
A lost and unknown Diary of the Late Gordon Wiseman detailing a holiday back in 1973!
This was recently uncovered by his widow, Elsie, during 2005.

The pictures shown throught this article are all from postcards of the day, back in 1975, and may
not look anything like today, 2006!

Scotland Tour – 15th July 1973 – 29th July 1973

Left Birmingham on M6 at 9:45am for Scotland.

On arrival at Bannockburn, we had a look at
the Robert Bruce Memorial and also had a
our first cup (plastic) of tea since leaving
Brum, charged 6p & thought “well, this is
going to be an expensive holiday, 6p for half a
small cup of tea”, but this was not the case as
we later found out. Arrived here at 4pm.
Left Brum in very wet weather and on arrival
in Scotland it was glorious sunshine.

After a brief spell here to stretch our legs we
carried on to Callender where we spent the evening looking around the small town. We got
fixed up with B&B. Elsie and I stayed with a Mrs McLean whilst Alan & Mary stayed with a Mrs
McPherson (not Janet out of Dr Finlay’s casebook) next door to each other in a row of four
cottages away off the road, up a dirt track, about 3.5miles out of Callender.

Here we have a Postcard of the Centre of
Callender, 1975.

In Callender we had our first taste of Haggis
and chips, which was very nice.

Just on the outskirts of town we came across
this beautiful scene of a series of small
waterfalls, where Alan & I bathed our feet in
the cool crystal clear water, walking along the
stone to a small waterfall.



We went back to the digs at about 10pm, Alan & Mary to the first house whilst we went next
door. We chatted to Mr & Mrs McLean & son and found during our conversation that Mr
McClean & son worked for the Forestry Commission and lived in the tied cottage and that it was
the most prevalent industry around the West Coast of Scotland. We all partook in a couple of
cups of tea and biscuits and was surprised how light it was at 10:30pm at night and even at 11pm
one could still make out shapes with artificial light. Eventually we retired to a nice clean bed and
a good sleep.

On Monday we awoke reasonably early so went for a walk through the woods which were
situated on a hill behind the house, for about half hour, then returned to a nice breakfast of
bacon, egg, toast, oat cakes and marmalade, followed by a chat to Mrs McLean then settled up
and left to visit the local woollen mill, where Alan bought Mary a genuine tartan kilt.

Whilst standing in the mill, a chappie who was in charge of a visiting party came up and
vigorously shook me by the hand having mistaken me for the “gaffer”. I asked him if I looked
that affluent? Anyway, we both had a good laugh and went our separate ways, looking over the
mill.

Eventually we left for a visit to the Trossachs
– what some beautiful scenery! We stopped
and admired the countryside all around us,
watching the different species of birds, fed
one tame bird with some cake crumbs and he
kept coming back for more!
We then moved on to arrive at Loch Katrine
and had a walk round part of the Loch,
sucking ice cream then tea and biscuits. We
followed this with a trip around the Loch on
board the “Sir Walter Scott”, a coal burning 2
funnel “ship”, lasting about one and a half
hours. We couldn’t get over the blue colour of the pine trees surrounding the Loch and the big
splendid old type of Chateau looking residences dotted around the Loch, just visible in the
clearances.

After we landed we decided to press on to Oban where we experienced some difficulty in
finding “digs”. After numerous enquiries at houses displaying the B&B signs we were lucky to
find a house situated high up overlooking the harbour, with a family room containing 2 double
beds and this did provide us with some awkward moments but everything turned out OK. This
was our first encounter of a sheet and continental quilt on the bed and thereby swore that we
would have to acquire the same on our return to Birmingham and Tamworth!

First morning in Oban we had breakfast
consisting of bacon, fried bread, scrambled
eggs, cornflakes, fruit juice, granary bread
toast, marmalade and tea. After partaking of
this banquet we proceeded to enjoy a good
long walk in our quest to find a good sandy
beach, but this was easier said than done! We
were later to find that sandy beaches along
the West coast of Scotland are as rare as mean
Scots, something we never found on our 14


