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Dazboôs Birthday Bash: Insane in Dulnain, 04/02/17 
The asylum at Dulnain. 

Long walk to a heidroom... 

A 
s chaps and mice say: best 
laid plans often go awry and 
all that.  And so it was the 
case for Dazboôs birthday 

beano that was, admittedly, organ-
ised at rather short notice.  The orig-
inal plan was for a trip to Stag, but a 
poorly reeking chimney betrayed 
some occupants desperately trying 
to coax some heat out of wet wood.  
Since the chaps didnôt like the cut of 
their jib, another hasty plan was 
hatched to make for the hills and 
head for Dulnain. 

A groaning in the gloaming 

Amid much chuntering, the chaps set 
off over heidcase pass or some such 

amid snow flurries with the gloaming already well advanced.  In 
fact, half an hour out of Stag it was already dark with occasional 
relief from a crescent moon amid scudding clouds.  During the brief 
stop at Stag, Tealight discovered that he had lost two beers to 
pack abrasion (Tut, tut, schoolboy error.  Bothy points deducted, 
Ed.) and his curry base gravy had also made a bid for freedom 
amid his spare kecks.  At least he would not have to worry about 
hiding his skid marks on this trip...  Not an auspicious start. 

For those chaps whom have visited this particular rudimentary 
shelter before, they will be aware of some aqueous devilment in 
the form of a river crossing just before the bothy is reached.  A 
splendid false sense of security is delivered by a rickety suspension 
bridge over a tributary that on this occasion was iced over for 
some extra spice.  Then the real river is quickly reached.  River 
crossings in the pitch black with ice and snow covered rocks are a 
rare treat for the vagabond dying of thirst at a late hour.  The gait-

(Continued on page 2) 

Dulnain scorecard (out of 5): 

 

Building fabric = 

  

Fireplace  = 

  

Facilities  = 

 

Cosiness  = 

 

Pipe friendliness =
    

 
May, 2017  VOL 6 ISSUE  2 

ñThis grand show is eternal.  It is always sunrise somewhere; the dew is never dried all 
at once; a shower is forever falling; vapor is ever rising.  Eternal sunrise, eternal dawn 
and gloaming, on sea and continents and islands, each in its turn, as the round earth 
rolls.ò 

 - John Muir 
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erwise chap fared well, but the rest simply could not be 
comforted after a freezing ñSAKE MIN!ò dash across the 
river that would presently see the mantelpiece resembling 
a low-to-mid quality boot museum. 

Negative Thermal Index 

Due to that little-understood phenomenon of the NTI 
(Just ask Bingae, heôll óexplainô it to you, for a goodly 
whileé Ed.) the bothy was colder on the inside that it 
was outside.  The fireplace also showed signs of general 
neglect and lack of use as it was filled with soaking wet 
cement-like ash that had to be carefully excavated by 
Matron prior to successful flagration.  With 25kg of coal 
supplemented with copious dry wood that was gallantly 
retrieved by a resourceful Dazbo (What, being a bothy-
bitch on his birthday weekend?!  Shame on the oafly 
blaggards, Ed.) the NTI was soon to be reversed with a 
most agreeable civilising cosiness arriving in time for 
some well deserved scran.  Once again, Tealight - once 
heôd stopped whingeing about the walk in - was on curry 
duty.  His tantrums were most enjoyable and only ceased 
when Matron thrust a beer in his general direction as 
compensation for 50% of his earlier schoolboy error.  

With a chumly smile returned to his tired pus equilibrium 
was, once again, almost restored. 

Bothy Life (no, not the telly programme) 

After dinner and port, Tealight pulled out his guitar and 
rather splendidly he had a wee surprise in store for the 
chaps.  No, not the fact that he can actually play guitar 
(In a rudimentary busker fashion if one was to be charita-
ble, Ed.) but the fact that he had composed his own tune 
called óBothy Lifeô (See page 4 for the lyrics, Ed.).  The 
first rendition was a storming success but the later at-
tempts less so as Tealight, rather like onions, is a lot 
stronger before pickling. 

The evening wore on in fine fashion and there was nary a 
sign of a knobber (Well the outdoor variety at least, Ed.) 
or more importantly the Cylons as it is well known that 
Dulnain is a hot spot for Cylon activity.  This could have 
been a drastic problem since no one had brought the es-
sential tin foil, so the chaps would have been defenceless 
if the Toasters had turned up.  In fact, despite the grum-
bling about the walk, everyone made it out intact after a 
rather splendid moot.     (Continued on page 3) 

Insane in Dulnain cont. 

Insane in the Dulnain: the inmates get down to some serious bothy business. 
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