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Extreme Pipe Smoking: Maol Bhuidhe, 
Bendronaig & Bearnais 17-20/01/19 

By Sergeant Matron 

ñGreat things are done when men and mountains meet.ò 

- William Blake 

O 
nce in a while a chap gets itchy 
winter feet; witchy feet per-
haps, if one was to create a 
new portmanteau word so com-

monplace amid the hoi polloi these days?  
Not long into our rather dreary winter I 
was enjoying an evening around a bothy 
fire with The Beast.  We were smoking a 
bowl and sampling some of his óFamous 
Paraffinô (aka óFamous Grouseô and sur-
prisingly palatable after 8 or 10 drams, 
Ed.) whilst doing a spot of semi-coherent 
ritualistic moaning, a staple of the 
bothying chap.  Not an uncommon occur-
rence you may say, however, the subject 
of our invective was not one of the usual 
topics of bothy banter.  No chaps, our 
concern was meteorological in nature 
and in particular the predominantly wet 
and windy weather we now seem to ex-
perience during the winter season.  We 
both regaled the lack of clear cold days and long lasting snow i.e. 
a óproper winterô where as youths we used to scrape ice off of 
the inside of our windows after getting dressed before getting up 
etc., although The Beast beat me hands down by saying that 
socks were for sissies in his house and the resultant chill blains 
(Crikey whatever happened to those?  Amazing how fashions 
change, Ed.) were a badge of honour, making me a Southern 
Jessy one supposes.   

To our delight a spot of proper winter weather was forecast for 
mid-January so I quickly hatched a plan for a spot of Extreme 
Pipe Smoking by bagging Maol Bhuidhe and a couple of other 
remote smoking shelters, before emerging from the yearned icy 
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A splendid dose of proper winter. 
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wastes to rendezvous at Inverð
the coldest bothy in the worldð 
just in case I had not had 
enough of icy wastes by then.  
Getting rather excited by the 
prospect and even a tad ahead 
of myselfðgiven the short 
daysðI opted for the long way 
round via the Falls of Glomach. 

Insertion by omnibus       
Due to the linear nature of my 
wanderings and not being able 
to afford a helicopter ride, I opt-
ed for the famed Citylink 916 
omnibus for my insertion point at 
Loch Duich.  As the bus trav-
ersed Glen Shiel, conditions 
looked most wintery indeed, with 
a significant amount of snow and 
sub-zero conditions.  Rather 
pleasingly as it turned out, the 
bus driver (who looked like heôd 

Basecamp Glomach: camped above the falls. 

been poured into the cockpit and allowed to set) was a chatty fellow and inquired if I was ódoing the Cape Wrath Trailô.  
ñAvast sir!ò said I, ñDo I look like a Cameron McPish acolyte?  No my good man, Iôm doing the Bothy Flake trail!ò  To 
which he enigmatically replied: ñAye, we get a lot of you hill smoker types through this way these days, but mostly in 
the summer.ò  Or was it just a winter dream?  Whatever, the rotund bus driver chappie was certainly a more amiable 
fellow than certain other, unmentionable, omnibus pilots that the Pipe Club has to contend with once in a while. 

A winter wonderland                       
It was splendid to be free of the bus and its rather whiffy WC whose stench was, fortunately, expunged rapidly by the 
clear, bracing mountain air.  I did not have a mercury-in-glass on my person but safe to say it was óa tad chillyô verging 
on ôbastard coldô as I headed northwest into the expanse that is erroneously named óInverinate Forestô (apart from the 
Forestry Commision doing their worst with their gymnosperm plague thereôs nary tree for miles) in the direction or the 
Falls of Glomach.  Talking of bastards, the creature that was on clinging on my back resembled said description and I 
would be glad to consume and burn some of the contents ASAP.   

Due to the midday start and short day length I had to also take 
my wee tent for this trip as reaching the mighty Maol Bhuidhe 
(Yes, synonymous with óbothy bawbusterô, Ed.) by nightfall was 
simply out of the question.  Progress was also slowed by the 
fresh snow as the path climbed to the Bealach na Sr¸ine, a mag-
nificent, airy expanse of snow and ice where, aside from a few 
red deer, nothing else moved.  The fine weather was a joy, but 
with the sky beginning to bruise at 15:30 I was forced to camp 
(Oh Lordy, Ed.) atop the Falls of Glomach. 

After digging out a space for my wee tent campsite chores be-
came urgent in the gloaming.  By the time Iôd filled my water 
bottles and got into my tent for a bowl they already had slushy 
ice forming in them.  My first bowl of the dayðSG Navy Flake- 
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ñHe who marvels at the beauty of the world in summer will find equal cause 
for wonder and admiration in winter.ò 

 - John Burroughs 
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was proving to be most useful in thawing out frozen digits.  
On that note what two tobaccos (Other than Bothy Flake 
of course, er, making three baccies, Ed.) would you take 
dear reader on an extended hill trip?  Letters to the Editor 
please.  This is a considerable challenge, perhaps an even 
greater challenge than the hike to Maol Bhuidhe itself, and 
aside from my Bothy Flake I opted for Navy Flake and a 
fine aged tin of the now defunct Dunhill Deluxe Navy Rolls.  
Perhaps a contentious choice as many chaps are familiar 
with the similarities of NF and BF, but Iôm an unapologetic 

slave to SG flakes. 

Descending to Iron Lodge          
Twas truly a frigid night that was only kept at bay by my 
trusty Feuerhand hurricane lantern and although remain-
ing sub-zero the morning was a bright affair.   

The descent path from atop the falls was a simple enough 
route but the odd icy stretch meant that some extra care 
when placing oneôs boots was required.  The descent gives 
a chap a magnificent view of the precipitous 371ft falls.  

By the time I reached Iron 
Lodgeðwhich marks the Glen El-
chaig road endðthe sun had made 
a sustained and welcome appear-
ance for a light luncheon and a 
bowl. 

Maol Buidhe          
From Iron Lodge to Maol Bhuidhe 
it was still about four snowy miles 
with a relatively stiff climb up to 
Coire aô Chadha Ruaidh M·r before 
the terrain levelled off into a mag-
nificent lonely glen frequented by 
few hill smokers.  I do not mind 
admitting that it was with some 
relief that I shoved open Maol 
Bhuidheôs door and quickly organ-
ised tea and a bowl of Bothy Flake.  
Was this the first time that our 
club blend has been puffed in this 
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Maol Bhuidhe, a rather splendid and rather remote rudimentary shelter. 


