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Dear Clansfolk 

I apologize for the long delay between this and the last newsletter. 

I’ve had multiple family issues that consume my time. 

So now, we have much to report—so much that it will take a 

couple more editions to get you caught up. And so much that I 

still don’t yet have all the information I need to produce a proper 

newsletter.  

Meantime, I want to keep a promise I made in the last edition. I 

promised to share a short story about an unusual experience I 

had while in Pitlochry for the 2017 Clan Donnachaidh 

Gathering. It’s the least I can do! I hope you enjoy this lite 

edition of Tejas Journal. 

Paula Robertson, Newsletter Editor 

A Walk in the Woods: Lost in Scotland 

It was my third day in Pitlochry, Scotland for the Clan 

Donnachaidh 2017 Gathering. Having already survived the 

journey to Pitlochry from Texas, been on two sightseeing tours, 

met the Clan Chief, Struan, and other clansfolk at the opening 

reception, and listened to a talk on the Kilmaveonaig Church all 

within the first two and a half days, I had an afternoon free. I was 

open to doing something entirely different. 
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At my hotel, I’d picked up the August 2017 issue of a tourist 

guide, Pitlochry Life. In it were the directions for a hike, which 

started not far from the hotel. The hike was described as “an easy 

woodland walk, on good paths and minor roads.” It was 3.25 

miles long and was supposed to take one-and-a-half to two hours. 

It sounded perfect. I set out with the guide booklet in hand and 

my camera around my neck. 

The hike started off going southeast on Atholl Road. Shortly, I 

took the underpass on the right-hand side to cross under the rail 

line. Crossing back to the left side of the road, Blair Atholl 

Distillery, one of the oldest distilleries in Scotland, soon came 

into view. This was the first of two distilleries on this tour, but 

having visited Glengoyne Distillery on my first trip to Scotland in 

1988, I figured, “If you’ve seen one distillery…” Other than the 

lengthy history of it, there was no real attraction for me to see 

inside; obviously, I’m not a whiskey drinker. So I took a couple of 

shots on the outside and kept on walking. 

The instructions said to keep heading south until you see a sign 

for Black Spout Car Park. Upon reaching the car park, I followed 

“the clearly marked route along a dirt track…which takes you to a 

path through oak woods.” We have plenty of oak trees in Texas,  



but I never thought of Scotland as having oaks. I never thought of 

Scotland as having “woods”! 

OK, so some of our ancestors spent a fair amount of time hiding 

in the woods. What was I thinking? In previous stays in Scotland, 

I had experienced the cities, the countryside, the mountains, and 

the lochs, but not so much the Scottish forest. Maybe I just hadn’t 

paid attention? Here I was—not all that far from the busy center 

of Pitlochry—but I was lost in a completely different world, one I 

hadn’t experienced before. What a good decision I made to go on 

this hike. 

Coming into a clearing, the path wended the edge of a golf course 

that’s part of the Atholl Palace Hotel grounds. Sure, many golf 
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courses are carved out of rolling forested hills, but being 

surprised by a fairway surrounded by lush woods just added to 

the enjoyment of my adventure.  

As I continued on, I 

came to what I’d 

been told would be 

the highlight of the 

hike, the Black Spout 

Waterfall and gorge. 

I waited for my turn 

on the jutted viewing 

platform while a 

German family took 

pictures of 

themselves with the 

falls in the back-

ground. As they 

passed me, they said, 

“Hello,” and went 

back to speaking 

German.  

All along the way, I’d come upon people speaking various 

languages, but if they spoke to me, they all said, “Hello.” I guess 

it’s an internationally understood greeting. I need to get out more.  

Or perhaps they all assumed I was Scottish? I like that explana-

tion better. 



I took a couple of pics of the falls and savored my time on the 

platform surrounded by nature there. As the path continued, I 

walked beside farm fields with a view of Ben Vrackie in the 

background. But I was more interested in the tall purple spurts of 

color I’d seen growing rampantly since my Glasgow train first set 

off for Pitlochry. These bold disruptions among the greens, blues, 

and golds of the countryside were intriguing. Their recurrent 

greeting made me happy to be in Scotland, wherever, in fact, I 

was at the moment. 

 

The next stop on the walk was another distillery, Edradour. This 

one is “world renowned as the smallest traditional distillery in 

Scotland.” It was tempting to go inside this time, because this 

hike was taking longer than I expected, and I was in need of the 
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loo. But I would’ve had to pay to be escorted inside to where the 

facilities were, and that just seemed wrong to the frugal Scot in 

me. So again, I took a few obligatory photos of the exterior—to 

prove I made it to the farthest site of interest in the walk. 

At this point, I could have gone back to town the way I came, but I 

wanted to complete the walk according to the map in the guide, 

which took a different route. It shouldn’t take that long—the same 

amount of time it took me to get here, right? From the distillery, 

the instructions said, “Now turn left and follow the road for a 

short distance until you reach a farm gate on your left just before 

a set of ornamental stone gate posts.”  

Because I was standing at a sort of crossroads, my first problem 

was, which left do I take? “Left” was not specific enough given the 

surroundings, and there was no one to ask. So I tried one 

direction but realized after a bit, that it couldn’t be the right left. 

After going “a short distance”, no “ornamental stone gate posts” 

were to be found. 

I trudged back to try another path; this time I walked for quite a 

while before allowing a sinking feeling to set in. Surely I’ve gone 

“a short distance” already and should have come across the “farm 

gate on [the] left” by now. The problem was that I’d passed more 

than one “farm gate” but none followed by “ornamental stone 

gate posts.” I wasn’t even sure what ornamental stone gate posts 

would look like. I turned around and headed back to Edradour a 

second time. There was only one definition of left left to try, and 

so I set off once more.  
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Lythrum salicaria, commonly called purple loosestrife* 



As I mentioned, a number of people had passed me earlier on this 

walk, some strolling, some running, others with their dogs, but 

now I saw no one. Not even the purple flowers marked my path. 

This was not a good sign. Had I managed to get lost in the woods 

of Scotland? 

But finally, there they were! The stone gate posts. I turned off the 

road to start down the path that the very posts themselves 

beckoned me to take. But I was walking toward someone’s house. 

I was walking on someone’s property. (The thought occurred to 

me that I might as well admit defeat—just go to the door and ask 

the homeowner, first, if I could use their loo, and second, to call 

me a taxi to get back to town.) Buggar! I still had not found the 

right path. I was lost in the woods! 

Backtracking again, as I turned right, out of the stone gate posts, I 

spotted it! The farm gate posts were just next to and before the 

stone gate posts, but easy to miss for someone who had been 

happy just to recognize the “ornamental” ones. The guide had 

warned that the “enclosed path (can get overgrown in summer) as 

it skirts the edge of a field…” Well, I’d been skirting the edge of 

fields for a good part of this journey, but now I’d been tricked by 

the parenthetical overgrowth. 

Finally back on track, I could soon see Pitlochry below me. But 

there was quite a ways to go yet. The path led back into Black 

Spout Wood. Although there were wayfinding signs along the 

trails in the woods, they were subject to interpretation as well. I 
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still felt like I was lost. But what a wonderful place to be lost in! At 

times I was surrounded by giant ferns as tall as me. I had been so 

intent on making the right choices, following the right path, and 

continuing to make progress, stopping only to take photos. Then 

the impulse came to me to just stop.  

I stood still in the woods and listened. I could hear birds and what 

I imagined to be all manner of small animals and insects in the 

rustle around me. I felt that many eyes had also stopped to watch 

me. This was a Scotland I’d never known before. And yet the 

familiar feeling of having come home welled up in me. 

The end of my path took me through the gardens of the Atholl 

Palace Hotel. I’m quite sure I wasn’t on the intended path 
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anymore. The 1.5 to 2-hour trek had taken me more like four 

hours. For a 3.25-mile trail, I’d managed to log at least five miles, 

and the Health app on my phone thought I’d climbed 15 flights of 

stairs. Perhaps getting lost in the woods isn’t a bad thing. What 

better place to get lost than in the woods of Scotland? In fact, I 

highly recommend it. 

A version of this article was previously published in the author’s 

blog, Footnotes at: https://wp.me/p1juWB-gC 

* Later, I was dismayed to learn that purple loosestrife is on the World 

Conservation Union’s list of 100 Worst Invasive Species. Hrmf. You could 

just as easily say that I was an invasive species in the Scottish wildwood. 

 

Errata 

In the July 2018 edition of Tejas Journal, Torf Torfason was 

mistakenly referred to as Torf Harriman. We apologize for this 

error. 
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April 6–7 San Antonio Highland Games, 
Helotes Fair Grounds 

Helotes  sahga.org  

April 13 Houston Scottish Highland 
Games, Crown Festival Park   

Sugarland houstonhighlandgames.com 

May 10–12  Texas Scottish Festival and 
Highland Games,  
Wise County Fairgrounds 

Decatur  texasscottishfestival.com  

October 6–7 Kerr County Celtic Festival and 
Scottish Highland Games  

Ingram  kerrcountyceltic.com  

October 13 Tyler Scottish Festival and 
Highland Games,  
First Baptist Church 

Tyler  tylerscottishfest.weebly.com  

November 9–11  Central Texas Scottish Gathering 
and Highland Games  

Salado saladomuseum.org  

Upcoming 2019 Festivals/Games in Texas 
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Remaining Festivals/Games in 2019 

October 6–7  Kerr County Celtic Festival and 
Scottish Highland Games  

Ingram  kerrcountyceltic.com  

October 13 Tyler Scottish Festival and 
Highland Games 

Tyler  tylerscottishfest.weebly.com  

November 9–11  Central Texas Scottish 
Gathering and Highland Games  

Salado saladomuseum.org  




