village and when they returned we all spent the night playing cards. We struggled into bed at 1 o'clock. The next morning we were all up bright and early at 11 o'clock. We walked along the banks of the river in the afternoon to have a picnic. The river was easy to cross or so some of us thought, but at least three fell in, Olive making the biggest splash. Olive was soaked right through and so decided to go home. Joy went with her and while showing her the proper way to cross a stream fell in herself. Refreshed after their little dip, the couple got a lift back to the cottage and followed -walking. That night we played cards again, needless to say Miss L. always seemed to win. We crawled into bed at 12 o'clock.


Tuesday dawned and this time we were up at 10. Miss L. wanted to climb a mountain and so she set off with 4 girls trailing behind her, Sharon, Claire, Margaret and Fiona. The rest of the girls with Miss M. went to Glen Clova. Up the mountain four lovely girls struggled to keep up with their leader. By the time they reached the summit they were so tired they collapsed onto the heather and were so hungry that they cut a foot off a dead rabbit and Miss L. ate a slice of cheese.


Meanwhile Miss M. accompanied by Joy, 2 Ann's, Olive and Dino walked to Clova. After walking for what seemed miles they decided to have their picnic. After choosing what they thought was a lovely spot to picnic they found out that they were in the middle of a rubbish dump. Fortunately a very nice farmer stopped and offered them a lift to the village. They were very grateful and accepted That night Sharon, Claire and Fiona slept in the barn. They were wakened by Joy at half-past five, just to prove that she was able to, get up early if she wanted. They made breakfast for teachers, who were still in bed of course, then prepared for the day ahead.


We were all going pony-trekking. Our I'd love to, but . . . . .. friend, Big Jim, took us out to the hotel in his mini-van. Big Jim was postie, bus driver, everything else and more besides. Jock, the man in charge, saddled the ferocious-looking horses and soon we were gripping the reins. Miss L. felt safe until the horse moved. " Help! It's moving! How do you get it into reverse?" she shouted. Then we set off. It was a very enjoyable ride. Ann Clancy fell off her horse but was not hurt. The first we knew of this was when one riderless horse came trotting along with Ann in hot pursuit. About two hours later we returned to the field and dismounted. We were all looking like saddle-sore cowboys and it was some time before our knees knocked together. That night Miss L. went up to the monument nearby. She and the 8 girls had to climb almost 400 steps of a spiral staircase in pitch darkness. Although they had with them 2 torches there was very little light. Miss L. was frightened and said she was leaving, but was far too, scared to leave on her own. On Thursday morning we were all up at 8, apart from Misses L. and M.


Miss L. went to Loch Clash with Ann, Linda, Margaret and Fiona. When they arrived they went in for a swim. It was later found out that it was a reservoir. They had been swimming in some town's drinking water. Pollution! They could not go away immediately, as there were men behind them burning the heather and they did not know if they were on private property or not. Looking like crooks they crept along the bushes and made a dash for the nearest hiding place. Making sure the men had not seen them, they tramped home, but realising that if they got home first they would have to make tea the group crept along the ground and made their way to the barn, to wait until the others returned, but fortunately the tea was made and they all settled down. That night Miss L. and M. and 8 girlsFiona stayed at the cottage-walked to the hotel where they met Mr and Mrs DevIin, and Mrs and Mrs and Avril McCann for a pre-arranged supper. Everyone enjoyed themselves, Olive excelling herself with her witty remarks, and she only had an orange to drink. They returned to the cottage at 11 and stayed till 12, with one member eating spaghetti out of a pot until he was told by Olive that he should have his pinkies up. We didn't go to bed that night, Miss "Cartos" Linton decided it was time to show us all how to cook "stovies." What a time to pick! After adding all the leftovers of our recent meals she decided she would like a neep (a turnip to you), 2 o'clock in the morning. What a sight! Seven girls struggling along with a " Stovies-crazy " teacher at the head. Not finding a neep (naturally). they returned to taste the concoction. Dino - master-taster - was forced to try it. After having several convulsions she pronounced it edible but only just. Six

