the adjacent formal gardens of Stirling Castle known as the King’s and Queen’s
Knots, remodeled for Charles I’s coronation in 1633. The earthworks can easily be seen in the picture
(bottom left, opposite) taken from further up the hill during the walk down from the castle.
As they reached the end of the path at Raploch Road, each had to squeeze
their frame and backpacks through a narrow gateway which, it is probably
safe to say, none recognized as a “kissing gate”. A kissing gate is a type of
gate that allows people, but not livestock, to pass through. The normal
construction is a half-round, rectangular or V-shaped part-enclosure with the
free end of a hinged gate trapped between its arms. When the gate is
touching an arm it must be pulled or pushed to pass through. The name
comes from the gate merely "kissing" (touching) the inside of the enclosure
but is often used by couples to enjoy an embrace as one is entering the
enclosure after the other has passed through. It would appear that Bill had no
takers for this ritual but it cannot be determined whether or not Fraser and
Skip were more intimate as they made the transit to the road.
The gardens and the traffic circle were, as had been noted by several of the golfers, on the edge of more
open countryside and right on their planned route towards Gargunnock. What no-one seemed to notice,
however, was that they were very close to an actual golf course, that belonging to Stirling Golf Club.
The Kings Park has been a Royal Park for the Kings and Queens of Scotland dating back over 800
years, and was initially used for hunting. However the Accounts of the Lord Treasurer record that, on
22nd February 1505, James IV, King of Scots, purchased 12 golf balls whilst staying in Stirling Castle,
for his games in the Royal Park.
In 1869 Stirling Golf Club was formed. The original course had consisted of only seven holes, and
competitions were played three times round the links. In 1892 it was changed to a nine-hole course. At
the same time a proper clubhouse was built, and the Members sought to make their dress worthy of
their new premises and from the summer of that year all players could be seen in the new Club
uniform, a red coat with green facings and a green cap of flannel embroidered with ‘S.G.C.’. In 1904
the course was enlarged to 18 holes and was redesigned to the current layout in 1967. Stirling has
developed into a golf course that is both a pleasure to play and a challenge to low and high
handicappers alike.
Despite its history and impressive credentials, the Club feels compelled in its advertising to point out that
“We are 20 mins from Gleneagles, and 45 mins from the Old Course”. This is Scotland, the Home of Golf.
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Skip loved this photo: Shep and I below the
castle in our blue Scotland hats

After everyone had posed for pictures with the imposing Castle
Hill in the background, the first drives of the day were hit long
and straight over large green fields with little in the way of
hazards, other than the length of the grass itself. All six seemed
pleased with their initial drives early that afternoon and set out in
search of the balls to assess their lies for a second shot. They were playing in fields alongside Dumbarton
Road in order to stay south of the River Forth, now well inland, only about 50 feet wide and streaming
fresh water. There were several farm buildings and plowed fields as well as a small number of cows grazing
innocently along their route.
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There were, of course, walls or fences separating each field from its neighbor but these barriers were more
challenging to the golfer as he followed his drive, rather than being much of a hazard to the game itself.
Skip’s perfect drive in front of a
small but admiring gallery.
Notice that Fraser is wearing the
kilt, as Day Two was his day as
planner and captain. He must have
been feeling pretty pleased with
himself at this point with perfect
weather and playable terrain on tap.
Obviously the canny Scot in him
was showing and surely pleased his
travelling companions.

A few challenges for the players

Each golfer had his own take
on those first minutes,
Scott recalls: We each were
able to get off some decent
drives and headed towards our
second shot. Unfortunately, an
unexpected danger lay ahead.
The field had been home to
some cows, but one of them,
much to our dismay, had long
horns, and had perked up at the
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sight of us…BULL!. It didn’t take long for us to pick up from this hazard and play on the north side of the
road—where there were less formidable sheep.
After the tee shot, we all go to our balls and then we notice a bull in the distance. We all hustle out but
forgot to alert Lance. From the safety of the other side of a fence, we call to him and he hustles to safety.
The bull was checking us out but thankfully didn’t do more than that. (Chris). And Bill remembers: Off we
started in a grazing patch of cattle on the edge of town. After hitting a few shots, I noticed a large bull at
the other end of the field. I turned back and Fraser was wearing a bright red shirt! Yelling to everyone this
might not be a good idea we proceeded sideways to the fence line. The cattle stared us down but didn’t
really move. Is red to a bull a myth?
But the most detailed was that of Lance, who experienced the encounter firsthand and more intimately than
the others. More blue skies greeted us at the beginning of day 2 and the early terrain was comparatively
manageable. My most vivid memory of day 2 was my walking up to my second shot of the day. I could
easily see the ball in an open lie and was mindlessly walking toward it. I was so excited to have an easy
find and a rare good lie, I hadn’t noticed that the rest of the group had left our path and was now about 50
yards to my right. When they finally got my attention, I was told to look to my left. There, about 50 feet
away, was the largest bull with the biggest horns I had ever seen in my life. Its eyes were staring at me as
though to say, “take one more step and I will skewer you like a human shish kabob and think nothing of
it”. Needless to say, I took the penalty and walked briskly away from this massive Scottish beast, leaving
my ball as a GGG relic. I guess I better pay more attention.
All the golfers were impressed by the size of this beast, but no
pictures were taken and none made any mention of what
breed it might have been nor made any estimates of its age. It
will be recalled that, while researching the rules on Rights of
Way, reference had been made as to whether farmers could
keep bulls in fields crossed by a right of way. (Bulls up to ten
months – yes; older ones of recognized dairy breeds are
banned). None of the team had felt confident then – or now –
in their ability to quickly assess the bull’s right to be where he
was, and none seemed inclined to start the learning process in
this field.
The description given, however, suggests that they had just met their first Highland Cattle also called longhaired Highland cattle, a Scottish breed descended from the Black Kyloe. They have long horns and long,
wavy, woolly coats that are generally colored red, ginger, or tan. Highlands are raised primarily for their
meat. They originated in the Highlands and Outer Hebrides islands of Scotland and were first mentioned in
the 6th century AD. The first herd book described two distinct types of highland cattle but crossbreeding
between the two has brought about only one registered type. Bulls can weigh up to 1,800 pounds and cows
can weigh up to 1,100 pounds. It is said that the Highland cow (not necessarily the bull!) is renowned for
its friendly nature, often approaching people to demand attention. Despite the fearsome horns, they have
such a good social hierarchy and understanding of their own place within it, that fights never happen.
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None of the GGG, especially Lance, wished to test the social skills of this particular animal and all were
relieved when a fence separated them from this unusual hazard – very large and mobile. It would be an
interesting topic of conversation on the local courses back home but, for now, they would prefer the less
menacing sheep and horses that they found on the other side of the road.
Far less intimidating than the bull but making a similarly vivid
impression on all six of the golfers, was a local jogger who passed
them as they strolled along the safer footpath alongside this first
stretch of Dumbarton Road. It is not obvious whether the bull or the
runner came first, nor which made the greater immediate impression,
but all were agreed that the human form was the one they preferred.
Especially the female human form; a female form about twenty years
of age; and one that was lithe, tall and in good shape.
The following comments are included here without attribution, but it is
sufficient to say that they represent the thoughts of a large majority of
the Gentlemen, albeit gentlemen whose choice of word for “young
lady” is borderline accepted political correctness. Then that hot chick
athlete ran by us. Yes. It was an odd sighting as we mostly saw cows,
sheep and barley fields. She obviously was training for something. 6ft tall and raced by like a sprinter.
XXX thinks all chicks are hot. I think most jogging chicks are. I (someone with quick reflexes) have photos
of her – maybe she’ll make the book?
Fraser’s more colloquial statement made at the time is directly attributable to him alone but ought not be
quoted here. Suffice to say that he used the vernacular popular in the 20th century but less so in the more
recent enlightened years of political correctness, referring to the young lady as being attractive, shapely
and solidly built. As leader for the day, Fraser was dressed in the utility kilt and, while not as captivating as
the jogger, perhaps he felt a kinship to her that made his comparison less overtly sexist and merely an
unprejudiced and impartial opinion.
Through the fields they continued,
fighting the long grass, climbing
more fences and all the time
providing a little light relief for
the farm animals they met along
the way.
After more than an hour of
play, Stirling Castle was still
clearly visible
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They had to leave the fields and play along the road for a while as this presented the only way for them to
cross the busy M9 Motorway. Playing along the Dumbarton Road, however, was not as dangerous as it
might appear as there was a grass verge and a narrow footpath for much of the way. They still needed to be
aware of passing traffic, of course, but the path provided a chance for some decent putts and good
progress. Once west of the M9, they were able to get back in the fields, this time to the south of
Dumbarton Road.

Playing along Dumbarton Road and crossing the Motorway
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This stretch of idyllic countryside between Stirling and Gargunnock occasioned lots of pictures and
memories captured in journal entries, and this section of the route in particular, prompted Shep to describe
one of his favorite aspects of the whole trip and to reflect on adventurers of a different time and place:
I had always wondered how pioneers would see a feature in the distance, walk to it, and then slowly see it
recede into the distance. For me, this was Stirling Castle and Wallace Monument. About a dozen times I
looked back and it kept getting further and further in the distance until we could barely see it. So cool (for
me at least).
Another thing I remember about this Gargunnock Day: Scott took Kippen, the little lamb that the
Shepherd’s Crook had given us and had him riding in his backpack the entire time – his wee little head
popping out.
Farm tracks, wide open fields and comradary seem to capture this part of the journey now approaching 3
o’clock in the afternoon on a beautiful warm day. Long drives, even longer searches for balls in long grass,
some time for a little refreshment and time to take pictures of the more unusual aspects of the trek.
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It was along this part of the route after leaving the main Dumbarton Road to take what was thought to be a
short cut towards Gargunnock that the golfers happened on an unexpected oasis in the secluded isolation
of fields and trees. Both Chris and Scott described it as an office park (specifically, Scotland’s concept of a
professional office park – Chris) and indeed that’s what it was, but only for the past few years. The Touch
Business Center provides office space, event meeting rooms and even some residential buildings in a 15th
century estate “within beautiful parklands but ideally situated only 10 minutes from Stirling City Center”
(unless, of course, it is approached on foot and/or by following a golf ball).

Touch House and Business Centre

The Center offers offices between 500 and 8000 square feet for “small to medium companies”, but only a
couple seem to be occupied. Coincidentally, Level 4 Golf Ltd, a company offering bespoke golfing
headgear and other accessories, was one business in residence. The only other occupant of Touch was a
company with the intriguing title of Pocket Rocket Creative, specializing in advertising and packaging,
mostly aimed at the whisky industry. So, apart from providing a home to two businesses having something
in common with the Thursday afternoon visitors, the Business Center was largely empty and resting more
on its ancestral laurels than its 21st century appeal. Indeed, Touch House and Estate could be proud of its
past.
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The name derives from the Gaelic tulach, meaning hillock, and is first recorded in 1329 in the
form Tulch. The Touch estate was originally the property of the Frasers and a tower house may
have existed from the 14th century. Touch was acquired by Alexander Seton, kinsman of the
powerful Seton family, in the middle of the 15th century, and in 1480 his son Alexander is
recorded as 1st laird of Touch. Elizabeth Seton inherited Touch in 1742, and in 1745 she hosted
Bonnie Prince Charlie at the house. More recently, Touch was inherited by the Seton-Steuart
branch of the family, became a convalescent home during the Second World War but was
subsequently reoccupied by the Buchanans. It is the 18th-century stable block that has since
been converted and leased as offices.
Of more immediate interest to the passing golfers, however, was that they had reason to believe there was a
pub, or at least a café, on site. Rob Paul, a friend tracking their progress on Live Trekker from the States
had texted them to say, “Go left – there’s a pub”. Apparently, there had been such an establishment near
here at one time but alas no longer and the almost deserted buildings didn’t offer much promise for any
form of nourishment. Not even a staff canteen for the office workers or a few candy and drink machines;
nothing but the rather fine building and its surrounding lawns and gardens.
While bemoaning the fact that they had been cheated out of a pub, Shep was nevertheless impressed by the
possibilities that Live Trekker presented, by the empty buildings and even more by what they next
encountered.
But still – technology is so cool. Everything was open for business, but we didn’t see one person and even
played our (foam) golf balls through the office park’s front door and into their courtyard. One of the
businesses there was actually in the business of golf! Then we walked through a path in the woods and Skip
said, ‘What’s that noise’. The next thing we know, he’s gone. A couple minutes later he comes back and says
‘You gotta see this’. We went off the path and saw a small waterfall and a long-abandoned home I presume
(completely grown over). Beautiful!

Scott recalls being similarly impressed: We came across what appeared to be an office park that seemed
quite deserted (google maps had indicated a place to get a drink, but to no avail). After hitting the ball
around the grounds, we made our way down a wooden path and came across a waterfall, its sounds
delighting the forest air around us.
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They had inadvertently stumbled on the Bastion Burn and Touch Glen Walk, a three-mile walk popular
with nearby Stirling families, described in detail in the Stirling City Guide, together with a dozen or more
similar other strolls to fill an hour or two outdoors. A frequent feature in virtually all local and national
newspapers in Britain for decades has been the publication of such walks. Increasingly, the printed word
has been replaced by the digital (and, as in this case, published by a civic entity) but the concept remains
the same – to get city folks into the country, witness its beauty or perhaps its history and culture, and
provide some moderate exercise for the whole family.
Chris himself had more than once been regaled by his in-laws about their early times together in England
when they would often take advantage of the walks published by the Sheffield Star newspaper. Throughout
the long university vacation periods of summer, when Molly would be living at home with her parents in
Sheffield, she would corner the Friday edition of the Star and carefully cut out that week’s walk, usually
covering an area of the beautiful Peak District of nearby Derbyshire. Bob would take the train from his
parents’ home 40 miles away and the two would meet on either Saturday or Sunday to follow the path
described.
The descriptions were usually sufficiently clear and detailed (“Take the #271 bus from Sheffield City
Station to the Traveller’s Rest in Hope and proceed downhill to a dirt lane leading off to the right, etc, etc”)
that the route could easily be followed from its starting point to its destination (often the same spot as most
were “circular” walks). Occasionally an inferior write-up or poor interpretation would result in a longer
afternoon than advertised, but always one thoroughly enjoyed by the young couple in what were then
referred to as their “courting days”. Whatever the distance (usually about ten miles) and the time taken,
with a sandwich lunch and invariably sunny skies, and maybe a few minutes sitting on the grass to admire
the views, it was always a delightful way to spend time together. The tradition of weekend walks continues
in Britain, and the GGG were now participating in at least a small segment of one in central Scotland,
along Touch Glen.
It is perhaps worth reviewing the entire walk as outlined in the Stirling Guide (together with the
accompanying map) to get a sense of the terrain the golfers had entered, brought about by their desire to
avoid climbing an electric fence.
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the Stirling City Guide
Baston Burn and Touch Glen Walk
From Stirling, travel along Dumbarton Road to the roundabout at the King's Knot. Proceed along
the A811 for about 3 miles. Turn to the left on to the Touch Road. After a few hundred yards, park
in the small layby on the right side of the road (A), where the Baston Burn flows under the road.
The route can be awkward in places, particularly when making your way up the Baston Burn. It
isn't suitable for small children as you will have to climb fences, scramble up banks and if you are
not careful, you may get your feet wet. It's worth the struggle and shouldn't present any real
problems.
Climb over the fence and start following the burn upstream into the woods. The banks are steep in
places and you will have to clamber over fallen trees, rocks and dense undergrowth. There isn't a
path to follow and the burn is relatively narrow so, you will find it
necessary to keep switching between the banks. Follow the burn until it takes a sharp turn to the
left through a rocky cleft. As you gradually come up out of the trees you will find yourself on a
forestry track (B). Cross over the track, climb the fence and find a way over the burn. Leave the
burn here and start heading South along the edge of the woods, following the line of the dry stone
dyke.
After a short climb, you can look behind for great views over the River Forth, the Carse and the
hills beyond. It can be boggy underfoot and you may have to keep criss-crossing onto higher
ground. After about a mile you will cross the West Burn and 500 yards further on will come to the
Touch Burn (C).
Start heading down on the right of the burn. Be careful near the edge, where the burn cuts through
a deep gully in the rock. Make your way over the open field for 1/2mile until you see a line of trees
ahead of you. Climb the fence into the woods and follow the low, drystone dyke back towards the
burn. Carefully, make your way down the bank and you should be able to find Gilmour's Linn (D).
It can be difficult to locate but it's well worth finding this dramatic, overgrown, scenic waterfall
which has a deep cave running behind it. Bonnie Prince Charlie is reputed to have hidden here
when fleeing after the Battle of Culloden. Care should be taken while descending to the waterfall as
the bank is steep and covered in loose material.
Just along from the waterfall, the burn drops into a deep gorge and the banks become precipitous.
Make your way back up the right-hand bank and you should be able to find a more defined path.
Keep moving along and
up, eventually climbing over the fence, into the field (E). Proceed down the hill, in the direction of
the burn. You will see Touch House through the trees ahead of you and get a great view over
Stirling and the Ochils. Cross the burn over a well-maintained wooden bridge and follow the track
on the opposite side (F). Leave the track as it turns off to the left and continue downhill, walking
diagonally towards the white cottage (G), where you can get back on to the Touch Road. Turn left
and walk 1/3mile along the road to get back to the starting point.
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Although perhaps unfamiliar with some of the terms used (carse – flat, alluvial land; dyke – low
embankment; linn – waterfall), the six men would undoubtedly recognize many of the points of interest
(such as Touch House, their starting point) and probably encountered some of the hazards (fences, steep
river banks and dense undergrowth) listed in the guide. And, of course, the sight that everyone
remembered, the Gilmour’s Linn. Not only had they found a favorite place for locals to take a walk in the
country but once again they had traveled in the footsteps of Bonnie Prince Charlie. Somewhat
surprisingly, the Touch Glen Walk made no mention of the ruined house that the team had seen. Maybe
one of the more civic-minded members of the group would provide their information to the Stirling City
Guide (inStirling.com) for its next revision of the walk!

Eerie structure abandoned to the forest.
Chris recalled the journey to and through the forest: We played along roads, through some pretty nice
fields, had to cross a lot of fences (more than any other day – got old trying to find new ways to do so), and
spent an hour trying to figure out how to cross a section of the map on a shortcut to the road to
Gargunnock (3 sides of an electrical fence – huge pain in the butt). After that there was kind of a mutiny –
2 guys took the road and 4 took cross-country. We parallel each other with about ¼ mile in-between us
until finally meeting up.
Bill, too, fondly recalled this part of Scotland despite his worsening knee problems and a club showing
premature signs of age: This was a beautiful stretch of countryside. Just how you expect to imagine
Scotland I thought. Onward swing after swing, ball after ball. My knee was getting worse. I pressed on.
Often in tears. I would hide them of course to not show weakness to the others. I knew this would be my
last day. We pressed on through the fields and roads. The bottom of my club was showing destruction from
pavements and rocks. Not your typical club from the bag but an adjustable club with collapsible shaft.
Emerging from the trees and
dense foliage of the Walk, they
were in more open country. They
were still in the Garshellach
Forest (part of “Forestry and
Land Scotland”) but were in an
area that had been harvested and
re-planted for future growth.
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Now out of the darkness of the dense
forest, they were surprised to see that they
still had amazing views to the east and
could clearly spot the imposing Stirling
Castle, as well as some significant hills on
the north side of the Forth. Perhaps the
surprise was tinged with a touch of
despondency as they were still less than
three miles from their starting point and
had been golfing for over three hours.
Hopefully the more open land would
allow for some improvements in progress.
It was here that the “mutiny” (Shep’s word) took place. Others described it merely as a “choice” between
alternative routes to cover the next quarter mile. Dumbarton Road was only a few hundred feet north
across the field and four of the group decided to take this level ground for a while. Scott and Shep,
however, opted for what Shep called a construction road (more likely a Forestry Commission track) that
rose steeply to the west and south.
The next area was a mile-long field and Scott and I broke off and took the ‘high road’ – a construction
road up a huge hill (exhausting climb). We launched about a dozen balls from this height – really cool to
see how far they flew and reminded me of Fraser and my first hill launching decades earlier. Bill also
broke out the drone here. I got video and photos of the drone sent up to us. Cool. Or as Scott recalled: At
another point on this trip—one could either golf across fields or work their way up the mountain to the
side and hit golf balls off the top to the fields below (which we did). The drone was dutifully capturing all
this on film.

The wide field and the forestry road heading up hill
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The view from the top. There are golfers down there.
Left to Right: Skip, Lance, Fraser (in red), Bill

Sco and Skip about to hit very long drives. FORE!!
The “mountain” was maybe 300 feet higher than the low-lying field and road and the track climbed steeply
before reaching a sharp drop to more fields perhaps as much as 300 feet below and, coincidentally, crossed
by the “Old Military Road” that the initial planning had identified so many months earlier. So, the mutiny
provided a more relaxing journey for four and a tiring but exhilarating diversion for two – until all six were
together again on the flat lands that would lead them to Gargunnock.
It was on this stretch, after all six were reunited,
that a huge, recently ploughed field provided the
Gentlemen with not only some excellent golf but
some amazing pictures of the surrounding
countryside, courtesy of Bills’ drone camera.
One particular aspect of the area also prompted
Shep to recall one of the “Rules”, although on
subsequent review of the GGG Gameplay, no
such ordinance has been found.
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Shortly after we were confronted by a flock of dozens of sheep and lambs. Also in this field we figured out
‘the system’ to not having to search so long for golf balls: One guy hits while another guy is in the distance
about where he thinks the hitter will hit to, spots the ball and gets ready to hit while another guy hustles
forward to where he thinks the guy will hit it to, and thus it went – kind of like leapfrog. Sometimes we’d
have someone do all the hitting for 15 minutes while one or both of the other guys on his team for the day
acted as spotter. That area popped out into a giant field where we could swing away. In the distance was
an abandoned mansion – I almost used my ‘everyone gets one I want to go there’ card, but it really was a
long way away, so Bill suggested the drone. Some pretty cool video. We played a while through this field
and upon trying to hop over a fence and creek, Scott got caught up in barbed wire and Dr. Skip bandaged
him up.
Scott had similar images: After more sheep encounters (a herd of them bleating past us at one point), we
came across vast stretch of open fields and hay bales where we could pull the driver out for the first time.
Bill would send the drone out exploring the vast open skies. As the route became less open again, I
managed to trip on some 600-year-old rusty barbwire. Of course, I had lightened my backpack from the
day before and chose to leave behind of all things—my first aid kit…. luckily, our resident doctor Skip
tended to my injury and we ventured on.
Bill, too, remembered the overhead video—and the first casualty of the trip: We came across an
abandoned house about 2 miles off. I sent the drone over to take a look. The footage turned out to be pretty
interesting. Guessing the home was a few hundred years old. Shortly after this discovery our first injury
occurred. Scott managed to scrape up his leg on a rusty barbwire fence. First aid was administered by Dr
Skip and informed Scott he will live. Onward we go.

The drone images were indeed spectacular and spanned a total of about seven minutes of flying. The
golfers and their apparent meandering across the enormous field are clearly visible and each is identifiable
as they hit the ball, follow its progress and act as spotters further along the “fairway”. Nearby woods and
roads are also clearly shown from the air as are distant hills and neighboring farmsteads and homes. The
abandoned mansion that Shep so wanted to visit is the focus of about a minute of footage and its
architecture, style and size—as well as those of its outbuildings—are seen in great detail.
It is perhaps surprising, therefore, that no such easily identifiable structure is seen on the excellent Google
maps or Google Earth. It is possible, of course, that time has taken its toll and that the buildings don’t
appear on satellite pictures taken more recently; or, perhaps the sheer difficulty of comparing overhead
shots complicates the issue. Or maybe, just maybe, recent attempts to identify the mansion—and hence its
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history—have been looking in the wrong place!
They had recently left the Touch Estate (with its waterfall and dense forestation) and were headed towards
Gargunnock, which also boasted a huge estate centered around the 18th century mansion, Gargunnock
House. The two are only a couple of miles apart—and probably bordered one another in the past, so it
would seem likely that the abandoned site was part of one of these estates. Maybe it was a major guest
house or the main building for the caretakers or farmers on an estate. To this point, however, all that can be
said is that Shep’s “I want to go, we all must go” rule was not followed on foot but by air and the rather
grand house has only been positively identified on film from Bill’s drone.

Six golfers in the ploughed field and the mysterious abandoned mansion. All in beautiful countryside.
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As mentioned, this large open field (and presumably the mysterious mansion) were close to the Old
Military Road that they had become familiar with in their route planning. This road—at first little more
than a farm track—would take them directly west to the village of Gargunnock.
Although it is known as an old military road, much of the route certainly predates military
improvements to the road network. When the road was originally built is unknown; it first
appears on maps as part of Roy's Military Survey of Scotland (1747-1755). However,
settlements along the line of the route can be seen on earlier maps and the old bridge over the
Leckie Burn has a date of 1673 on its parapet. Gargunnock was feued (land granted) from
around 1726 onwards and old feu documents are said to refer to the village's main street as
the Kings Highway.
The line of this old route has evolved over time. Roy's map shows the road running past
Gargunnock House before it crosses the Gargunnock Burn and heads up the village's main
street. It is thought that the road was realigned away from Gargunnock House in 1759. As the
Old Statistical Account (1795) states the Military Road had been made 30 or 40 years before,
it seems possible that the diversion could have been part of works necessary to upgrade the
old route so that it met military requirements.
From 1770 to 1784 there were military working parties on the road mainly doing realignment
work. The Old Bridge which carries Main Street, Gargunnock over the Gargunnock Burn is
said to date from around 1775. After 1790 the army disclaimed further responsibility and the
road became the responsibility of the county. By 1817, maps show Gargunnock village to have
been by-passed by the creation of a new road leaving the village north-west.
But the Old Military Road (and all roads and fields leading up to
this point) had taken its toll on one not-so-old golfer, and a halfmile short of Gargunnock Shep noted that Bill was really hurting
and the guys saw a sign for Gargunnock’s Garden and so the 4
went down this big hill and Bill and I took the main road into
town.
Bill saw the situation similarly: Just before town I really started to
struggle with my knee. We were close to 32 miles in 2 days so far.
As I was slowing way down it was obvious I was holding up the
group. I kept going pushing myself to my limit. Shep approached
me and took my backpack to help. This really was a move of
humanity to me. I was really appreciative of his kindness and team
work to help me. Shep is a good man. He sported the pack on his
front while his on his back. Another few miles we made
Gargunnunck.
Actually, they were only a mile or so from the center of the small
village but to Bill it must have seemed like the “few miles” he
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described. Despite his pain, however, he was still
able to be amused by his friend’s antics as they
covered those final yards into town. As we
approached Gargunnuock I noticed Shep walking
erratically in the road. Back and forth, right turns,
several steps, the left turns and random shit. When I
caught up to him, I was like WTF (apparently an old
military abbreviation for “What on earth do you
think you are doing?”) Shep? He informed me people
were watching him on live tracker and he was
writing their name! Sending messages via tracker.
OK whatever man. I thought he was losing his mind.
Not exactly, all Shep was attempting was to spell the
names “Liz” and “Bob” for those assumed to be
watching on Live Trekker. A good guess by Bill, nevertheless.
Meanwhile Scott, Lance, Skip and Fraser had taken a slight detour to visit Gargunnock House, yet another
of those elegant Scottish estate homes, now providing luxury overnight accommodation and fine dining.
“The 16th and 17th century house has in recent years been sympathetically and extensively restored.
Two thousand acres of farm and moorland surround the house on all sides providing a quiet peaceful
haven. Parkland, formal gardens, rhododendron and azalea studded woodlands, a walled garden, a
dovecote and hundreds of mature and rare trees surround the house”. These gardens are open to the
public on Wednesdays throughout the summer months, but the fact that today was Thursday didn’t stop the
four entering the impressive gates, hitting a few down the long driveway and taking a 20 minute look
around the “wildlife area where the foliage looks like something out of Jurassic Park, the leaves of gigantic
size” (Scott). Skip had earlier commented on the size and unusual growth of many of the trees, while both
he and Fraser just had to pose next to some huge ground plants. They also were able to get a distant shot of
the House itself.
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It was close to 6pm when the four trespassers caught up with Shep and Bill and all six met again, now in
the village of Gargunnock (population 912). The myth that had built up around this village and the
monster of the same name has been well documented, as have the tales of witchcraft written on the
Gargunnock Village History web site. So, it is perhaps not too surprising that, in addition to relief at
making it this far in daylight, there was more than a little apprehension amongst the golfers as they passed

Me, Lance, Fras, Scott with the Gargunnock
signs on the sides! Another favorite of Skip’s.
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the parish church and entered the main street. At least they had made it so far without any outward
indication that the gargunnock was casting any particularly nasty spells and the Number Three had not
reared its head.

But, wait a minute. One of the six had sustained minor injuries only a few miles outside the village. And
another was suffering badly with his knees and may have to end this trip in Gargunnock. Coincidence?
Probably: and that’s only TWO so they were probably going to be Okay and make it through this hamlet.
On the other hand……….. Fate (and a couple of wonky knees) had caused the six-man team to split up
only a thousand yards from the parish church, with one THIRD arriving ahead of the rest. Was that the
third THREE (admittedly the reciprocal but nevertheless containing the dreaded integer)? If so, was that
the end; had the gargunnock used all arrows in its quiver and, with all its sting spent, must now retreat to
die?
In all the research on this character, there had never been any mention as to what would or could happen
when the third mythical shoe had dropped. Was it over and nothing worse could happen? Could the
gargunnock “go around again” and inflict three more degrees of misery? Could he (surely it was the male
of the species who wrought this mayhem) call for reinforcements and bring another gargunnock to
continue the mission; did he have a whole army at his disposal, waiting in the hedgerows and bushes for
the signal to attack?
But the village that bore its name – Gargunnock – seemed such a quiet
and peaceful place at six on a pleasant summer evening in June. Its
main street heading west over the Burn and then climbing more steeply
past the Village Store and rows of white-painted terrace houses looked
more welcoming than foreboding, despite being almost deserted.
Surely this wasn’t the lair of a monstrous beast, nor the home of the
character that had haunted Shep for 25 years (and his companions for
the past many months); causing sleepless nights and a disproportionate
– but very real – fear of the number 3? No! They had made it, almost
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unscathed, and the gargunnock had been tamed, never more to intimidate locals or visitors. They
continued safe in the knowledge that future cross-country golfers could pass through with impunity and
without fear of harassment.
But, being rid of its monster did not make Gargunnock devoid of history and its place in the annals of
Scotland and, in particular, of some of its more prominent families and native sons. Since this pleasant
village midway between the country’s largest cities had played such an important part in attracting this
team of golfers to Scotland, it is perhaps fitting to briefly review its past prior to its new-found fame.
A History of Gargunnock
Westbound out of the historic city of Stirling the A811 road to Loch Lomond parallels the
south bank of the River Forth as it meanders around the moors and carse lands which were
once part of the ancient Caledonian Forest. Four miles from the city the road veers to the
north-west along the "New Turnpike Road", a Military Road constructed in the wake of the
1745 Jacobite Rebellion.
All that remains of the "Great Road to Stirling", that ran through the centre of the village, is
a track running across the field to Redhall where it intersects with a country lane which leads
to the village church. Originally the road ran through the policies of Gargunnock estate past
Gargunnock House prior to heading out westwards towards the village. Gargunnock has a
rich historical background, which is inextricably entwined with the Estate.
To the north of the House, close by the River Forth is the "Peel of Gargunnock", a tower
built to guard the ford over the river, that was captured by the English invaders during the
early stages of the War of Scottish Independence. It was taken in 1297 by William Wallace
(“Braveheart”) who mounted an attack on the stronghold, vanquished the enemy garrison
and demolished the peel tower. Immediately to the south of village, in the lee of the
Gargunnock Hills, is a rampart known as Kier Hill where Wallace is said to have posted
himself during the skirmishes.
In 1470 the lands of Gargunnock were owned by Alexander Hepburn, but by 1513 they had
passed to Ninian Seton. The Seton Family, one of Scotland's grandest and oldest, held the
lands for a little over a hundred years and also held the nearby Touch Estate from 1420 to
1928.
After the Setons, the Estate passed to the Campbells and then the Stirlings, two more of the
prestigious families in Scotland. The Stirlings were an instrumental clan in the 18th Century
Jacobite Risings and James Stirling fought against America in 1812 later becoming
Governor of Western Australia.
It would appear that, following more than 600 years of contribution to the history of Scotland, England and
the United Kingdom, the 20th Century brought more tranquil times for Gargunnock and it settled into
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the United Kingdom, the 20th Century brought more tranquil times for Gargunnock and it settled into the
peaceful, almost idyllic village described in the Village History newsletter:
It’s an area of high scenic value with plenty of local walks through Gargunnock & Leckie estates or
beyond, through Boquhan estate, to the neighbouring village of Kippen. The hills behind the
village afford splendid views of the carse and beyond. There is as good a community spirit about the
place, with a dedicated hardworking core of volunteers keeping the important institutions going. An
Annual Gala, Flower Show and a Christmas Concert help to bring everyone together and there are
organizations to suit most tastes in the newly refurbished and extended Community Centre.
Until today! Six middle-aged men,
two wearing kilts but obviously not
native stock, were marching up Main
Street, posing for pictures alongside
the village speed limit sign and next to
the stone bridge over Gargunnock
Burn. And each was carrying a golf
club with which they would
occasionally hit a ball further up the
village toward the only pub in town.
No wonder heads were turned, and
questions asked by the few who were
out wrapping up their vocational
pursuits for the day and minding their
own business.
Bill recalled: The locals were looking at us funny as they never have seen
us before. Wearing matching shirts, they were confused on what we were
doing. We did explain to a few including handing out the poker chips
with our logo. And both Scott and Shep made note of the fact that the
first person they spoke to quickly gave them a lesson in Gaelic – or at
least in the local pronunciation of the name of the village that was now
their host.
For months – in some cases – years, the Gentlemen Gouffers of
Gargunnock had given each syllable of their adopted title approximately
equal weight. Gar – gun – nock. Just as they might pronounce their
hometowns in the Midwest: West Ches-ter; At -lan-ta; three syllables,
none more important than the others. (There are those who might
suggest that West Chester takes a little emphasis on “West” and that
Atlanta sometimes features a stronger second syllable, but in neither case
is the emphasis too strong).
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“Gar- GUN -uck” corrected the local lady, “Gar-GUN-uck”. The first syllable was more like a hard “G”,
almost swallowing the next two letters. Virtually all the emphasis was on the middle of the word (GUN)
and the final syllable was practically an afterthought and could almost have been covered by the single
letter “k”, requiring no vowel. Again, others familiar with the village name might have placed a slightly
emphasis on each syllable and may have been more or less forceful on the middle, but this was good
enough for the Gentlemen and they left the helpful lady to find somewhere to eat – practicing the new
found skill as they went. “Gar-GUN-uck, Gar-GUN-uck, Gar-GUN-uck, Gar-GUN-uck, Gar-GUNuck, GGUNk”
The Gargunnock Inn (where the bartender was able to confirm that their newly-acquired pronunciation of
the village name was correct) was only a few yards up the Main Street, almost opposite the Village Store
and at the bottom of the white-painted terrace. As they settled at their table around 6:30 they were just in
time for the Early Evening menu (3 Courses for under £15) which provided a large enough selection for
most but was supplemented by a large variety of meat and fish dishes for those with larger cravings.
Having lived on snacks and whatever they carried in their backpacks since leaving Stirling, most had
worked up a healthy appetite – and an even healthier thirst. Deuchars IPA Draught (“Deep amber color
with a thick two finger head”) seemed to be the pint of choice for most to accompany the meal and a few
were consumed before 8:30 when they staggered out into the street to continue their journey.

Actually, not everyone continued the journey as planned, as Bill’s knees forced him to call it a day – and a
week. His disappointment was obvious:
This is where I stopped the trip myself. I just couldn’t handle the knee pain. Fraser and I took a cab to the
next stop for the night. He had split in half one of his hiking boots. He was done for the day. The group
was split into 2 at 2 different B and B’s. Our B and B host actually drove us around to restaurants that
night! She was awesome! After a rough night of sleep day 3 was coming. I was done. I was disappointed. I
was depressed. I was luggage boy going forward.
Shep covered the remaining time in Gargunnock in these words: We had a great dinner and then Fraser
and Bill took a cab to Kippen while the rest of us broke out the glow in the dark golf balls and marched
forward. OH – we met a nice teacher who lectured us on all sorts of things, including a brief history of
Celtic, Irish and Scottish. She also reminded us that Gargunnock is a village not a town! We then passed a
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man coming out of his home who three times said “Dooon’t gooo” – meaning don’t head into the
darkness. All of us were a little freaked out – like American Werewolf of London/the moors where the Yank
was allowed to head out when the locals knew the werewolf was about/full moon. The teacher told him to
hush and hurried us along while one of us asked ‘Wait, what do you mean’ and she said, ‘don’t worry
about him’.
Scott’s recollection was surprisingly similar and echoed the concern that perhaps the gargunnock had not
been totally tamed and there might still be trouble ahead as dusk turned to night in the remaining 3 ½
miles of fading light. After a good meal we headed out. An old woman met our acquaintance and told us
of a path that would take us from Gargunnock to Kippen, where we were planning on staying for the night.
As we made our way towards the edge of town, a gentleman came out of his house, pointing towards the
hills and said “don’t go…. too late….”. The woman seemed to brush his concerns aside, but he repeated
“don’t go…too late”. At this point, the legend of Gargunnock became all too real for us, and as we said
good-bye to the woman as we embarked on the path, we wondered—was the woman a much needed guide
or a wraith in disguise leading us to our demise?

Kippen
Ominous words indeed but what could they do but follow the designated path and hope. Not only that it
did in fact take them to Kippen but that it also was monster-free and devoid of any traps or hidden
hazards. One leg injury and two knees no longer up to the task were enough for one day; the four
remaining simply wanted to reach the Cross Keys able-bodied and intact. Despite some trepidation,
however, it appears that the four of them enjoyed that final two hours of the day as they followed the path
for much of the way through Leckie and beyond, taking to the fields on occasion for some more open
golf.
The fields provided them with more opportunities to get close to the wildlife of the area (sometimes a
little too close for some) and gave Shep chance to give his team mates a scare.
We played along a long path at the top of the town to Kippen (through Leckie). Through a field of cows (I
walked through the herd – a couple of them I think were young males) but the other 3 guys skirted them.
When I got to the other side of a fence, I walked along with the cows and then they saw the other 3 and
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