Halloween !
 

Well all the ghouls were out in Arran on the hallowed night and none more strange than the members of the Air Na Creagan hillwalking club (or should be renamed drinking club).  The evening got off to a flyer as we all managed to catch the bus to Sannox this time round.
 

Good job we didn't take our timings or directions from our Duke of Edinburgh map leader Peter  " we've got loads of time for another pint before the boat gets in - you can’t see the harbour lights yet " as Peter look out the back of the boat out to sea.  Once Peter got his bearings and finished his pint we were all on our merry way on the bus.  Out comes the wine and out cold goes Gillian having had one too many before getting to Sannox. 
 

Arriving at the ‘hotel craggy coorie doon nursing home’ as it was renamed, to a warm welcome from the advance party that had arrived earlier in the day, who mostly all had a warm glow about them already and nothing to do with the big roaring fire and more the late lunch in the pub + boat etc.
 

Setting out a feast for kings, Kathryn, Alison and many helpers fed us all while Mick and Allan set to work on setting the scene with the last additions to the decorations for Halloween carving the pumpkin, but we had to remove the knife from Allan before he carved himself.
 

All set now for a night of fun and frolics and of course more drink, lots and lots and lots.  Cabaret was provided by Allan and his bitches singing karaoke.  We were visited by a strange white face but what was underneath was what made everyone scream!  Sorry Kevin. Then later the doctor called Dr Franny Licquer, Gynaecologist but all the rest chickened out of dressing up. 
 

Well after witching hour the spirits began to let us know of their presence with things going bump in the night and the lights going out.  It was only Chris forgetting he was on the top bunk and swallow diving from the top, he was ok, he landed on his head, bust his nose and was none the wiser as he was well anaesthetised with the vodka.  The night ended at 3:30a.m. with everyone well oiled but still the noises continued with Oohs and Aaahs coming from the room next to me.  If I was scared, Alison must have been terrified as, the spirits chains must have been needing oiled as they were squeaking like mad.
 
Next morning with some big thumping heads we all set of to do various walks, some the castles and witches’s step, some the loch at thunderguy and some corrie burn to goat fell then to the pub again.  The weather was fantastic for all with clear views had by all.
 

Then back to the nursing home for more partying.  The partying was a little more subdued as everyone was feeling the affects from the night before and a day on the hills but we did manage the worst rendition of ‘paradise by the dashboard lights’ followed by name the intro which anyone almost single handed or was it hindered by Carol-Ann. 
 

In between tales from Chris and Andy's trip to Kathmandu we all enjoyed the night.  Some plotting revenge on our favourite restaurant in Arran which some traitors visited to be made less than welcome.  Another end to a good night woken in the morning by the star of the morning, Peter, ready with a healthy fry up to give us energy to start the tidying up.  We piled on the bus onto the boat to end another successful weekend. 
      
 Michael
