Heading away up Loch Eilde Mór.

On the summit of Sgurr Eilde Mór.

Loch Eilde Mór seen from the driving seat.
summit ridge. The weather appeared to be threatening to deteriorate
and the temperature had dropped a few degrees and, after taking a
few pictures, I turned and descended back to the small loch. From the
summit an alternative trail was visible but, back at ground level, it was
difficult to discern until a welcome cairn signalled the turn off. A path
of mixed conditions brought me back down to Loch Eilde Mór and
I made my way along the track to the boathouse at the western end.
Launching onto Loch Eilde Mór.
There I inflated my packraft for its inaugural mountain experience
water had turned the path into a running steam and the dampness did and enjoyed some peaceful and quiet movement out on the loch. It
not let up as I crossed the 4WD track and climbed steadily upwards, was a welcome rest from the relentless ascent and descent of the last
skirting around the base of Sgurr Eilde Beag, bringing into view few hours and provided a level of meditative solitude to reflect on the
Loch Eilde Mór, until eventually I reached the small loch at Coire an surrounding mountains. Back onshore I deflated the packraft, repacked
Lochain. The summit of Sgurr Eilde Mór was clear and the rain had and descended back to Kinlochleven to a welcome set of dry clothes
held off as I negotiated the final steep and slow going scree slope to the and a refuel of burger and chips in the local pub.

Walking in to Loch Glass.
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A few days later and late in the afternoon we are heading up to
Loch Glass, just to the east of Ben Wyvis. There is a narrow road that
leads from the village of Evanton up to Glen Glass where there are
closed gates that prevent you driving further. We had scouted the access
logistics to the loch the day before and found a forestry road that heads
down the eastern side of the River Glass to the loch. As the walk in was
about 1 mile I rested the kayak on top of my bike and walked it in. The
loch was still and quiet and windless and the sun had yet to set below
the surrounding ridges. I paddled slowly up the loch, gliding on calm
waters, passing the pink house until I could see the lodge at the head
of the loch. If you do not want to paddle there is always the option of
cycling up the side of the loch. The following day with another 5.30am
start we returned. This time we were cycling 2 miles in to the start of
our walk on the western side just past the pink house. The clouds were
rolling off the surrounding mountains and were being soaked up into
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