
Pipes smoked in a locked 
Monadhliath not -so- 
rudimentary  shelter: Raitts 
Bothy review, 29/12/12  
 

Three KPC members rendezvoused at the óVadinerô, Newtonmore for 
a swift oil -change before a pre-Hogmanay bothy bash.  It should have 
been four members, but Colonel Hydrocarbon decided to 
unashamedly chase floozies instead (bothy points deducted and a 
note made in the ledger, Ed.) The intended rudimentary shelter for 
the moot was the splendid óRaspberry Cottageô; so in time-honoured 
fashion the Chaps set off to park at Balavil House.  Upon arrival, the 
Chaps were greeted by Alan Macpherson-Fletcher, owner of the 
magnificent Balavil, who was busy working under a splendid tweed 
cap in pursuit of a crack squad of Talpa europaea that had been 
having a subterranean party under his lawn.   
 

Whilst chatting to Alan it transpired that he was the Laird of the 7,000 
acre Balavil Estate that was home to Raspberry Cottage.  The Chaps 
had met Alan a year or so ago at a previous pre-KPC Raspberry 
Cottage moot, so he suggested we use his locked bothy known as 
óRaittsô for the night .  Of course at the chance of bagging a new bothy 
the Chaps did not need a second invitation, especially when Alan said 
that there was no  need to carry coal in as Raitts was well stocked 
with logs and peat.  Alan explained where the keys were located and 
the Chaps set off with gusto up through the woods and onto a bleak 
track with a rapidly b ruising sky that threatened snow.  
 

With keys located and various shutters removed, a marvellous bothy 
was revealed.  The Chaps could hardly believe their luck as a huge 
pile of dry logs and peat was rapidly turned into a veritable inferno in 
the massive fireplace (just as well they had a Fire General with them, 
Ed.).  The cosy wood-panelled bothy was well-appointed with a long 
tartan-tablecloth bedecked table, comfy chairs, dead things adorning 
the walls and even a gramophone so that the Chaps could dispense 
with that digital MP3 nonsense and play an assortment of fine 78s!  
Further exploration revealed bottles of Claret, fine Port, whisky and 
flushing toilet ï rudimentary shelter heaven for the weary Chap. 
 

With the gloaming bringing snow flurries the Chaps soon fired-up 
bowls of a fine aromatic or two adding a  sweet fragrance to the 
supplement the heady scent of peat and wood smoke. 
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Top Chap tips:  Donôt throw away your dottle.  Instead keep it for use on your 
model railway layout as r ealistic - looking track ballast.  
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Blizzard at Raitts Bothy  

 
 

 
With the snow-laden gale howling and the whisky flowing, Bingae 
led the charge with bowl , dram and ógreen-aromaticô.  However, 
the writing was on the wall as his magnificent pipe -pus was soon 
usurped by a bad case of óGPSô (see p.2), as his eyelids rapidly 
headed in a chemically-induced southerly direction.  This was a 
classic case of ñthe light that burns twice as bright burns only half  
as longò, and soon after jettisoning his Vadiner meal into a handy 
wooden receptacle, Bingae sidled off into the false haven of his 
sleeping bag, for even in his befuddled state he knew that it was 
only a matter of time before fitting correction would be metered 
out by the remaining stalwartsé 
 

The morning brought plenty of the white stuff driven by a 
merciless maelstrom, and reluctantly the Chaps had to head back 
down to Balavil through knee-deep snow.  Upon the return to 
Balavil Alan invited the Chaps in for hefty drams in his splendid 
drawing room that was only marginally bet ter appointed than 
Raitts Bothy!  Photos p.2  
 

Building fabric =   

Fireplace =   

Facilities =   

Cosiness  =   

Pipe friendliness =  
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Raitts Bothy Review: Cont.  

The Chaps enjoy a well -appointed Raitts Bothy  

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Inverted  candle -lighting of the óHalf -
Bent Lumsden ô ï f ine pipe skills Sir!  

 
 

 

 

 

Going downé Bingae suffers an acute attack of 
GPS (Garfield -Pus Syndrome)  

 
 

A fine óCoonsilling ô from the Turkey -Baws 
Shogun himself ï only a fool crashes before the 
witching hour when th e óBaw -Beast ô is abroad ! 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

  

The MP 78 
player at 
Raitts 
Bothyé 
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Q. What do call someone who studies pipes?  A Briarologist.  
 
Q. What do you call som eone who studies small pipes?  A Microbriarologist.  

Chapôs Corner 
In this edition we look at ridding our society of the 
ósmartphoneô and the concomitant scourge of ósocial-mediaô 
with nothing less tha n a Chap Revolution! 

 

The Problem: Common sense and 
courtesy evaporates as civil society is 
inf ected by  a digital disease é 
 
Taking a West Coast express used to be a joy; it was not 
just the smell of coal smoke and the comforting sound of 
a hard-working locomotive hauling over Shap summit 
that yielded such simple pleasures.  Whilst in the warm 
embrace of a steam-heated coach a Chap could enjoy a 
bowl or two of his favourite blend, peruse the Sporting 
Life, simply take a cellivagous gaze out of a first-class 
window at our green and pleasant, or dine in the 
measured and uninterrupted tranquillity of a w ell-staffed 
dining car. 
 
Today, sadly, those pleasures are gone and the same 
journey is more akin to a torture session in a plastic box  
on wheels.  A Chap who dares light up a bowl is likely to 
end up in a spot of bother with the boys in blue.  The 
cherished tranquillity of the dining car has been shattered 
by a cacophony of half-wits chattering incessantly into 
their bleeping portable communication devices, often 
referred to as ósmartphonesô.  Whatôs ósmartô about them 
I say?  Do they sport a crisp, well-tied silk cravat, or can 
they complete the Telegraph cryptic crossword in under 
an hour for you?  No, they are nothing but a modern 
plague, a virus, constructed of smooth plastic, micro -
circuitry and rare-earth metals that are as ugly as the 
slack-jawed, amorphous faces of the podgy, unwashed 
(but as a poor substitute have dipped themselves in a 
cocktail of corporate consumer chemicals to become 
ódeodourisedô Ed.) slobs using them.  Most of these 
smartphone-obsessed blighters would not even notice the 
stern protest of a steep-angled quizzical eyebrow, let 
alone respond positively to such a dressing-down! 
 

Alien invasion ..? 
A Chap could even be forgiven for wagering a few 
guineas on a science-fiction theory that smartphones and 
the insidious cult of ósocial-mediaô that fuels them, are 
nothing less than multiple Trojan-horses gifted from an 

alien invader!  

That alien invader meanwhile, is just sitting back patiently, 
laughing, softening us up for the attack, as we rot our 
collective hominid-brain with this implanted, pernicious 
malady, so by the time we wake -up it will be too late; the 
alien will have parked his inter-galactic battle-cruiser 
outside Lakeside and other óShopping Centresô, (foul 
edifices with not one emporium between them, Ed.) 
thereby conquering the consumer citadel and by inference 
the planet,  whilst the massed dimwits pathetically look for 
help in 140 characters or less. (Thatôs if most of the half-
wits even noticed an alien invasion as they gaze myopically 
into their me -me-me-phones, Ed.) Cont.  p.4  

Artistôs impression: Overcome by the digital 
disease, humanity becomes easy prey for 
omnipotent alien invadersé 

 


