
Preface

It has been a joy and a privilege for me to 
gather and merge these stories into the 
versions that you can read here - a task that I 
found very enjoyable because I was present 
during some of these ploys and I had heard 
most of the other tales during waiting periods 
on the hill and/or during the magical ‘debrief’ 
sessions so beloved of MRT people generally.

Since 1975, KMRT has been a family of friends - 
volunteers working together to provide succour 
to those lost or injured on the beautiful 
mountains in our home area.

In 2012 Team Leader Billy Stitt and his 
Deputies; Gus Cameron, Teddy Inglis and 
Calum Menzies, were continuing the tradition 
started by Harry Lawrie and maintained by Mike 
Luti, Arthur McCourt, and many others - folks 
who over the years have freely given their time 
to support this worthwhile cause. 

The common thread uniting their efforts has 
been Bill Rose - a man who has served KMRT 
for almost forty years as the liaison point with 
the Police and search agencies.  A veteran of 
many hundreds of rescues, Bill ranks amongst 
the most experienced MRT members in the UK.  
Many lost and/or injured climbers and 
hillwalkers are alive today as a result of his 



guidance and wise counsel. 

My grateful thanks to everyone who contributed 
material, also to friends who made helpful 
comments at the final draft stage and to Brian 
Petrie (www.brianpetrie.com) for his excellent 
illustrations.  

Any errors in style or grammar are mine alone.  

In gathering this material, a common problem 
has been the fickle nature of human memory.  
Ask any three KMRT members for their 
recollection of an incident and you can expect 
six different versions of the same tale.

For this reason, and in an attempt to inject 
humour into what might otherwise  occasionally 
make fairly grim reading, I have taken a 
‘middle of the road’ approach to the telling of 
each tale, so the book comes with the following 
warning.

‘The stories in this book are based on the 
merged memories of people who were 
involved in some way in the events 
described.  Although founded on real 
incidents, the stories are not intended as 
h i s t o r i c a l l y o r f a c t u a l l y c o r r e c t 
representations of those incidents’

Trevor Hipkin 2012

2

http://www.brianpetrie.com
http://www.brianpetrie.com


ContentsContents
Preface

Chapter 1 - And in the beginning Page 5

Chapter 2 - Not lost, just misguided Page 20

Chapter 3 - Beam me up Scotty Page 23

Chapter 4 - The soup kitchen horror Page 27

Chapter 5 - Dragged like a stag Page 29

Chapter 6 - Running on empty Page 33

Chapter 7 - The contact lenses Page 35

Chapter 8 - The Malaysian hoist Page 38

Chapter 9 - Animal magic Page 42

Chapter 10 - Doctor, Doctor Page 49

Chapter 11 - The Baptism of JC Page 50

Chapter 12 - Transports of delight Page 52

Chapter 13 - Nearer my God to thee Page 57

Chapter 14 - The Flying Boat Page 60

Chapter 15 - The observer Page 64

Chapter 16 - The big black car Page 68

Chapter 17 - The trail of blood Page 71

Chapter 18 - The exploding piece Page 74

Chapter 19 - Carried on a gate Page 77

Chapter 20 - Leave that door alane! Page 80

Chapter 21 - The Wolfgang mystery Page 82

Chapter 22 - The vital debrief Page 85

3



Chapter 23 - They also serve Page 89

Chapter 24 - Ahoy there! Page 91

Chapter 25 - The bone shakers Page 94

Chapter 26 - The checked the stretcher? Page 99

Chapter 27 - The packet of peanuts Page 102

Chapter 28 - Just to the left of the moon Page 106

Chapter 29 - The parking ticket Page 108

Chapter 30 - The tragic chain Page 118

Chapter 31 - But life goes on Page 148

Chapter 32 - In good hands Page 149

Chapter 33 - The end game Page 156

KMRT Members List 1975 - 2012 Page 161

Miscellanea Page 163

4



Chapter 1 - And in the beginning

Free drams
Bill Rose

Local government re-organisation in 1975 
resulted in West Perthshire becoming part of 
Central Region and policed by the new Central 
Scotland Police.  My arrival at Killin in early 
June of that year during a heat wave 
represented a massive change from pounding 
the beat in Falkirk.  Fishing was more on our 
minds in those far-off days; however it was not 
long till Harry Lawrie and myself realised that 
mountain rescue was going to be an important 
part of rural policing.

Killin MRT was down to only two members in 
those days and the RAF Leuchars guys were 
used for rescue work.  As an example, an 
elderly woman went missing near Balquhidder 
during a violent thunderstorm.  I spent the 
night searching the roads in the area without 
success, although I did see a magnificent 
display of lightning strikes on trees.

‘We will send one of the Stirling nightshift up at 
day l ight ’ was the adv ice f rom Po l i ce 
management.  A helicopter from Leuchars with 
one of the night shift in full Police uniform duly 
searched the area and the missing lady was 
found well up on a hillside, having followed a 
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march fence during the storm.   All ended well, 
but clearly something had to be done.   

Consideration was given to a Police team solely 
comprising Police officers, however it was 
obvious that local knowledge was vital and that 
utilising local people who knew the hills was the 
best option - but how could we get them 
interested?  

Harry had an idea.  If the Police supplied boots 
and the green waterproofs that hill farmers 
used, then maybe that would help in the 
recruitment process.

A meeting was arranged at the Clachaig  hotel 
in Killin on a Sunday afternoon at 1400 hrs. 
Some skilful rumour spreading ensured that 
word got around the rural community about 
free drams, resulting in about fifty people 
turning up.  

However, a presentation on mountaineering 
skills by a Lomond MRT member quickly 
emptied the whisky glasses and caused a 
certain amount of murmuring at the back of the 
room - comments like ‘All too technical for me’ 
and ‘Dinna ken anything aboot mountaineering’ 
and ‘The sheep are due to be fed’ were heard 
as the lads prepared for an early exit.  
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I took the guest speakers to the dining room 
and entertained them over dinner with the 
Police Area Commander - a big supporter of 
what we were doing as he had previously 
worked in Skye and managed rescues in the 
Cuillins.  

Meanwhile, Harry set about rescuing the 
potential rescuers, lads who were ready for a 
sharp exit.  More free drams did the trick, along 
with a promise of free boots and waterproofs, 
plus Harry’s sales pitch ‘Don’t worry about all 
this mountaineering stuff. Have you ever heard 
of climbers falling up hill?  It's your local 
knowledge of the hills that we want, you know 
where the dangerous bits are and we will find 
them near the bottom’.  

This worked well, but it was really the bar 
staying open after 1430 official closing time 
that worked, because discussions ran on till 
1830 when the bar officially reopened.

As the guest speakers and police commander 
were ready to leave, Harry positioned me at the 
bar door.  As they were being ushered out, the 
Police Commander turned to me, and with a 
broad wink said ‘You are doing a grand job 
here, I hope the lads are enjoying the wee 
dram before they head home. In Skye there 
was always a bottle of malt in my house for the 
MRT’.
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From that day to this a bottle of whisky has 
been standard kit in the equipment store!

The plea bargain
Bill Rose

In the 1970s, rescue teams relied mainly on 
donations and their own fundraising efforts. 
Collection cans in local shops were a big source 
of income at the time; until Harry and myself 
had the bright idea to run a registered lottery.

Local coal man Donald Campbell had a small 
printing machine which printed one ticket at a 
time.  We could borrow it for free if we printed 
the tickets ourselves. Great idea, as this would 
cut the cost of printing tickets considerably.

The ticket production line soon got into full 
production mode, however the ink took about 
two hours to dry, so every horizontal space in 
the Police Station was soon covered in tickets.  
Then Harry had a brainwave, ‘We’ll use the cell, 
it’s nice and warm in there’  

This worked well until one night a visitor to 
Killin was arrested after having too much to 
drink.  On arriving at the Police Station the cell 
floor was covered in lottery tickets, so Harry 
decided on a bit of plea bargaining.  ‘We’ll do a 
deal with you. Pick up the tickets and staple 
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them together and you can go home when you 
sober up, without being charged’ 

Deal agreed, the tickets were neatly made into 
stapled bundles of 10 by the prisoner. After a 
couple of hours and a few mugs of tea the 
miscreant was reasonably sober and we let him 
go with a few friendly words of advice to which 
he replied ‘You mountain rescue guys do a 
great job, but goin’ up the hills is no fur me’

Crooks no more
Bill Rose

During 1975 the newly re-formed team had 
carried out some training and dealt with a few 
twisted ankles and misplaced walkers lost in the 
mist.  The realisation of what rescue was really 
about came early in 1976, when KMRT were 
called to Central Gully on Ben Lui, where a 
young male had reportedly fallen.   

At Cononish Farm we met John Burton the 
farmer, a very handy man to know.  For many 
years John had been operating a one-man 
rescue service, single-handedly heading out 
onto the lower slopes to assist walkers in 
difficulty.  In wet weather, he would load the 
team on to the trailer for his tractor and take us 
up the glen, following the burn between Ben Lui 
and Ben Oss, thereby saving a long walk 
involving crossing waist-deep burns. 
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John guided the lads into the corrie and pointed 
us in the direction of the central gully, where he 
assured us we would find the casualty.  It had 
been a cold spell and the snow was hard 
packed and frozen.  We had a few sets of 
crampons, but the shepherds in the team had 
looked at them and chucked them in the back 
of the Land Rover, saying ‘We’ll manage just 
fine with the crooks’ 

We were soon in the central gully area and 
heading up the steep slope.  In the pitch dark 
we had no time to look back, but noticed that 
with increasing height the snow was getting  
harder and a firm hold was required of the ice 
axe or the crook. 
We reached the casualty safely and the 
shepherd who had arrived first reported that 
the news was not good ‘I think he has stuck his 
ice axe in his belly, his intestines are hingin’ oot 
- Bill, you better go up there as you have done 
first aid with the polis’  

Fearing the worst, I approached the poor chap; 
there was indeed a reddish mass at his 
stomach.  However when I got close enough to 
examine him I saw that a bag of red sweets 
had burst open and was spilling out of his 
pocket!    
We quickly checked him over and found that he 
had broken his tibia.  A few words of comfort 
and some careful loading onto the stretcher and 
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we were ready to take him down the hill.  
Looking down, we saw head torches coming up 
and we were soon joined by Hamish McInnes 
and the Glencoe MRT.  Only then did we realise 
how high up we were and the steepness of the 
gully.    

‘How did you mad buggers get up here without 
crampons’ Hamish asked?  ‘We just used the 
crooks’ we replied.  Hamish said ‘Nobody move 
until I get a rope belay set up to get you all 
down safely’ 

We lowered the casualty and stretcher down 
the gully and did what we were told, holding 
the rope until we reached level ground.  

Lomond MRT had also attended and assisted us 
in the recovery out of the corrie.  ‘Look at our 
new search lamp’ they boasted; it was a car 
headlight fitted to a metal framed backpack 
with a small generator attached.  It was indeed 
brilliant and a great help on the way down, but 
unfortunately the Lomond member carrying the 
light was so busy shining the light down the hill 
that he slipped on the ice, landed on his back 
and took off down the slope with the generator 
going put-put-put and the light beam waving 
crazily about the sky. ‘That’s some light you 
guys have got” was the craic.  ‘It's fine having a 
power driven light but you should fit brakes to 
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it’  Fortunately he landed in a bank of snow, 
none the worse.   

A safe recovery of the casualty was achieved 
and a warm mug of soup courtesy of the 
Glencoe MRT mobile canteen truck.

However, there were a few casualties. The 
shepherds crooks had not quite been up to the 
job.  They were all broken and about half their 
original length.  We thought ‘perhaps we should 
learn about these newfangled crampon things’.  
A few weeks later we all went to Glenmore 
Lodge on a winter skills course.  Lesson 
learned.

Raising the money
Bill Rose

In the early days, fund raising was an 
important part of team membership.  We tried 
many ingenious ways to raise monies. 

A coconut shy was a good idea; however we 
spent a whole day running the stall and after 
deducting the cost of £40 for the coconuts 
came away with the princely sum of £40 profit. 

Another initiative was a climbing wall, some 
boards were sourced, handholds and footholds 
were cut and a framework of scaffolding used 
to create a big attraction.  Kids loved it - 
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strapped into a harness and wearing a climbing 
helmet made them mountaineers.  A paper 
badge ‘Friend of Killin Mountain Rescue’ and the 
kids walked away with big grins on their faces. 

Stocks were also tried. For a donation, 
members locked themselves in stocks and were 
pelted with wet sponges.  Other members of 
the public volunteered for the stocks and a 
good time was had by all - not least one 
member who arrived with his new green yeti 
gaiters as he thought the games field would be 
muddy.  

Standing beside the coconut stall enjoying the 
craic, someone noticed a cocker spaniel 
interested in the gaiters. Unknown to the 
wearer he had a good sniff, cocked his leg and 
peed on the new yetis.  ‘That will be them 
christened then Alan’

The Wet Tee Shirt Competition
Team annals

Another fund-raiser took place when a team 
member’s wife asked if we could assist her 
colleagues with a fun day out abseiling to raise 
funds for the rescue team.

On a warm and sunny June day ten tee-shirted 
and rather nervous women arrived, all excited 
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at the prospect of abseiling for the first time at 
the picturesque Bracklinn Falls above Callander. 

A safety briefing was held and a demonstration 
carried out before the women were asked to 
take the ‘plunge’ - an apt word considering later 
events.  The crag face was smooth and would 
cause no problem with beginners on their first 
abseil descent, but getting back up from the 
deep ravine was more of a challenge as the 
slope near the rock face was overgrown and 
loose.  However, on the opposite side of the 
burn there was a path and a reasonably easy 
route back to the bridge.

Team member Austin decided that since the 
burn was low (the pools were only about four 
feet deep), then it would be relatively easy to 
cross by stepping carefully over the rocks  to 
the other side.  Austin then rigged a rope to 
give the girls confidence as they crossed.

All went well and everyone had good fun on the 
first abseil.  Austin was doing fine, helping them 
across the rocks at the burn to return for 
another abseil.  However, one woman was 
rather nervous crossing the rocks and Austin 
decided to step over and assist her over the 
most difficult point - a three foot wide step 
between two rocks.
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Austin took the girl’s hand to assist her and as 
he did so she stepped forward, knocking  him 
off balance. The duo did a slow motion 
pirouette on the rock and, holding each other 
tightly, they fell backwards into the water with 
a mighty splash.  Austin can’t swim and so a 
considerable amount of squealing and splashing 
was heard as both felt the effects of total 
immersion in a cold highland burn.  Up on the 
crag we were falling about laughing and 
shouting helpful advice, meanwhile deciding 
whether we should go to their aid or just take a 
picture.

Photos taken, we rushed to the pool, helped the 
girl onto the rocks and pulled a rather drookit 
Austin out of the pool. Being a gentleman he 
had remained in the water to ensure that the 
girl was able to get out first.

From the back came the shout ‘Austin, you 
didn’t win the wet tee shirt competition   and 
the drinks are on you when we get back to 
Callander’ 

It couldn’t happen without the wives
By Fiona Rose

‘Killin.   How would you like to go to Killin’? 
‘Where is that’? ‘North of Callander’ With a four 
month old child it seemed like a big decision.  
The year was 1975, Local Government Re-

15



organisation was taking place and the newly 
formed Central Scotland Police was taking over 
from Perth and Kinross constabulary.  The new 
Police Authority were looking for Police Officers 
to move to the area.  It sounded as if would be 
a big change from Falkirk.  However, Bill told 
me he had checked that television did work in 
Killin, because there would be many nights 
alone due to the long hours worked by rural 
Police Officers - men who were on call twenty-
four hours per day. 

I soon learned what the role of the wife of a 
rural Police officer really was.  In those far-off 
days there was no radio link between Stirling 
Police HQ and the Officers who lived and 
worked in the area - so it was the job of the 
duty Police officer's wife to act as unpaid 
secretary, answering the telephone and passing 
on calls by way of a portable Pye Bantam radio 
that moved between the houses of whoever 
was on duty at any particular time.  

This applied during rescues too, the Police 
personal radios went up the hill with the Team!  
The Bantam radio was the size of a small 
suitcase and it went everywhere, even into the 
bathroom when it was baby's bath time.

Mountain Rescue soon became part of the 
work/life routine.  Before mobile phones and 
regular helicopter support, rescue incidents 
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were long drawn out affairs lasting until the 
early hours, as they involved a long trek up and 
back down the hill.  The spouse with the 
Bantam was the link for arranging assistance.   
‘Can you call an ambulance for us’ was a 
frequent request when the team had reached 
the injured walker and were on the way back 
down. Team members wives often phoned for 
an update when an incident dragged on and 
family arrangements had been put on hold.  

However, the wives were no fools - we knew all 
about the team debrief.   Once the rescue was 
over the team would head to the pub, well 
catered for by the fact that two team members 
were publicans. On more than one occasion 
they would return home after a long rescue on 
a wet night and surprise, surprise, the 
waterproof jackets were bone dry.

KMRT was very much an extended family - 
social nights and parties made the long winter 
nights pass quickly, and made up for the many 
family events cancelled because of a rescue.  

In the summer, raft racing became a family 
event. Evenings were spent training on Loch 
Tay and the River Lochay and weekends away 
across the country taking part in race events 
built up strong bonds of friendship.
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Enthusiasm for the Team was such that no 
matter what else was going on, when the phone 
rang for an MR callout everything else was put 
on hold.  Frequently, the calls came on a 
Sunday night about 1800 hrs.  Members had 
well fed dogs in those days - roast beef and 
roast chicken was their diet as their master 
abandoned dinner and set out on a rescue until 
the small hours. It was not an infrequent event 
to be dressed to go to a dance, christening, 
wedding reception; or be left alone to entertain 
visiting family and friends when the rescue call 
came in. 

Jean Lawrie was a rock in these circumstances. 
Often the phone would go. ‘Come down with 
the kids until they return from the rescue’.  
Soup was made and ready when the men 
returned to the Police Office. They had to have 
something, having missed dinner and probably 
visited the pub on the way home!

Even after Harry was lost, Jean continued to 
turn out to help the team, often making soup 
and coffee at the Rescue Control caravan.    
Jean was always there for us, just as we had 
over the years been there for her.

Looking back, nothing much has changed over 
the years.  Mountain rescue continues to play a 
big role in the lives of all those involved, 
including wives and partners.

18



When a rescue call comes, no matter what else 
has been planned, team members still give 
their time without payment, something that has 
been going on for almost forty years.  The 
wives and partners still anxiously wait on the 
door going in the early hours of the morning as 
their loved ones return.

In my case there is one difference.  On the 
morning after a callout I am likely to find three 
sets of wet and muddy gear on the floor instead 
of just one.  The next generation has headed 
for the hills!
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Chapter 2 - Not lost, just misguided

The nature of Mountain Rescue has significantly 
changed over the years that KMRT has been 
serving the public.  Many of the changes are 
driven by technological advances like mobile 
phones, GPS systems, all-weather helicopters, 
etc.  However, one of the lesser-known changes 
is in the field of Search Management.

When a ‘shout’ comes in, the troops are called 
out by means of text messages sent to their 
mobile phones, generally giving just a 
rendezvous place and time and very brief 
details of the incident.

Usually, by the time the team have mustered  
by the control vehicle at the foot of the hill,   
the Search Managers have determined the 
optimum search pattern and sequence for the 
ground to be covered and they deploy the guys 
in small groups, with definite instructions on 
the grid bearings and coordinates for each grid 
square to be searched and ‘signed off’.

But on the dark and misty highland hills, even 
experienced MRT members can make mistakes, 
as this cautionary tale illustrates.
It was a misty, black and moonless night on the 
hills between Glen Dochart and Glen Lochay 
and KMRT were carrying out a line search for a 
missing walker.   
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The search plan took one of the hill groups over 
the summit of the Meall Glas ridge, so when 
radio contact with this group was eventually 
lost the Search Managers were not unduly 
concerned, because VHF radios work mainly on 
line of sight and the signal may be lost when 
the party moves behind a hill or knoll.   

However, after a couple of hours passed without 
radio contact the Control realised that 
something was amiss; then the Search 
Managers received a phone call from a landline. 
(To protect the guilty the group leaders name 
will not be given).  

‘Can you please send a vehicle round to 
Kenknock in Glen Lochay to pick us up, we 
appear to have made a navigational error.  We 
realised we were in the wrong glen when we 
found the river was flowing from left to right 
instead of right to left’  

A classic mistake had been made. In the dark, 
the navigator had turned his compass 180 
degrees and had used the South needle point 
as the North needle point! 

A twenty miles each way round trip to collect 
the misplaced search party resulted in a few 
red faces and disappointment all round as the 
pubs were shut and all that was available was 
coffee. 
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Lesson learned.  Always have an independent 
backup navigator, especially in high wind or 
blowing snow conditions.  Never rely on one 
person to navigate, no matter how experienced 
he is. 

In the meantime, as often happens, a knock on 
the door of the control van from a concerned 
gentleman who asked ‘Are you looking for me’ 
was a welcome relief.  The missing hill walker 
had corrected HIS navigation error and found 
his way through a forest to a main road and 
safety.
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Chapter 3 - Beam me up Scotty

One of the pleasures of hillwalking is that it is 
open to all and disabilities may restrict but not 
prevent enjoyment of our magnificent mountain 
areas.  Mountain Rescue Teams consider each 
hillwalker as an individual, always looking at 
their experience, equipment, and any health 
issues they may have.   

The ‘safety in numbers’ rule applies here.  If 
something goes wrong the other person is 
usually able to obtain help. However, it is 
important that each person in the party has a 
torch, map and compass, just in case they get 
separated and have to continue on their own.

On one occasion the team was called to Beinn 
Ghlas near Inverarnan, where a hillwalker had 
reported losing his girlfriend while descending 
the hill.  Apparently, the duo were near the top, 
but the lassie was tired and decided to wait on 
the hillside for the guy returning.  

Unfortunately, on the way back down the 
hillwalker missed his girlfriend, and after 
searching for some time he descended to the 
bottom of the hill, hoping that she had made 
her own way down.  The guy had the map, 
compass and torch and had left his girlfriend 
with only a flask of coffee - and to make 
matters worse, she was profoundly deaf and 
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dumb and could only communicate by sign 
language.

Being alone on the hills in darkness is a  
frightening experience even for people with all 
of their faculties intact, and the boys were  very 
aware that the lost girl could be near the Beinn 
Ghlas waterfall, with steep drops on either side.  
An immediate concern was that, being unable 
to shout for help, then if she saw torchlight 
coming she might try to walk towards the 
search party, so a plan was hatched to carry 
out a ‘NVG’ search, using the newfangled night 
vision googles that were just coming into 
regular use.   

The expected Sea King helicopter arrived and 
picked up a few team members, then began a 
close search of the area near the waterfall, 
using night vision goggles and with the search 
lights and navigation lights turned off.  

The girl was soon located on the hillside sitting 
on a steep piece of ground and unable to move.  
In a scenario straight from a sci-fi movie, the 
winchman came down on a wire to her position 
and the pilot then turned the search lights on, 
illuminating the area like daylight.  

Previously unaware of the helicopter, all the 
deaf girl saw was a helmeted figure descending 
on a wire and lit up by white light, but in a trice 
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she was clipped on and lifted up through the 
light beam and into the warm and brightly lit 
interior of the aircraft.

© Brian Petrie
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On arrival at KMRT control, she was cheerful 
and apparently unaffected by her experience, 
and in sign language said it was like ‘Star Trek’ 
and the famous ‘Beam me up Scotty’ command, 
but when she was offered a mobile phone to 
call home, a wee voice from the back corrected 
the error ‘Since when did mobiles do sign 
language’?  
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Chapter 4 - The Soup Kitchen Horror
Team Annals

An army marches on its stomach, a statement 
that is also true for MR teams.  The availability 
of hot drinks and hot food after a rescue was 
something the guys always appreciated, 
especially if combined with a few beers and the 
vital debrief in a convenient pub. 

In the early 1980s, the team received a 
donation from the North British Hotels Group, 
then owners of the Dreadnought hotel in 
Callander.  The money was used to buy a large 
caravan to provide a control centre for incident 
management and the provision of hot soup and 
other refreshments.  

On a fateful day at Cononish, Davy Murray, 
then the local Constable at Crianlarich, was in 
charge of the caravan.   Davy was a KMRT 
stalwart, he knew everyone and looked after 
anxious relatives, gave advice to wayward 
hillwalkers, and undertook other incident 
management tasks.  

When the recovery on Ben Lui was completed, 
Davy hitched up the caravan and set off at high 
speed. ‘He is going a bit fast’ someone 
observed as the wheels of the caravan lifted 
about three feet over the humps on the road. 
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Question - ‘Did we take the soup pot off the 
cooker’?  On the radio we called ‘Stop Davy, 
stop’. Then we gingerly opened the caravan 
door and with head torches we peered in to see 
the damage.  Aarrgh! The inside view looked 
like a scene from a second-rate horror movie - 
everything was covered in blood!

The pot was not on the stove and the soup was 
not in the pot.  The pot had catapulted across 
the caravan, spraying tomato soup on the roof, 
walls, windows, maps, and radios.  On our 
return to Killin it took a full day to scrub and 
clean everything ready for the next shout!
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Chapter 5 - Dragged like a stag
Bill Rose

In the past, most mountain rescue calls came 
during winter darkness.  Descending is when 
many hillwalkers slip and fall, often due to 
getting onto steep ground through poor 
navigation. Before mobile phones it often took 
several hours for a member of a party to head 
downhill from an accident site and raise the 
alarm by phoning the police from the nearest 
house.

KMRT annals show such an incident during the 
winter of 1979.   The team was called to Ben 
more about 1700 hrs, following a report of a 
hillwalker having slipped and broken his leg 
near the summit.  

The hills were snow covered with bright stars   
overhead - another frosty night we thought as 
we set off.  However gales and snow showers 
were forecast and it was not long until we found 
ourselves engaged in a battle with the elements 
on our way up the hill.  The wind picked up and 
we later learned from the met office that 100 
mph gusts were recorded at weather stations 
on the west coast.  This resulted in spindrift - 
wind blown snow coming horizontally towards 
us making it impossible to see until the wind 
dropped.  Powder snow built up 6 to 8 foot 
snowdrifts, slowing progress considerably.  
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However, down at the base at the bottom of the 
hill the wind was much lighter, and people there 
had no idea of the difficulty being faced by the 
hill party.  At times the snow cleared and from 
the foot of the hill it looked like a clear night.  

Sheer determination resulted in slow but steady 
progress until we reached the ridge and the 
area where the casualty was located, but we 
were unaware of the dangerous position we 
were in.  Powder snow had penetrated our shell 
clothing, driven down our collars and blown up 
under our jackets due to the high wind speed 
and horizontal snow. 

The first two guys reached the casualty and 
prepared him for extraction whilst the rest 
came up with the stretcher.  Stretcher loaded, 
we began the long recovery downhill.  We had 
not gone far when it was noticed that one of 
the team was wandering off and not responding 
to requests from other members.  Shortly 
afterwards he sat down and seemed to be 
exhausted.  He was very cold and irrational 
when spoken to which suggested hypothermia.  
Due to the severe weather a decision was made 
that he would be taken off immediately - action 
which was contrary to current thinking that 
hypothermia victims should be rewarmed 
before continuing.  Not a practical proposition in 
the blizzard conditions.  
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Dragged like a stag would be a reasonable 
description of the recovery, but he made it.  On 
entering the ambulance it was found that a 
large amount of frozen compacted snow had 
gathered down his back from neck to waist 
drastically lowering his core body temperature.  
Following a quick trip to hospital, intensive care 
treatment was carried out to slowly raise the 
body core temperature.  Temperature on arrival 
at hospital was 31c which is life threatening and 
it would have been lower when transferred to 
the warm ambulance at Ben More.  

Two days in hospital and all was well but the 
hypothermia victim remembered absolutely 
nothing of the incident.  He thought he had a 
bad dream with people shouting at him, in a 
blizzard on a hill, and unable to speak back to 
them.  He had no recollection of feeling cold but 
of having one almighty headache. 

O t h e r t e a m m e m b e r s s u f f e r e d m i l d 
hypothermia and frost nip on fingers as a result 
of the conditions. The hillwalker with the broken 
leg was safely recovered to hospital and all 
made a good recovery.

As Fiona Rose remembers it

I always had an apprehension that things could 
go wrong.  On a winter’s night in 1979 it did.  
Called out in a storm to assist climbers 
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stranded near the top of Ben More, the weather 
turned severe with blizzard conditions and 
reported wind speeds of 100 miles per hour on 
the summits.  The team had struggled to reach 
and recover the climbers. 

On the way down B i l l succumbed to 
hypothermia due to windblown snow filling the 
inside of his jacket.  He had been assisted off 
the hill by the team and rushed to hospital by 
ambulance.  Others that nights suffered from 
the effects of cold due to the severe conditions. 
Jean Lawrie rang me to say ‘Bill has been 
rushed to hospital. Get the kids organised and 
we will get you down there’  

After a few days in hospital Bill recovered 
sufficiently to be allowed home.  A couple of 
weeks rest and he was ready to head out on 
the hills again.
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Chapter 6 - Running on empty
Team annals

In the winter of 1982 the Team was called out 
to Ben More to recover two stranded climbers.  
The weather was cold with intermittent snow 
showers.  A helicopter had dropped team 
members off and the crew had been working 
with them to search the hill.  

Fuel was running low and the helicopter was 
heading off to refuel when the missing 
hillwalkers were located.  It went to the 
reported location but was hindered by high 
winds, and then the fuel level became critical.  

The aircrew decided to continue with the 
recovery and successfully picked up the 
climbers.  There was insufficient fuel to fly back 
to the usual landing point at Ben More farm 
however, so the helicopter made for the street 
lights of Crianlarich and landed on the roadway 
at Willow Brae, right outside someone's front 
door. 

Although this caused a wee flutter of 
excitement in the village, the crew were totally 
unperturbed, having just returned from 
Northern Ireland on a tour of duty where they 
regularly landed in school playing fields and 
other tight spots. The crew had made the 
correct decision. Due to deteriorating weather 
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they were the last chance for the climbers to be 
rescued that night and they decided to 
complete the task in the full knowledge that 
they would have to park up overnight. The 
helicopter remained in the street until the next 
morning and the arrival of a fuel bowser from 
RAF Leuchars. 
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Chapter 7 - The Contact Lenses
Team Annals

During a seriously cold spell in 1990, KMRT 
were deployed to a snow-covered Ben Lui to 
look for a lone overdue walker. 

A night search in blowing spindrift revealed no 
trace of the man.  When proceedings were 
resumed at daybreak next day the weather had 
significantly improved with blue skies, but still 
minus 17c. 

A Wessex helicopter from RAF Leuchars did a 
first sweep over the hill and quickly spotted the 
missing hillwalker, frantically waving from the 
East ridge. 

On being picked up, the guy reported that he 
had become lost on very steep ground in 
blizzard conditions and had dropped his contact 
lenses while trying to look at a map.  Unable to 
see clearly, he very wisely dug a snow hole in 
which to bivouac overnight. Then after a 
sleepless and miserably cold night he heard the 
welcome sound of the rescue helicopter.  Poking 
his head out of the snow hole, he saw 
something glistening on the snow - the missing 
lenses!  Quickly, he cleaned them and put them 
in and was horrified to see that he was on very 
steep ground above a rocky buttress.  
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Had he tried to move during the night he would 
almost certainly have fallen to his death, but 
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with his lenses in he was able to find a route to 
safer ground on the ridge, from where he would 
be easily seen and could attract attention.
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Chapter 8 - The Malaysian Hoist
Bill Rose

When negotiating steep craggy ground it is 
important to consider appropriate escape routes 
if continuing uphill becomes impossible and 
descent is the only option.  It is usually easier 
to climb uphill than trying to descend on ground 
involving scrambling.

On a summer evening in 1985 a lone walker 
found himself in just such a position on 
Armandave Hill on the west side of Loch 
Lubnaig.  

A report had been received of someone 
shouting for help from steep craggy ground 
above Rock Cottage.  The walker had been 
staying at nearby holiday cabins and had gone 
for a walk, then decided to climb up to get a 
better evening view.  He made good progress 
until about half way up, then he became 
unnerved by the steepness of the ground and 
attempted to make his way back down, but 
found that descent was even more frightening.  

Hopeful that he could climb out of his 
predicament he continued upwards, but soon 
became totally cragfast and unable to move, 
perched on a ledge and holding onto the rock 
with both hands.
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The troops set off up the hill, which on the 
lower section was thickly wooded and dense 
with bracken and bushes.  Finding ourselves in 
the area below the stranded walker, we realised 
that the only safe way to get a belay point to 
secure him was to continue to the top, working 
through crags and buttresses.   

A couple of the more mature (sensible?) 
members decided to go north and find a route 
round the buttress, while the main party 
struggled up the steep craggy slope, until near 
the top there was an exposed area of rock to be 
negotiated before the summit could be 
attained.  

Harry decided to try to work his way round the 
outcrop and disappeared.  A few minutes later 
he shouted back ‘I’m stuck’  We decided to 
wind him up a bit. ‘You can stay there and we 
will drop a rope down from the top once we get 
the cragfast walker up’ ‘No you won't’ ‘Okay, we 
will secure a rope from our position and pass it 
round the rock to you and allow you to traverse 
around the buttress’  

Harry was duly retrieved and we climbed the 
remaining part of the buttress, there to find the 
two mature members who had taken the detour 
to the top drinking coffee and having a good 
laugh.  ‘What kept you? We found an easy 
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scrambling route round the crag and have been 
thinking about you guys for the last half hour’  
Now to the real task - how to recover the 
cragfast walker.  A quick Risk Assessment went 
as follows:

Plan A - Lower a rope to allow the walker to 
attach himself, then lower him down to safer 
ground.  
Conclusion - Not a good idea, the walker is not 
experienced in rope work, he could attach 
himself incorrectly or just simply freeze in 
position. 

Plan B - Lower Teddy down with a spare 
harness.  He can secure himself to the casualty 
and we can lower them both down to safer 
ground.  
Conclusion - This could work, so Teddy went 
down and started implementing the plan.  

Meanwhile, up on the summit, we were thinking 
again.  

Plan C - Hoist them instead of lowering them 
down.  
Conclusion - This is the safest and quickest 
option, the cragfast walker will be in our care 
and we can call for helicopter extraction if there 
are any problems.
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A slight flaw in our logic was that Teddy was no 
lightweight and we had no idea of the weight of 
the walker, so with two on the rope we set up a 
multi-pulley system and all eight  of us hauled 
them up.  

On reaching the top Ted said ‘That was a very 
smooth lift, what pulley system did you use?’  
Around that time there had been publicity 
about two UK citizens being publicly hanged in 
Malaysia for drug trafficking, so from the back 
came the wisecrack. ‘It's called the Malaysian 
hoist. We copied it off the TV but altered it from 
1:1 to 8:1’  
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Chapter 9 - Animal Magic

Over the years KMRT have quite often been 
called out to help rescue stranded animals.   
Sheep are the most common, stuck on crags.  
They will graze quite happily on an exposed 
ledge until the grass runs out and they get 
hungry.  The main problem is that when you 
get close to the stranded animal it panics and 
jumps off with fatal results.  The secret to a 
successful recovery is generally to lower a 
shepherd down by a rope.  They know how to 
approach the animal without spooking it and 
can usually manage to secure it so that both 
can be raised to safety.

Dogs can be a problem too, especially wee 
terriers that will follow small animals into rocky 
clefts and then get stuck.   Here are  three 
examples of such incidents, all with happy 
endings.

Part 1 - Before the Gold Rush
Billy Stitt
 
One afternoon I got a call from the one and 
only John Burton of Cononish to see if we could 
assist in removing three of his blackface sheep 
from the rock to the left hand side of Eas Anie 
waterfall, quite close to the modern gold mine. 
As noted elsewhere in this book, John was a 
good friend to KMRT, so of course the  answer 
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was affirmative.  We would do our best to assist 
in retrieving the Black Beauties. 

The job could be done by just a small team, so 
myself, Teddy, Dochy, Tom Gibbon and Hugh set 
off, festooned with ropes and slings and other 
items of sheep-rescuing kit.

John pointed out where the sheep were, high 
on a very awkward and inaccessible craggy 
ledge; where else would sheep get to?

Two of us set off to the top and set up belays 
for the abseil rope, then encouraged by shouts 
of ‘left a bit’ and ‘right a bit’ from those down 
below I went down to the ledge and got myself 
secured, then dropped a second rope down for 
Dochy and assisted him up onto the ledge and 
into his designated role as official Catcher.

When sheep are stranded in this way, they eat 
every little blade of greenery, so the ledge was 
by this time quite devoid of grass and more 
than a little slippery as Dochy made his way to 
the first Blackie. 

I kept well out of the way as the sheep expert 
launched his opening move ‘There nice sheepie, 
come to Uncle Dochy’ he said as he made a 
lunge, but Blackie was having none of this and 
tried to butt him in the family jewels, so after a 
few mutterings and associated hee haws Dochy 
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said ‘Right, I’ll fix the b*****d’ and tackled the 
sheep with a crafty judo hold, then trussed the 
creature up with slings ready for the lower off 
to the waiting crew below.  The sheep was none 
the worse for the experience and trotted off to 
feed its face.

‘Sheepie’ number two didn’t give in too easily 
either, but was again secured with slings  and 
lowered to her companion happily munching 
away below. Number three was clearly the 
smartest sheep on the hill and thought ‘To hell 
with this, the rest of the team are over there 
having a good feed and I’ll come quietly’ so the 
final score was KMRT 3 - Sheep 0.

With the ropes coiled and the hardware bagged, 
this hilarious rescue was nearly over and John B 
said ‘You must come back to the house for a 
wee refreshment after all that hard work’ – 
‘Och aye then, perhaps just a quick one’

Wee libation in hand, Tom went to sit down, 
only to be told by John ‘I wouldna park there if 
you value yer credentials, the terrier has 
just had her pups in the hole in that settee’  
Now Tom is a big strapping lad, but we were all 
impressed by how quickly he moved as the 
terrier started to growl - and he never spilled a 
drop!

Those were the days!
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Part 2 - Snaring the pooch
Team Annals

In about 1990, the Police asked the team to 
assist in recovering a wire haired terrier that 
was stuck down a hole near Inversnaid.  

The  dog’s owners had been walking near Rob 
Roy's cave when the dog disappeared from  
sight.   The SSPCA had been notified and had 
already tried to extricate the dog with a noose, 
but had failed because the dog was in a very 
difficult position - about 8 feet down a narrow 
12 inch gap between two large rocks.   

Looking down the hole, the dog’s head and one 
paw were visible but our initial attempts to 
lower a rope down with a locked noose to collar 
the dog were unsuccessful.  Fading light caused 
overnight postponement of further attempts, 
and that evening a phone call was made to 
team member Eoin Campbell - a very 
resourceful guy who earned his living at deer 
stalking and fox control.  Eoin immediately 
offered to come along next  day to try to sort 
things out.

Next morning was bright and clear and Eoin 
arrived with a long pole with a wire snare tied 
on the end.  Looking down the hole, we could 
see that the dog had not moved very much 

45



overnight, so Eoin very quietly lowered the pole 
and snare down. 
Due to a curve in the rock it was almost 
impossible to see exactly where the snare was 
located, but suddenly Eoin stood up and 
without releasing tension on the snare he 
quickly pulled the pole up.  Like a jack-in-the-
box the dog shot up out of the hole, having 
been snared by a front paw.  

We started back to Inversnaid carrying the dog 
and suddenly we were met with cries of joy 
from two walkers. They were the owners and 
they were absolutely delighted to see we had 
their dog, which they had all but given up hope 
of recovering.  

A check with the vet found that apart from a 
sore paw and dehydration the dog was fine and 
it later made a full recovery.

Part 3 - I’ll never find another ewe
Mike Luti

A busload of tourists were visiting Leny Falls in 
full spate conditions when someone  noticed a 
blackface ewe, cragfast on a narrow ledge.  As 
official sheep-rescuers, KMRT were called out 
and decided to lower Mike Luti on a rope  to 
assess the situation.
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A big crowd of rubberneckers formed on the 
opposite side of the gorge, all keen to see how 
the team would use the full range of technical 
rope-handling equipment to complete the 
rescue.  

Meanwhile, on the top of the crag, the guys 
were securing the belaying points and 
dispensing helpful advice to Mike on the 
advantages of wearing welly boots (especially 
the type with buckles) when handling sheep in 
confined spaces. 

In the event, our hero opted for a more 
traditional approach, and armed with only his 
trusty shepherds crook he slowly descended 
towards the ledge.

Suddenly, a dislodged pebble rattled down and 
the sheep looked up in alarm, then bleated 
‘Geronimo” and launched itself into the abyss.    

As it hurtled past, Mike hooked his crook 
around a back leg and dragged the creature up 
so that he could get a firm hold; then sheep 
and rescuer (and crook) were hauled up to a 
big round of applause from the onlookers.

Roast lamb with mint sauce never tasted so 
good! 
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Chapter 10 - Doctor, Doctor  
Mike Luti

Back in the 1980s, a rock climber fell when 
climbing above Loch Katrine, at a point about a 
half-mile beyond the car park.

A fast duo comprising Tom Gibbon and Mike 
Luti set off to reach the casualty, while the  rest 
of the guys came behind with the stretcher and 
heavy gear.

On reaching the casualty, it was obvious that he 
had an uncomplicated leg fracture, so after 
checking for any other injuries Mike got him 
entonoxed and spl inted up, ready for 
extraction.

Meanwhile, the troops had arrived and were 
assembling the stretcher, so Mike left Tom 
Gibbon with the casualty and went across to get 
the gear sorted so that the whole party could 
move off together.

Making small-talk, the casualty commented   to 
Tom that he felt much better now that his leg 
was securely splinted, saying ‘The Killin Team is 
very lucky to have the services of such a 
competent Doctor’ to which Tom replied ‘He’s 
no a f*****g Doctor, he runs the chippie in 
Callander’!
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Chapter 11 - The Baptism of JC
Team Annals

KMRT are rarely concerned with water, except 
perhaps for crossing burns in spate - always a 
miserable business when carrying a stretcher 
because casualty care means that the guys 
have to lift the stretcher up high and just 
plough on through the torrent.

However, there was one occasion when a team 
member seemed to enjoy total immersion; the 
story goes as follows:

A West Highland Way walker tripped and broke 
his leg on an evening trek between Inversnaid 
and Doune Bothy.  KMRT attended, found the 
walker without any difficulty and splinted him 
up, ready for evacuation.

Next, the team commandeered a cabin cruiser, 
the general plan being to take the casualty 
across Loch Lomond to Ardlui, from where an 
ambulance would whisk him away to hospital. 
In the darkness, the lads searched the 
shoreline with head torches, looking for a 
suitable spot for the boat to nose onto the 
beach.

Constable Jake Currie of Callander Police was 
guiding the boat from his position on the bow, 
head torch gleaming as the boat glided  
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towards the dimly seen shore line, poised to 
jump off when it beached and ready to secure 
the mooring line so that the rest of the guys 
could disembark.

Judging that the boat was close in, the intrepid 
Jake jumped from the boat onto the shore, or 
so he thought.  There was an almighty splash, 
then an urgent shout of ‘Man overboard’   Head 
torches focused on the water around the boat. 
A rucksack was spotted, then up popped Jake. 
He had jumped into 6 feet of water, fully 
clothed in his hillwalking kit.  

Jake carried the incident off with typical 
panache; the team hauled him out of the water 
and he emerged with a beatific smile,  as if he 
had just been baptised in the Sea of Galilee.  
Nothing daunted, Jake carried on with the 
rescue and helped to get the casualty away to 
hospital, although sitting in the van in soaking 
wet gear on the return journey to Callander 
must have been a grim experience!
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Chapter 12 - Transports of delight
Team Annals

Under Scots Law, the Police are responsible for 
coordinating search and rescue resources, plus 
the add i t i ona l t a sk o f r epo r t i ng the 
circumstances surrounding fatal climbing 
incidents to the local Procurator Fiscal.

In practical terms, this means that the Police  
respond to initial reports involving overdue 
hillwalkers or people in distress, and then call 
out the appropriate backup when it is confirmed 
that outside expertise is required.

KMRT was formed as a Police/Community 
partnership; local Police Officers were active 
members and carried out the administrative 
tasks required to run the team.  Over the years 
this process worked well, providing Police 
resources such as vehicles, communications 
and office facilities.  The provision of 4x4 
vehicles was particularly important, as the 
following tales illustrate.

One winters evening, a report was received that 
a train at Tyndrum was trapped in snowdrifts 
and the passengers would have to be rescued 
from the train.  In severe weather, two local 
Police Officers, (both KMRT members) set off in 
a Land Rover to reach the incident.  Drifting 
snow and poor visibility made progress very 
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difficult, but the Land Rover coped well in such 
conditions and could plough through most drifts 
of snow.  

However, near Lix Toll junction a very large 
snow drift completely blocked the road. The 
driver reckoned that he could just plough 
through it.  Disaster struck, there was a car 
inside the snow drift, and the Land Rover came 
to a sudden stop with a bent front end.  
Fortunately no-one was injured and assistance 
was called to allow the rescue of the stranded 
train passengers to be completed.  The driver 
took quite a bit of ribbing and had to live with 
the reputation of driving into the ‘big snow ball’

On another occasion the team were on Ben 
More searching for a missing hillwalker, with 
two Police members sitting in a Land Rover at 
Ben More farm doing the search management.  
‘I will go and get a bottle of whisky for the lads 
to have a refreshment on return’ said Davy 
Murray and a short time later he returned with 
two half bottles of whisky.  ‘One for us and one 
for the boys’ he said.  

As the night wore on the two cops had a wee 
dram, then another wee dram to pass the time, 
as there was little radio activity from the hill.  
One half bottle finished, they decided to have a 
wee drop from the second bottle.  By the time 
the team got back with the missing hillwalker, 
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one bottle was finished and the second one half 
done. ‘Well done lads.  There is still a wee drop 
of whisky left in the bottle. Not enough to go 
round though so one of you will have to be the 
nominated driver’

The first trip in the New Van

The large site caravan that had been in use as a 
control centre for about 10 years was 
dilapidated and in need of replacement. A 
decision was made to replace the caravan with 
a van that would combine transport and a 
control centre.  Considerable fundraising took 
place, including a National Lottery grant. The 
vehicle arrived but it would take time to convert 
and fit it out internally.

The first outing (and almost the last) took place 
before the work could be carried out.  It was 
winter and the team were called to Crianlarich 
to search for two missing climbers. We decided 
to take the new van, although it wasn’t fully 
fitted out it would help with transport. 

Off we went, with three of the team in the new 
van and the rest ahead in a Police Land Rover. 
The driver of that vehicle was driving much too 
fast and the van occupants decided that he 
needed to be told to slow down, so they 
signalled the driver to pull over and stop.  His 
Police boss was in the van and decided to 
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accompany him in the Land Rover to ensure 
that he drove in a more sedate manner.  This 
was very much appreciated by the rear 
passengers in the vehicle who were a whiter 
shade of pale and did not look like they would 
have been going up any hill when they arrived 
at the destination.

As the vehicles continued up Glenogle heavy 
wet snow began to fall, with a good covering on 
the road - then close to Lix Toll junction the two 
vehicles joined a queue of traffic.  The Land 
Rover driver asked his boss if he should 
overtake the line of cars to find out what was 
going on.  Blue lights on, he began to overtake 
the queue at a reasonable speed, but as he 
rounded a corner a huge concrete mixer truck 
was coming up the hill. He braked, but the Land 
Rover skidded on the snow and in slow motion 
crunched into the concrete mixer.  

The saga was not yet over.  The brand-new van 
was right behind and it also skidded, but by 
sheer luck managed to come to a halt just 
inches from the back of the Land Rover.   

No real casualties (except for the dented pride 
of the Police driver) but the show had to go on, 
so what to do about the search?  

No problem - everyone piled out of the 
damaged Land Rover and into the rear of the 
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new van, where they sat on the floor and 
continued to Crianlarich; and on arrival it was 
learned the missing walkers had turned up safe 
and well.  

Fortunately, no one was injured and the 
incident was just one of those mishaps that 
happen in rural areas when snow is on the 
road.  Apart from paper work to explain the 
damaged Police Land Rover, no harm was done.

Be Careful Where you Camp 

Climbers are often advised not to venture on 
the hills when the weather is bad.  One couple 
following this advice almost paid with their 
lives!  Arriving at Ben More in blizzard 
conditions, they parked in a lay-by and pitched 
their tent on the grass verge to wait until 
daylight.  

The happy campers were awakened in the early 
hours by bright lights and the sound of a very 
large vehicle right beside their tent.  The 
vehicle was a snow plough and their tent was 
not pitched on the verge but out on the A85 
trunk road!  At the last minute the driver 
noticed the colour of the tent and managed to 
avoid it. Just as well it had not been the big 
snow ball driver in a Land Rover!
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Chapter 13 - Nearer my God to thee
Bill Rose

Summer weather often brings people to the 
hills who are not regular hillwalkers - folk who 
are lured out by the sunny days and travel with 
little equipment and who quite often have 
inappropriate footwear.  Most of the time things 
go well, but there are occasions when the lack 
of proper footwear results in a simple slip - the 
most common cause of injury on the hill.

KMRT were called to Stank Glen on Ben Ledi on 
a very hot summer’s day, responding to a 
report of a female walker with a broken ankle.    

The boys decided to travel light with only the 
stretcher and first aid equipment, anticipating 
that the lack of wind, blue skies and bright 
sunshine would make for a hot and sweaty 
ascent. A helicopter had been requested, but 
due to other flying tasks the exact arrival time 
was unknown.  

On reaching the casualty, it was found that she 
had indeed fractured her ankle, a likely result of 
wearing light shoes.  While the ankle was being 
splinted, the radio spluttered into  life with a 
message that a helicopter was inbound, and 
shortly afterwards the team heard the sound of 
the aircraft approaching.  
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As normal, the crew flew over the area to 
gauge the wind direction and speed for the 
safest approach for a landing on the hill.  
Unfortunately there was no wind, which 
helicopters rely on to gain lift, so the Pilot 
requested that the casualty be brought uphill to 
a location that he could safely approach.

Meanwhile, local Police officer Tom Gibbon was 
noting the details of the incident for the official 
report (especially the fact that she was wearing 
city shoes).  When he asked the casualty her 
maiden name, her colleague replied ‘We are 
nuns and we are married to Jesus’. Tom 
responded ‘That's handy then. Dinnae worry as 
we have a helicopter coming and it will take you 
closer to yer man’.  Despite her obvious pain 
even the casualty laughed out loud!

Now, KMRT members have always been pious 
and god-fearing individuals, so after a short 
prayer meeting the lads thought that ‘Nearer 
my God to thee’ was an appropriate hymn to 
sing as they toiled up the hill carrying the nun; 
particularly the fifth verse, which goes as 
follows:

Or if on joyful wing, cleaving the sky,
Sun, moon, and stars forgot, upwards I fly,
Still all my song shall be, nearer, my God, to Thee
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When the stretcher party were in a suitable 
location the winchman came down on the wire, 
clipped onto the stretcher and wheeched the 
casualty away to hospital in Stirling.

Mountain rescue is thirsty work, especially on a 
hot day.  After handing over the casualty the  
team had a quick walk down the hill into 
Callander, thence to the pub for a debrief 
involving cold beer and a review of the story 
about helping a nun get closer to her Head 
Office.
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Chapter 14 - The Flying Boat
Team Annals

Over the years, the area covered by the team 
has seen a significant number of aircraft 
crashes.

‣ 1973 a BEA Viscount on a test flight 
crashed on Ben More killing the crew

‣ 1979 an RAF Jaguar crashed on Ben Lui 
killing the pilot

‣ 1981 A light aircraft crashed on Ben Ledi 
killing the pilot

‣ 1987 A Wessex helicopter crashed on Ben 
More, killing team member Harry Lawrie

‣ 1997 An RAF Tornado crashed in Glenogle 
killing both crew members

‣ 2012 A microlight aircraft crashed on Ben 
More killing the crew of 2

The 1981 Ben Ledi incident was quite an epic.  
The Police received a notification from air traffic 
control that a light aircraft had failed to arrive 
at Glasgow airport.  The only location 
information they could supply was that the 
plane would probably be in an area between 
Bridge of Orchy and Callander.

It was dark when the call came in and a foul 
wet night as KMRT mustered at Callander Police 
Office.  A motorist passing Ben Dorain had 
reported a flash of light and a loud bang, so the 
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Team was despatched to the Bridge of Orchy 
Hotel, there to liaise with the Glencoe MRT.  

On arrival, the guys met up with Hamish 
Mcinnes who stated that the his people were a 
bit sceptical about the report, because lightning 
had been seen in the area around the time of 
the reported flash, but that the Glencoe MRT 
would head to Ben Dorain and check things out.  

Shortly afterwards, information came in 
regarding a possible sighting of a low-flying 
light aircraft in the Callander area and KMRT 
returned to their home base so that a low-level 
helicopter search could be carried out.  With no 
firm information to go on, the search was then 
stood down till daylight.

Next morning, the weather was poor with 
cloud-base at 750 feet. Lomond MRT were 
called in to assist and a helicopter landing 
rendezvous point was set up at Milton farm at 
the foot of Ben Ledi.  Then search parties were 
dropped as high up as possible on Ben Ledi, 
Beinn Each and other hills around Loch Lubnaig. 

The search was protracted due to the persistent 
mist, and it was not till late afternoon that 
visibility improved enough for a Wessex 
helicopter to locate the wreckage near the 
summit of Ben Ledi, high in the corrie above 
Stank Glen.  
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The impact point was about 80 feet from the 
summit and had the plane cleared Ben Ledi it 
would have been on a straight run in to 
Glasgow airport, but sadly the pilot died in the 
crash and the incident became a recovery job.  

An air accident investigation team (AAIB) 
arrived the next day.  MRT members were 
asked to assist in the investigation at the crash 
site and a tracked vehicle was hired to get the 
investigators up the hill, but the weather turned 
really nasty and for safety reasons the first day 
of the operation was aborted.

The next day saw slightly better weather, the 
tracked vehicle reached the summit and the 
MRT navigated to the crash site on a very steep 
slope at the head of the corrie.  The 
invest igators decided that removal of 
instruments and a few critical parts would be 
suf f ic ient for their invest igat ion unt i l 
arrangements could be made to hire heavy 
machinery to remove the wreckage. 

The plane had been well equipped with safety 
equipment and Jake found a self-inflating life-
raft near the wreckage.  A bit of bartering took 
place.  The investigators agreed it was not 
relevant to their investigation, could not be 
reused, and was therefore scrap.  ‘This will do 
fine for my two boys to play in on the loch in 
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the summer’   ‘No problem, if you want to carry 
it down it's yours’.   

Fair chuffed with his find, Jake put the life raft 
to the side as the lads completed removal of 
the instruments from the wreckage and began 
packing for departure.  Suddenly, a gust of 
wind got up and the life raft started to roll 
d o w n h i l l , w i t h J a ke i n h o t p u r s u i t .  
Unfortunately, he could not catch up with it and 
the speed increased as it rolled down the very 
steep hillside.   After about 100 feet there was 
a sudden bang and whoosh of air as the life-raft 
inflated, then the wind lifted it about 100 feet 
from the ground.  Jake hoped it would come to 
rest on the open hillside, but his luck was out 
as it f lew high over the trees before 
disappearing in the middle of the forest.  There 
was no chance of recovering it - the play boat 
for the weans was gone.

The cause of the accident was later determined 
as pilot error. In the mist, the unfortunate guy 
thought he was much further south than his 
true position and well clear of the hills, then he 
descended too low to clear Ben Ledi.
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Chapter 15 - The Observer
Alan Reid

Our son had died in January and for the next 10 
months we had seldom been out of the house 
and not to any social events. Then for some 
reason my wife accepted a dinner invitation 
from Sandie Luti.  It was not as if we knew 
them, but that evening 30 years ago marked 
the start of a lengthy association with KMRT 
and a lifelong friendship with the Luti family. 

During dinner, the conversation moved onto 
Peter’s involvement with KMRT. As a fairly new 
member he was very enthusiastic and, after I 
had commented that I had done a bit of hill 
walking as a student, nothing could stop Peter 
from telephoning Harry Lawrie, the Team 
Coordinator, to ask if it would be OK for him to 
bring me along to training the following 
morning as an observer. 

This was confirmed and before I knew it I was 
meeting up with the team members the next 
day at the Police Station - and what a motley 
crew they were.  Definitely not what I was 
anticipating but had I been asked what I was 
expecting it probably would have been hard for 
me to define. I remember that there were a 
number of police officers, an hotelier, twin 
brothers from the local café, a local government 
officer, shepherds, and a builder, to name but a 
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few. There also seemed to be tons of 
equipment, most of which was unfamiliar to 
me.

As an observer, I expected to sit at the bottom 
of the hill and watch what was happening. The 
location was the cliffs below the summit of Ben 
A’an. I was out of breath by the time we had 
climbed the path to the cliffs but clearly 
remember the banter going on between the 
team members, who obviously were much fitter 
than I was if they could walk and talk. 

Most of the conversation was meaningless to 
me as I didn’t know who they were talking 
about but it was clear that there was a strong 
camaraderie between the team members. I was 
made to feel very welcome and several of the 
lads spoke to me wanting to know who I was, 
what I did, etc. 

The day started with individual skills and after 
ropes were set up everyone was given an 
opportunity to abseil. I was shocked when after 
watching for a short period I was invited to 
have a go. I was given an old and very 
uncomfortable Whillans harness, and after the 
ropes had been checked I was expected to step 
off the edge and do something I had never 
done before.  I was terrified but more scared of 
losing face so I took my first tentative steps. 
Once over the edge it was fine but I never 
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looked down until I made a rather undignified 
landing on my backside. 

The craic over lunch was like a foreign language 
to me but everyone was in good spirits and 
there much talk about who was to be the 
‘barrow boy’.  I could only guess at what a 
‘barrow boy’ was and certainly did not 
anticipate that within a very few minutes my 
life would depend on this individual. 

A stretcher was attached to the ropes and I was 
trussed up in the stretcher without being 
consulted on whether I was prepared to do this.  
I reca l l that the humour was who l ly 
inappropriate and did little to quell my rising 
trepidation. 

The barrow boy was one of the twins from the 
local café and I was not sure that this was an 
appropriate background for someone who was 
attached to the bottom of the stretcher, and 
who was going to be responsible for my safety 
as the stretcher was lowered down the cliff.  

The guy who was managing the lower took up a 
seemingly impossible position at the edge of 
the cliff, to enable him to watch what was 
happening and to give instructions to the teams 
who were passing the ropes through the ‘figure 
of eight’ abseil devices. 
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My eyes were tightly shut as the stretcher went 
the edge and I was thinking ‘I don’t know these 
people and why am I letting myself be put at 
risk.  This could all go horribly wrong and I 
could die here. My wife thinks I am watching 
what the team gets up to but not as an active 
participant’ 

The barrow boy persuaded me to open my 
eyes, and for the first time I really took in the 
amazing view.  I felt really alive and decided 
that if I could let these complete strangers do 
this to me I might as well train with the team 
with a view to eventually joining it.  

This was one of the best decisions in my life 
and for the first time since my son’s death I had 
the drive to do something and a reason to get 
out of the house.  I owe a great debt of 
gratitude to Peter and Sandie who made this 
possible.  I enjoyed my time in the team and 
count the team members I met on Ben A’an as 
my friends.
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Chapter 16 - The Big Black Car
Team Annals

KMRT founder Harry Lawrie led a very busy life.  
A Police Sergeant, Harry was the Team 
Coordinator, a Kirk Elder and the founder of an 
expedition panel for the Duke of Edinburgh 
award. 

The panel resulted from a number of local 
incidents involving overnight searches for 
missing DOE groups. Harry’s view was that the 
problem was a lack of local knowledge by 
supervisors, so he enlisted support from team 
members and for many years the panel ensured 
that groups of young people on expeditions 
passed through the area without mishap.

This work was recognised by the award of  the 
BEM, but Harry was unfortunately killed before 
the award was presented (see Chapter 30 - The 
Tragic Chain on page 118).

It was decided by Buckingham Palace that 
Princess Anne would present the award to Jean 
Lawrie, Harry's widow, at a ceremony in Perth.  
Jean was allowed to invite close family and 
friends to the award ceremony and afterwards 
to a Garden Party at Holyrood House.
Jean invited family and team members who had 
worked with Harry in the MRT and DOE award 
panel.  Dressed in our finery we gathered at 
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Perth Council Chambers where Princess Anne 
attended and presented the medal to Jean.  
This was an emotional time,  but the Princess 
had been well briefed and spent about an hour 
talking to Jean and all present.  ‘See you later 
at Holyrood’ were her parting words.

We were intent in making a day of it and 
headed to Edinburgh for lunch at a pre-booked 
Italian restaurant, as we were aware that the 
garden party sandwiches were small and would 
not fill up our MRT members. A plate of pasta 
and a glass of Italian wine and we set off for 
Holyrood at the allotted time.

Mike Luti had a rather classy black Ford 
Granada and had volunteered to chauffeur us to 
the event.  We followed the map and directions 
supplied to get to Holyrood, passing large 
crowds by the sides of the route.  At a T 
junction, a Police Officer on points duty waved 
us out on to the road.  Immediately, two motor 
cyclists came alongside and the crowd started 
to wave - Mike’s braw black car had been 
mistaken for an official vehicle and we had 
joined the Royal cavalcade!   

This was too good an opportunity to miss. The 
car looked the part and our Ladies in their 
finery looked the part, so we gave the crowds 
the Royal wave as we passed.  We had 
wondered about getting through the Edinburgh 
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traffic in time but as a result of this stroke of 
luck we were there in five minutes.

It was a rather wet day so we sheltered from 
the rain in the marquee and enjoyed the 
cucumber sandwiches and coffee. A little later, 
Princess Anne passed round greeting the 
guests.  She immediately spotted us.  ‘You 
made it then. Have a good time.  I saw you this 
morning so will leave you to enjoy yourselves 
and meet the other guests’

A very interesting day for all.  Later we met for 
a drink or three and had a chuckle at Mike’s 
Granada being mistaken for an official car on 
the Royal procession.
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Chapter 17 - The Trail of Blood
Gordon Meikle

On a dark and moonless night during the winter 
of 1990, KMRT were on a snow covered Ben Lui 
searching for an overdue climber.   

I was in the main party heading up to central 
gully, and as we climbed the steep slope into 
the corrie we found hard packed snow and 
halted to put crampons on.  In the pitch 
darkness this was quite a difficult task, 
especially on steep snow, and to make matters 
worse in those days we were still using 
crampons with the so-called ‘French Straps’ - 
leather bindings which were passed through 
rings on the sides of the crampons and finally 
tightened with a buckle.

I unstrapped my crampons from the top of my 
pack and, using my ice axe for balance, I 
successfully got the first one fitted, and that’s 
when things started going pear-shaped.  I had 
the second crampon partially fitted but when I 
tried to pull up the wire bail at the back I 
slipped.  As I lost balance my weight 
transferred to the crampon I was fitting and 
one of the heel spikes went through my glove 
and into my palm.   

I was wearing Dachstein mitts, then the glove 
of choice on the mountain.  Made of shrunken 
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wool they are extremely warm, even when wet, 
and to this day I prefer them to modern gloves 
- if your fingers get cold you just curl them up 
for a few minutes and they soon warm up.

I knew right away that the injury was 
significant, but I didn’t want a wee bit of blood 
to steer the boys away from the task in hand.  
However, one of the guys noticed that my mitt 
(previously standard Dachstein grey colour) 
was now blood-red and that I was dripping 
blood all over the place.  The first-aid team 
swung into action and eased my mitt off, 
revealing a deep stab-like cut in the soft part of 
my palm. A dressing was applied and I was 
advised to turn back as the blood was quickly 
soaking through the bandage. 

A KMRT standard rule is that no-one can travel 
alone at night, so one of the lads came with me 
back down to the control point at the end of the 
Cononish hill road. The return walk took about 
40 minutes, during which time the wound 
leaked, leaving a trail of blood spots in the 
snow.  On arrival, a new bandage was applied 
and the hand elevated until the bleeding 
stopped.  

After a cup of tea, and a blether with the 
Search Managers, there was no sign of any 
blood coming through the dressing, so I went 
for a wee daunder to see what was going on.  
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In the dim light a few yards from the caravan I 
spotted the shadowy f igure of a man 
approaching. ‘Are you lads looking for me’ he 
said, giving his name.  ‘We certainly are’ I 
replied, adding ‘How did you find your way off 
the hill without a head torch?’  ‘It was easy’ he 
said, ‘I just followed the trail of blood in the 
snow’! 
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Chapter 18 - The Exploding Piece
Kirsty Rose

MRT members are often going up the hill when 
everyone else is either coming down or is safely 
tucked up in bed, so training days are designed 
to ensure that team members can safely work 
together in difficult conditions.  However, this 
does not stop training being fun and providing 
the opportunity of having a laugh at one 
another.

For example, during a wet and misty training 
day on Ben Ledi three members were deployed 
to act as casualties - not a bad task on a sunny 
day, but a hellish assignment in dreich weather.  
These are the conditions the team often has to 
operate in.  Poor visibility is one of the prime 
causes of inexperienced walkers getting lost, so 
bad weather brings realism to training and 
prepares us for the real thing.

On this occasion, we walked up the Stank Glen 
on the side of Ben Ledi to an area known as 
Lochan nan Corp (Loch of the Dead) - a 
confusing series of knolls and peat hags 
between Ben Ledi and Ben Vane - a place 
where walkers often get into difficulty trying to 
find a safe route down. 

The local folklore of Lochan nan Corp is that a 
‘coffin road’ passed though this area, a  
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footpath between Glen Finglas and St Bride’s 
Chapel on the side of Loch Lubnaig, something 
that seems to be confirmed by the   name 
‘Bealach nan Corp’ (Pass of the dead)  on the 
OS map of the area.  According to the fable, a 
funeral party was carrying a coffin in snowy 
conditions along the route and across the 
lochan, but the ice gave way and a number of 
people were drowned.  

In reality, the lochan is hard to find and in poor 
visibility folk trying to use it as a way point 
often miss it and become lost in the featureless 
ground to the North.

At the lochan, the team deployed along the 
ridge to carry out a ‘line search’, a key part of 
which is keeping the searchers on both sides in 
sight to ensure that you do not miss the 
casualty (who, being a team member, would try 
to remain undiscovered).  We soon located two 
walking wounded and a third was found with 
more serious injuries, requiring a stretcher 
carry to get below the mist to find a suitable 
site for a helicopter pick up.  

This was all completed efficiently, and in time 
for a late lunch and debrief before we headed 
back down the hill. Now, most people bring 
sandwiches and a flask on these outings, but 
technology has moved on with the development 
of the ‘jet boil’ gas stove - an expensive item 
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that can boil liquids in under two minutes.  
KMRT member Dave Carr had such a stove and 
decided to heat some tomato soup, but when 
he tried to open the tin the ring-pull snapped.  
Luckily, one of the team had a multi-tool and 
offered it to Dave, who opened the blade and 
attacked the tin with full force.  

Good news/Bad news time, the tin was pierced, 
but the contents exploded into the air, spraying 
Dave and everyone around him  with tomato 
soup (* see footnote).  We all burst out laughing - I 
know we have to be realistic with creating mock 
injuries for casualties, but this was going too 
far.  It wasn’t just the casualty who was in the 
soup on this occasion, it was the rescuers too.  

‘Anyone got a wee drop of coffee to share’  said 
Dave ‘Or will it be my usual piece - a cigarette’

 
*Footnote: Dave Carr is a Health and Safety professional!
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Chapter 19 - Carried on a Gate
Mark Luti

Most hillwalkers are self sufficient and can deal 
with emergencies without difficulty.  Slips and 
stumbles are not uncommon and hillwalkers will 
often try to get themselves off the hill when 
minor injuries occur.  Before the widespread 
use of mobile phones this was often the best 
thing to do.  After an accident it could take 
many hours for someone to get to the bottom 
of the hill, raise the alarm and wait for the 
arrival of the MRT.  

Casualties can become hypothermic waiting on 
a hillside for rescue, so reducing height is often 
the best thing to do. Air temperature increases 
and windspeed is reduced the lower down you 
are, plus you are reducing the time that it will 
take for help to arrive.

However, on one occasion a group took things a 
wee bit too far.  They were on Ben More late on 
a winter’s afternoon and were having difficulty 
descending on steep frozen snow, when one of 
the party fell and slid a considerable distance.  
During the fall the pick of his ice axe became 
embedded in his abdomen.  This was obviously 
an emergency, so the group rallied around and 
applied basic first aid, then two members of the 
party set off to summon help.
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The weather at the accident location was 
deteriorating and the rest of the party were 
really concerned for the injured walker, so they 
decided try to find a way to get him down to a 
lower altitude.  A stretcher was improvised from 
a gate taken from a nearby fence; the injured 
walker was carefully lifted aboard and the 
group started slowly down the hill.

When the KMRT troops arrived they were 
impressed by the DIY stretcher, but very 
concerned that the casualty still had an ice axe 
stuck in his belly.  Following a careful transfer 
to a MacInnes stretcher, the ice axe was 
stabilised in position to prevent any further 
internal injury, then the casualty was evacuated 
from the hill for transfer to hospital by 
ambulance.

In this instance everything turned out OK, and 
no-one could reasonably criticise the hill party 
for their ingenuity in using the gate as a 
stretcher.  However, the risk of serious injury 
from the embedded ice axe was so great that it 
would have been better to leave the injured 
walker at the scene until a proper stretcher and 
first aid equipment arrived.

In this case the injury really was severe.  About 
eight months later the guy called in to the Ben 
Ledi cafe (then jointly owned by myself and my 
brother Mike), to thank the team for getting 
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him off the hill. He had survived critical injuries 
and had been in and out of hospital for over six 
months and was just starting to be back to full 
health.

This incident was a reminder that internal   
injuries cannot be seen, so it is essential to 
stabilise the casualty and evacuate them 
carefully from the hill so that hospital x-rays or 
scans can confirm the full extent of any 
damage.

79



Chapter 20 - Leave that door alane!
Mark Luti

Mountain navigation is an essential skill for 
hillwalkers, and despite all the new technology 
a map and compass is still the preferred option, 
with GPS units being looked on as a back up.

This is because the traditional map gives details 
of the topography of the ground, thereby 
allowing walkers to identify features as 
navigation waypoints along the route.  Rescue 
teams are in the same position, often using 
local features, especially at night and/or in 
limited visibility.

For example, in 1973 a BEA Viscount airliner 
crashed on Ben More, killing all on board.  
Although most of the wreckage was removed, 
various parts remained on the hillside.  A major 
remnant was a cargo door - an item  that lay 
on the fence line, low down on the North face of 
the mountain - a great navigation marker.  
Being white, it could be seen quite clearly from 
high up on the hill, and was a good reference 
point when walking downhill.  However, a few 
months after the 1988 Lockerbie disaster, a 
small party of walkers ‘found’ this door and, 
being public spirited citizens, they decided to 
take the  thing downhill.  (This was no mean 
feat as the door was heavy and unwieldy). 
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On reaching the bottom of the hill they took the 
door to the Crianlarich Police Office, and there 
spoke to the local cop, KMRT member Ian 
Ramsay.

‘We found an aeroplane door on Ben More and 
we brought it down.  We think it may have 
come from the Boeing 747 that was brought 
down in Lockerbie’ (about 100 miles south). 

‘Sorry folks, but you’ve made a big mistake’  
said Ian, ‘This door is from the Viscount that 
crashed on Ben more in 1973, and has been 
there for about 15 years.  It is used by the local 
Mountain Rescue Team as a navigation aid and 
has become a feature on the mountain.  It is a 
criminal offence to remove navigation markers 
and it is essential that you immediately take it 
back to exactly where you found it’.  

Their faces were a study in frustration until they 
realised that Ian was winding them up - then 
off they went, leaving Ian to dispose of the last 
large piece of the crashed plane. 
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Chapter 21 - The Wolfgang Mystery
Mark Luti

It was a wild night.  The snow was blowing in 
from the northwest and as we came out of the 
woods onto the open hill, we felt the force of 
the driving snow.  The crampons were put on – 
ice axe in hand and goggles on to protect eyes.  
I looked around to see everyone else had done 
the same.  Everyone knew we were reasonably 
sheltered here by the bulk of the Ben, but as 
we traversed up to the ridge and turned to 
climb to the top, then we would feel the full 
force of the blast.

It had been a reasonable day at work, 
considering the weather, and at 6 o’clock I went 
home, had dinner, and settled down to read the 
papers.  The wind had picked up a bit and I 
could hear it battering the windows – not a 
night for going anywhere, I thought.  

The phone went about 9.30 – ‘Report to Police 
Office – Rescue on Ben Ledi’.  Getting all my 
gear together, I drove down to the Police 
Station.  Bill Rose was there and team 
members were beginning to arrive, including 
my brothers Mike and Peter.  

Bill was talking to a young German man who 
seemed a bit distressed.  It seemed that he and 
his friend ‘Wolfgang’, after a few drinks in the 
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afternoon, had decided to climb the Ben.  He 
said they started out at about 3.30, and after a 
couple of hours, with the weather worsening – 
they had no gear with them, were inadequately 
dressed, had no torch or whistle – he got 
frightened and pleaded with Wolfgang to go 
back down with him.  Wolfgang refused, so the 
guy went back down himself to wait in the car 
until his friend came back down.  Darkness 
soon came, but he waited far too long before 
deciding to report to the Police Station.

At the cop shop he asked me if he could come 
up the hill with us, to which I replied ‘No 
chance!’  As we left for the Ben, the police were 
arranging to put him up at a local B and B.

As we hit the ridge, we felt the full force of the 
wind and driving snow.  It was quite 
tremendous!  We plodded slowly on, crawling 
on hands and knees when a big gust came.  
There was no sign of the guy.  After about an 
hour, the radios crackled and Bill at base told us 
that the Police, after making enquiries about 
the German guy at the B and B, had found out 
that he was a habitual liar and was wanted in 
Germany for calling out rescue services there 
on false pretences.  That really went down well 
with all the guys.  We had a confab and 
decided, as we were near the top, that just in 
case, four of us would go to the summit and 
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have a quick look while the rest of the team 
stayed where they were.

At the top there was no sign of anyone, so we 
made a quick exit back down to our friends.  
Then with the wind at our backs, we made our 
way back off the ridge, down through the 
woods back to base.  The boys were furious and 
wanted to have ‘words’ with the young German 
when we arrived back at the Police Station at 
4.30 am.   

The Police, in anticipation of a murder, went to 
the B and B to arrest the culprit, but he had 
already legged it from the premises to God 
knows where!  Having come up from London, 
the police assumed that he would make his way 
back there.  They informed the Met to arrest 
him if he appeared down there.

Six months or so passed with no news, until a 
young man of German origin called out the 
lifeboat at Aberdeen.  He was arrested and 
eventually sent back to Germany where he was 
given a prison sentence.  Result – good!
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Chapter 22 - The Vital Debrief
Teddy Inglis

When we were asked to contribute our stories 
to this book I thought ‘That’s easy, after 38 
years service in the Killin team and as a veteran 
of several hundred rescues I should be able to 
write something of interest. Finding a tale to 
tell should be easy enough, but which one, 
others have given accounts of some of the 
more dramatic and tragic events we have been 
involved in.’

‘Should I recount a tale of derring do, how we 
braved blizzards and abseiled down the north 
face of the bar to the casualty while belayed to 
a beer tap, or performed life saving first aid 
with a Mars bar before going for a beer; or do I 
do a touchy feely thing about how we look after 
friends and relatives of missing, injured, or in 
some cases deceased, persons that we have to 
deal with.’

I think not. Instead I would like to recount a 
short anecdote of a simple rescue we carried 
out in summer 2012. This rescue has it all - 
drama, anxiety, humour and a happy ending. 
(or some of it at least).

It was a normal midweek, mid morning rescue. 
A group of Duke of Edinburgh expedition girls, 
all older teenagers, were walking from Brig 
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O’Turk to Balquhidder on the right of way 
between the two. A fairly safe walking 
environment.

One of the walkers had gone over on her ankle 
on the previous day, but had continued to walk 
on it until they made camp that night. During 
the night her injury became very painful and, 
fearing the worst, the group supervisor 
contacted the Police using her mobile phone 
requesting MR help.  

We got the call about mid morning. Of course 
all the frontline team members apart from a 
few were at work. We called the older members 
on the list, the honorary members, and while 
we were en route the girls were getting their 
camp in order, ready for a swift departure.

We didn’t know this until later, but the girls, 
knowing that the team was coming to their aid, 
had brushed their hair, put the lippy on and 
smartened up as best you can in outdoor 
clothes. Got to make the right impression when 
a bunch of young hunks are about to appear.

You can imagine their disappointment when the 
youngest team member to appear was about 50 
and the rest were progressively older.  Grey 
hair or nae hair was the norm and a little 
midriff paunch was de rigueur. 
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Despite our appearance our experience 
prevailed; the young lass was given some pain 
relief and the injured limb was splinted, then 
she was lifted onto to a stretcher and 
evacuated to a waiting ambulance. The 
subsequent hospital tests confirmed pulled 
muscles and tendons.  Painful, but no breaks.

Mountain rescue is not all about danger, serious 
injury and stressful situations. The above is a 
perfect example of that. On other occasions we 
rescue dogs and sheep stuck on crags, 
misplaced walkers and so on. We do deal with 
the more serious situations, but the same 
professional approach is given to the sprained 
ankle as to a suspected spinal injury. The 
common denominator in all our efforts is 
training and teamwork. 

It certainly helps to have a sense of humour. 
Sometimes the craic can be fierce. If you have 
made some small mistake you can expect no 
mercy but you are expected to dish it out as 
well. Sometimes, in more serious situations 
black humour can really help.  I don’t want to 
quote any particular incident, but when serious 
or sad situations arise a wee quip can do 
wonders to stir folk into what passes for 
normality.  

I know that MR teams have a well founded 
reputation for debriefs involving beer. The 
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debriefs bring a double edged benefit. One we 
get beer, two we talk about the situation that 
we were dealing with on the rescue.  This is 
important, especially when you have been 
dealing with something that has been less than 
pretty or emotionally stressful.   

Years ago, after the Ben More helicopter 
incident when Harry Lawrie was killed, the 
Police arranged clinical psychologists to speak 
to all who were involved.  It soon became 
apparent to them that we were all very 
supportive of one another and that no one 
required counselling. At least not for that.

So, when spouses, partners, or other concerned 
individuals give us a hard time for going to the 
pub after a rescue or exercise they can be 
assured that it is not really for beer and craic, it 
is for continuous psychological monitoring and 
assessment. 
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Chapter 23 - They also serve
Maureen Inglis

As the wife of a KMRT member, I often wonder 
if a primary purpose of the Team is to put away 
as much drink as possible. I’m sure they don’t 
mean for it to appear that way but you can’t 
help but think.

One occasion I remember alcohol being 
consumed in quantity was on a social outing to 
Leuchars where the wives had been invited 
along as well.  A rare occurrence in those days.

A bus load of us went, picking up Team 
members along the way and we had a lively 
evening, be ing wel l looked af ter and 
entertained by the RAF Team and friends. Much 
alcohol was consumed by the boys before we 
headed for home.

I’m not sure if it was legal in the eighties but 
even more drink was consumed on the return 
journey. The lads were all well oiled. What 
happened next was most irritating. Charlie 
Methven produced his bagpipes and began to 
play ‘The Flowers o’ The Forest’ - on a bus at 2 
o’clock in the morning!  I retreated to the back 
of the bus to get a little peace but no, he 
followed me to give those at the front less of an 
ear bashing. We had words.
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Eventually we got to Callander for the first drop 
off. Much rowdiness as members were horsed 
off the bus. Next stop was for Bill Rose, but Bill 
was quite merry and the brae up to his house 
could have presented a few navigational issues.

The driver was persuaded to take the bus up 
the hill, right to his door.  Bill lives on a bus 
route, but can you imagine a busload of merry 
MR guys arriving outside your door at 0230 hrs; 
with bagpipes playing!  Fiona Rose and many of 
her neighbours were not happy bunnies.
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Chapter 24 - Ahoy there!
Tom Gibbon

The call was for a male person with a suspected 
heart attack on Ben Vorlich. The person 
reporting was waiting for the team at Ardvorlich 
House. On arrival it was dark and snowing 
heavily and the waiting person turned out to be 
my Chief Constable’s son - a sixteen year old 
who had been climbing with two older 
companions.  He informed me that the person 
suffering a suspected heart attack was a doctor, 
whom he had left in the care of yet another 
doctor.

The hill road leading up to Ben Vorlich was a 
sheet of ice, so we fitted crampons and sorted 
out our ice axes.  About twenty minutes later 
we had left the hill road and broken out onto 
the hill proper.  The snow was over one foot 
deep and got deeper the higher we climbed.

A good excuse for a breather, I stopped the 
team and gave three blasts on my whistle.  In 
response I heard a nautical shout of ‘ahoy 
there’.  Not believing what I heard, I gave a 
further three blasts and again the reply came 
back ‘ahoy there’.

We set off walking towards the source of the 
shout and when we reached the area where we 
thought the shout came from, I gave another 
three blasts.  The reply came back, ‘ahoy there’ 
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but I thought ‘that’s strange, it sounds further 
away.’

We kept walking and quickened our pace as 
best we could.  The sweat was lashing off me.  
I stopped again and blew on the whistle, again 
we heard the same ‘ahoy there’ but again it 
sounded further away.

I thought, ‘what the hell’s going on?’  We were 
practically jogging up the mountain now and at 
last arrived at our ‘ancient mariner’, a  fifty-odd 
year old doctor.  He explained that his climbing 
companion was dead and he had left the body 
with an ice axe stuck in the snow to mark the 
position of the body.  He had then walked 
downhill to meet the team and on seeing our 
head torches climbed back up the hill.

I asked him where the deceased could be found 
and he swept his arm in a one hundred and 
eighty degree arc, ‘Out there somewhere’.  I 
formed the team into a line about six feet apart 
and set off uphill. The search only lasted about 
five minutes when one of the team came upon 
the almost buried ice axe and totally buried 
body.  We loaded the body onto the stretcher 
and sledged him down off the hill to the waiting 
duty doctor and undertaker.

It’s a weird thing about life and death.  You 
could die of infant death syndrome at the age 
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of six months or a heart attack at sixty-six 
years.  I could type a sudden death report in 
about half an hour for either situation provided 
there were no suspicious circumstances.

However, back to the ’ahoy man’ We had a bit 
of a laugh back at the pub during the 
mandatory debrief (posh word for getting 
pissed).  On thinking about it later, nautical 
types have used the expression for hundreds of 
years, having found the words carry well over 
water and I can tell you for a fact they also 
carry well through a raging snow storm.
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Chapter 25 - The Bone Shakers
Team Annals

The freedom of the hills is one of the main 
reasons why so many people participate in 
hillwalking and mountaineering. ‘Going solo’  is 
rightly popular as a way of getting away from 
the stresses of modern day life and the mobile 
phones and computers which increasingly 
control our lifestyle.

MR people generally respect the freedom of the 
individual to go as they please, despite the 
difficulties caused if something goes wrong and 
a solo walker is reported overdue.  These 
situations are especially traumatic for relatives 
at home waiting for news, hoping for the best, 
but fearing the worst.

Leaving a route card or other details with a 
friend has long been promoted as good 
practice,  primarily because it gives rescue 
teams essential information to search in the 
correct area and bring about the timely 
recovery of the overdue person.  

A lone and stationary human form is a very 
small object to see on a dark and/or mist 
covered hillside, and without route details  
effective searches require vast personnel 
resources and can take days to complete.  
Sometimes, despite the best efforts of rescue 
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teams, missing hillwalkers are not found, 
usually because they have left no details of 
their intended route, or changed plans and 
walked in an area well away from that intended.  
In these cases it is often another hillwalker who 
comes upon human remains months or years 
after the event.

One such occasion occurred in the Tarmachans 
area above Killin - a very popular weekend 
hi l lwalking area with many hi l lwalkers 
traversing the famous ridge.

In this incident, an experienced mountaineer 
was engaged in winter climbing on steep crags 
and buttresses in the Creag na Caillich area, 
well away from and below the normal ridge 
route, when he came upon a human skeleton, 
partially buried in the ice and hard packed neve 
at the foot of a buttress.  He marked the 
position, and made his way from the hill to 
notify the Police of his tragic find.

KMRT was called out as normal.  However, the 
discovery of human remains in the outdoors 
means that the Police have to treat the area as 
a potential crime scene, securing any forensic 
evidence that may indicate skulduggery, and 
that the tragedy was not the result of an 
accident or natural causes.
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Normally, suitably trained Crime Scene Officers 
carried this task out.  In this case, the CSO 
arrived at the rendezvous point dressed in a 
suit and wearing ordinary shoes.  He did 
however come with l ight boots and a 
waterproof jacket.

We explained to him that the location of the 
remains was a good half hour walk from a hill 
track and that he would require ice axe and 
crampon experience to safely reach the site.  A 
strong coffee was supplied to give him time to 
come to a decision.  

Fortunately, we had always welcomed Police 
officers into the team as equal members and 
two of the guys on the shout were local 
Community Officers.  ‘I will let them go to the 
scene and I will be on hand to give advice by 
radio from the rendezvous point’ decided the 
CSO.

The troops set off.  On reaching the site the 
skeleton and clothing were found to be frozen 
into the ice.  It seemed likely that he had fallen 
from a large buttress and had been there for 
many weeks. The short-term weather forecast 
was for heavy snowfall, which could mean that 
the site would be covered in deep snow for a 
number of weeks and possibly lost until the 
spring melt, so we decided to remove the 
remains and anything else found on the site.
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The team set to with ice axes, cutting around 
the body to free the remains and placing the 
whole frozen mass into a body bag, along with 
smaller plastic bags used for personal 
belongings or items that would otherwise be 
lost. 

This fairly grisly task was monitored by the 
Police Officers at the scene, and when the 
remains were in the body bag a hands and 
knees line search was carried out to pick up any 
small remaining items.  This was very thorough 
as nine detached fingernails were recovered 
and bagged (no, we don’t know what happened 
to the tenth).

The remains were placed on a stretcher and 
carried back to the Land Rover for the three 
mile journey back to the rendezvous point.

The Police CSO appeared quite happy with the 
work we had done, but could not understand 
how ten members of the team had come out of 
the Land Rover and there was no sign of the 
human remains inside.

‘Where is the body?’ He enquired. ‘Up on the 
roof’.  We responded. ‘It's in the body bag, on 
the stretcher up on the roof rack.  It's below 
freezing, so we thought we would do our best 
to preserve the evidence by keeping it frozen, 
so we put him on the top deck.  If we had put 
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the remains in the hot Land Rover the ice would 
have melted and we would not have been able 
to put up with the smell!  Better leave it there 
till the undertaker arrives.  Advise him to travel 
to the mortuary in Stirling with the windows  
open’.

We later learned that the body was of a missing 
climber who had set out on the hills about three 
months earlier without leaving any note of 
where he intended going.
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Chapter 26 - Who checked the stretcher? 
Team annals

Training is a vital component of Mountain 
Rescue work.  Each task must be done strictly 
‘by the book’ with each team member having a 
specific job.  Nominating an experienced Site 
Manager for each rescue allows incidents to be 
dealt with efficiently and safely.  

KMRT has successfully carried out hundreds  of 
live rescues without any major operational 
problems; however, things did go badly agley 
on one occasion.  

The ‘shout’ was to the Bracklinn Falls following 
a report of a walker having fallen over a rock 
face on the side of the burn.  On reaching the 
scene we found that the casualty had slipped 
about six feet down a steep rocky bank and had 
sustained a back injury of unknown severity.  

The recovery plan involved placing a cervical 
collar on the casualty, then lowering a MacInnes 
stretcher and having several team members 
simultaneously lift him, without any twisting of 
the spine.

MacInnes stretchers were designed for Scottish 
MR conditions by the famous mountaineer 
Hamish MacInnes, the doyen of Scottish 
Mountain Rescue.  These stretchers are robust 
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and fairly foolproof, but they do come in two 
sections that are locked together by pins and a 
locking bar.  

In this incident, a rope had been attached to a 
belay point and was being fixed to the stretcher 
head when additional team members arrived 
and took over the stretcher assembly.  A 
‘barrow boy’ was selected to tie in to the 
stretcher and guide it down to the casualty.  

Cautiously the lower began, then there was a 
sudden yell and the barrow boy and half the 
stretcher disappeared over the edge.  Looking 
down, we found the barrow boy (Tom Gibbon) 
lying beside the casualty with half of the 
stretcher on top of him and shouting ‘who the 
f**k  built the stretcher and who did not check 
it was secured before starting the lower.’  

Adding another injury into the equation, as Tom 
landed on top of the casualty he broke the 
guy’s nose - just as well that the team Doctor 
had previously administered morphine!

This was a classic error.  If you start a task then 
you should personally complete it.  Someone 
had started building the stretcher but had been 
distracted when the other members had arrived 
and they had taken over without checking the 
securing pins were attached.   
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A steep learning curve for KMRT.  Following this 
close escape slings were attached to the two 
halves of the stretcher as a visible safety 
reminder.

101



Chapter 27 - The packet of peanuts
Team Annals

This  story is  dedicated to the memory of the late Calum 
Marshall, a good friend to many KMRT  members  in the early 
days of the team’s  existence.   A  doughty hill companion, Calum 
was  a good man to have beside you when the going got tough.  
Calum was  on this particular ‘shout’ and loved to recount this 
little tale.

MRT teams use well established systems to 
handle and prioritise each new callout so that 
the appropriate quantity and type of resource is 
brought to bear without undue delay.  For 
example, if an incident is reported on Ben Ledi 
then the Callander-based members are called 
first, with members from Lochearnhead and 
Killin being used as backup if required.

However, any incident involving young persons 
is regarded as a matter of extreme urgency, 
usually resulting in all available members being 
deployed.    

In one incident a local man and his fourteen 
year-old nephew had been doing some fencing 
work on the hills above Glen Dochart.  At the 
end of the working day, the lad made a bet with 
his uncle that he would be able to get down to 
Luib on foot before the truck could be driven 
around from Balquhidder.      

Some hours later the boy had not appeared, so 
a call was made to Central Scotland Police and 
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the pagers bleeped in the pockets of KMRT 
members to notify them of the callout. 

The weather was cold and misty and the youth 
had no food, no torch and no proper clothing or 
equipment, just a jacket and welly boots.  Due 
to the very poor visibility the helicopter could 
not attend, so a full team callout took place and 
the guys began an extensive line search over a 
large area of open moorland. 

After several hours of fruitless searching, at 
0200 hrs MR Control suggested calling off the 
search until daybreak.   This led to a near 
mutiny on the hill - no one would give up. ‘We 
are not going down the hill when this young lad 
is still missing, he must be petrified up here’.  
To complicate things further, the top of the hill 
was clear of mist, but the lower slopes were 
covered in thick mist.  There was no guarantee 
a helicopter could get into the area until the 
mist lower down cleared, which the weather 
forecast said could be mid morning.

The boys decided to keep the height gained and 
to remain on the hill till daybreak, then resume 
the line search and sweep back down the 
hillside.  Now, no-one had contemplated an 
overnight bivouac, so a quick inventory of 
available rations registered only a packet of 
peanuts and the contents of Calum Marshal’s 
hip flask!  
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This bad news didn’t seem to affect team 
morale too much.  One or two guys tried to 
snatch a couple of hours sleep by curling up in 
wee holes in the heather, but the shepherds 
and stalkers did what they always do in such 
circumstances; they turned their backs to the 
wind and spent the time having a good old 
blether while engaging in a bit of star 
identification whenever the sky cleared. 

As the eastern stars began to pale the line 
search was resumed and the lad was soon 
found, walking well and quite near the bottom 
of the hill and safety. 

This was a resourceful young man. He realised 
that he was in difficulty when it started to get 
dark, and correctly opted to remain where he 
was.  He made a cocoon of heather to insulate 
himself from the windchill and the cold ground 
and hunkered down until daylight.

An adventure that he won’t forget!

104



Chapter 28 - Just to the left of the moon, 
or how I won the Wally Cup
Dick Johnson

My navigation advice involving the moon seems 
to have passed into team folklore, with some 
folk claiming that it took place at a critical 
moment on a dramatic rescue and others 
maintaining that it was something that 
happened on a training day - or even that it 
was just a comment that I made when coming 
out of the pub.    
 
As a proud recipient of the KMRT Wally Cup, I 
welcome any opportunity to state the facts 
concerning this episode, and as a preamble for 
wives and girlfriends and other non-MR people I 
offer the following comments on line searching 
(not to be confused with line dancing, although 
the steps are often similar).  

Despite the gee whiz factor of modern 
technology, line searches are still staple fare for 
MR teams and are the fastest and most 
effective way of searching on typical hill terrain.   

The process involves organising the available 
personnel into a straight line across the hillside, 
then walking on a stated compass bearing, 
keeping a slow steady pace going while 
searching behind every boulder, tree, courting 
couple and sleeping sheep.  At night, or in bad 
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weather, each searcher in the line tries to 
maintain visual and audible contact with the 
people on either side.

On the fateful night, my task was to organise 
just such a line search, so I selected the map 
squares to search and organised the line, 
placing experienced people on each end and in 
the very centre.

Now this took place in the days before each 
member had their own personal radio, so I 
placed people with radios at various points 
along the line so that they could relay 
instructions.  Finally, I worked out the compass 
bearing for the line to walk on, then transmitted 
it by radio and got ready to blow my whistle to 
start the line moving.  

Almost immediately, messages came back that 
a number of guys did not have a compass.  I 
was annoyed by their lack of this essential 
piece of equipment, so I shouted at the top of 
my voice: ‘If you haven’t got your ******* 
compass then the line is just to the left of the 
moon’.   

In the dark, I could hear shouts as this 
instruction was passed up and down the line;  
followed by a stunned silence while the guys 
thought about it for a minute or two.  Then the 
radio crackled and an anonymous voice said 
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‘And he’s got a effing PhD tae, just shows you 
the value of education’!

© Brian Petrie
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Chapter 29 - The Parking Ticket
Trevor Hipkin

The events described in this tale took place on 
Ben Lui on the afternoon and evening of 
Saturday 20th April 1991, when a male climber 
fell and broke his leg high on the West side of 
Central Gully.  

Killin MRT were called out at 1600hrs and 
eighteen team members col lected the 
appropriate gear from the stores at Callander 
and Killin, then set up a base at Cononish Farm, 
moving the heavy gear up to the base of the 
mountain by the landrover track shown at the 
top right-hand side of the map.  

Ben Lui landing site
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So far, this ‘shout’ was looking like a regular 
Saturday night out for the Team.  Ben Lui was a 
regular winter destination and most of us had 
been out on the mountain in extreme weather, 
often to collect casualties who had been 
avalanched down Central Gully.

On this occasion, my job was to pair up with 
another team member, then to walk up to the 
top of the Allt an Rund burn to set up a radio 
relay point to facilitate VHF communications 
with the stretcher party.  

As we walked to our specified grid reference the 
radio chatter kept us updated on the progress 
of the main party up the North side of the 
Northeast ridge (see map), then radio silence 
until we heard that a helicopter was now 
available and would shortly be flying in over our 
heads.  

Hunkered down and waiting for orders, we saw 
the lights of the Wessex passing over the ridge 
ahead of us, then heard a change in engine 
note as it landed high up on the Northeast ridge 
(marked by X on map).

So far, so good!  It began to look as if the 
casualty would soon be snug and safe in 
hospital and that we would have an easy night 
and more time in the pub, always a good 
outcome to these nocturnal outings. 
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RAF Wessex Rescue helicopter

We reached our grid reference and established 
the relay, then a few flakes of snow began to 
float through the beams of our head torches, 
and fifteen minutes later we heard that the 
short-term weather forecast was for a dump of 
snow over our position.

Meanwhile, up at the helicopter, a good 
news:bad news situation was developing. The 
good news was that the aircraft was securely 
established on the ridge; the crew had 
recovered the casualty back to the aircraft and 
everyone was safe.  The bad news was that the 
engines had been shut down while all three of 
the crew dealt with the casualty.  

The aircraft was now completely iced up, so 
that any attempt to take off was cancelled until 
the engines could be restarted, the snow 
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stopped, and visibility reached minimum safe 
standards.

The big problem was that the snow continued 
until a substantial amount accumulated on and 
around the aircraft, thereby causing the Pilot to 
declare a mayday situation and requesting MRT 
help to get the crew (and the casualty) off the 
mountain.

Although the occupants of the helicopter were 
not in any immediate danger, the situation 
nevertheless gave the MRT controllers some 
major concerns.  It seemed that the casualty 
had a suffered a simple lower leg fracture, but 
there had been some discussion about a back 
injury, something that might develop into a 
major problem if evacuation was delayed.

On the other hand, recovering the casualty (not 
to mention the crew) would certainly involve a 
complex technical lowering of the stretcher 
three or four hundred feet down into the central 
corrie, then an arduous carry down the tourist 
path and a final trip by landrover out to the 
ambulance waiting at Cononish Farm.

The decision was made easy by the declaration 
that the engines could not be restarted (flat 
batteries) and the helicopter could not fly again 
without ground engineering help, so the 
stretcher party were told to resume their 
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ascent, and to prepare to recover the casualty 
and a total of three RAF aircrew (two of whom 
had smooth-soled flying boots).  As the rescue 
team struggled through the snow, the aircrew 
were comfortable and were eating their 
emergency rations (sausages and beans, from 
self-heating cans) when the Pilot radioed MRT 
control to ask when relief would arrive.  Almost 
simultaneously, the stretcher party emerged 
out of the mist right by the aircraft and rapped 
on the sliding door, saying  ‘We’re here’!

The decision to lower the stretcher down the 
gully had already been made, but a big problem 
was the lack of anchor points strong enough to 
take the combined weight of the stretcher, the 
casualty, and the two team members who 
would look after the casualty while easing the 
assembly over rock buttresses and icefalls on 
the route down.  

The problem was finally solved by using the 
helicopter itself as the principal belay point!  
The weight of the machine and half-full fuel 
tanks was easily enough to guarantee stability, 
so two team members were hooked up to the 
stretcher and the big lower began.  

Progress was slow and sure; the length of the 
lower meant that three ropes had to be joined 
end-to-end and proceedings paused while the 
knots were safely passed through the belaying 
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devices.  While this was going on, other MRT 
members helped the aircrew to secure the 
helicopter by putting canvas sleeves on the 
rotor blades, then roping the blades to the 
aircraft fuselage to prevent flapping and 
autorotation in the anticipated high winds.

The focus of activity now shifted away from the 
landing site and into the gully and central corrie 
area.  Our radio relay was shut down and we 
retraced our steps down to the end of the 
landrover track, then went up the tourist path 
to lend a hand with the stretcher party.    

Up in the gully, the Pilot, Navigator and 
Winchman were linked by slings and carabiners 
to MRT members, guys who were fully equipped 
with crampons and ice-axes and who followed 
the line of the stretcher lowering ropes, and 
supported the crew down the steep snowy 
slopes to safety and a 
midnight debrief at the Suie Lodge hotel in Glen 
Dochart.

A satisfactory outcome for KMRT, the rescue 
part of the business had progressed very well 
but there still remained the problem of the 
helicopter, now shut down and perched on a 
dark and snowbound mountain ridge.  Members 
of the RAF Regiment were summoned to guard 
the machine, but the weather precluded any 
attempt by them to climb the mountain until 
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the next day.  When they reached their goal 
they found that the local cop had stuck a 
parking ticket on the windscreen!

Ian Ramsay wrote a little poem commemorating this incident

The Stranded Budgie

Fower Jimmies frae Glasgow in motor went
Tae climb Ben Lui they were a’ hell bent
Onward and upward they did go
‘Til alas - whit’s that? - it’s bloody snow!

One lad said, I’ll stay behind
You others go on, the summit tae find
A short while later, he near had a fit
When he saw his mate tumbling, goin’ arse over tit

I’ll away for some help, the lad he did say
Then aff doon the mountain he sped away
But goin’ at speed, he got into a fankle
Fell into a ditch a buggered his ankle

John Burton was workin’ doon at the farm
When the lad limped in tae raise the alarm
A quick phone call, nae need to pay
Dinna worry a bit, Ramsay’s on his way!

A Team call-out got under way
But we’ll need a helicopter tae
It’ll save some time, up tae the top
But when it appeared it neglected tae stop!

Bob Lewis the Pilot, on two-day vacation
Flew straight to the hill and the casualty location
Then oan the mountain his budgie he laid
And John Ardley nipped oot to dae his first aid 

The weather was coorse and gettin’ quite rough
Its just as weel they RAF boys are tough
‘We’ve hit a bad patch’ the bold Rob he did say
‘The chopper up here it will have to stay’

114



Tae Pitreavie on vodafone he called
‘My chopper is stuck’ he cried and bawled
‘We need some assistance to get off the hill’
So they passed on the message to bold Serjint  Bill

The troops set off wi the greatest delight
To rescue the RAF crew from their perilous plight
And up in the mist they searched and they searched
And found the poor budgie, precariously perched

Wi’ stretcher loaded the boys looked around
Tae find a good belay on the ground
Wi’ nane available, it only seemed proper
Tae tie their ropes onto the chopper

Desending slowly oan the end o’ a rope
They sprachled and slid doon the slippery slope
Wi nae Yellow Budgie to fly at their will
They found it much harder tae get aff the hill

One guy wore wellies, the other smooth boots
But John Ardley was smarter, he wisna caught oot
Footwear wi’ Vibram soles for a grip
Ensured that like others, he widnae slip

Doon aff the mountain and back on safe ground
Straight home to Valley the Pilot was bound
John Ardley and Bill Campbell were very impartial
When they promised to speak for him at his court-martial

The following day, wi’ the weather the same
Paul Humphries from Leuchars wi’ spare Wessex came
Flew backwards and forwards up in the mist
‘Who parked it up there? Was he bloody pissed?’

The moral of this tale we have told
We’re sure tae you will clearly unfold
If assistance in mountains the troops they are seeking
Ask the Navy at Gannet to come with a SEA KING

As I’m sure that you know, we only but jest
The wee Yellow Budgie is clearly the best
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And so we send this tale to you
Wi’ Killin’s regards to all at 22!
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Cartoon by Tom Gibbon, then the local 
Constable at Lochearnhead
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Chapter 30 - The tragic chain
A compilation by various team members

A compilation showing how an apparently 
random series of events becomes connected by 
the gossamer threads of fate, with catastrophic 
outcomes for some of the people involved.  

Trevor Hipkin’s Story

The events of Sunday, 1st February 1987, are 
still clear in my mind 25 years later.  The 
weather was clear and frosty and I had a  great 
day out with Dave Hinton and Johnny West 
walking on Ben Mhanach behind Auch farm on 

KMRT Leader Harry Lawrie B.E.M.

118



the Glencoe road.  The weather was cold and 
bright, with snow on the tops and black ice on 
the road first thing in the morning; then 
springlike temperatures as the day warmed up.  

Our day went well (apart from getting wet feet, 
when the ford that we had to cross was a bit 
deeper than it looked) and we called in for a 
pint in front of the fire at the Kingshouse pub at 
Balquidder before heading home.

The disaster unfolds

KMRT had a busy day too, with an afternoon 
callout to recover the body of a climber who 
had collapsed and died above Inverlochlarig 
Farm at the end of Balquidder Glen, then a 
diversion around to Ben More to follow-up on a 
999 call received at 1547 hrs that afternoon. 
The caller reported that his female climbing 
companion had fallen on Ben More and was 
very seriously injured.

On arrival at Benmore Farm, KMRT immediately 
deployed onto the hill and were heading 
towards the given location when they met 
another climber on his way down the hill.  

This person had discovered the accident site by 
chance and he was hurrying down to call out 
the emergency services.  Importantly, he had a 
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good map reference for the location, but sadly 
he confirmed that the woman was dead.

Meanwhile, the MRT base caravan had been set 
up and the Team Leader Sergeant Harry Lawrie 
requested helicopter assistance in the search 
for the casualty.  A Leuchars-based Wessex 
helicopter of 22 Squadron RAF (call sign Rescue 
134) was at Dalmally, having been on an earlier 
callout to Ben Cruachan, and this aircraft was 
re-tasked to assist the Killin team.  Members of 
the RAF Rescue team from Leuchars were also 
diverted to the scene, but they were travelling 
by road from Dalmally and would consequently 
arrive later in the evening.

Rescue 134 landed in the field close to the MRT 
caravan and deplaned Wing Commander 
Rodgers, CO of 22 Squadron, then picked up 
Harry Lawrie and Ian Ramsay, who were fully 
trained and suitably equipped to be dropped off 
at the accident site.

The aircraft lifted away up Ben More, lighting 
the hillside with powerful searchlights, but     
watchers outside the MRT caravan could see 
that they were some distance away from the 
required grid reference.  However attempts to 
move to the correct search area were 
hampered by dangerous down-draughts.
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Harry requested that he and Ian be landed 
somewhere close to the KMRT hill party but the 
location was unsuitable for landing and the 
helicopter climbed to find a suitable rock ledge 
onto which one wheel could be placed while the 
rest of the machine hovered out over the slope 
- a regular method of deploying MRT members.  

Unfortunately, this ended in disaster when the 
wheel slipped off the ledge, resulting in the 
main rotor striking the rocks above. The impact 
caused the fuselage to spin around and smash 
into the cliff face, then slide down the mountain 
towards the team members below, who were 
forced to scatter out of the way as the 

Rescue 134 in happier times, at an 
air show in 1985
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wreckage slid past them, tail downwards on the 
snow. 

Teddy Inglis’ story

This fateful incident started out as a seemingly 
routine casualty recovery job, something that 
we did quite often in those far-off days.

We had been advised that helicopter support 
would be available, so we started to walk up 
the hill track from Ben More farm to what we 
were told was the recovery of the body of a 
young woman who had fallen and succumbed to 
her injuries.  This was after assisting in the 

The Ben More crash site
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recovery of a fatally injured walker in the 
Balquhidder area.

By radio, we were bantering with Harry Lawrie 
at the farm steadings, where he and Ian 
Ramsay were awaiting the Wessex which was 
en route from Dalmally. Our comments were 
along the lines ‘You old codgers take the lift, us 
young guys will walk’ Harry’s answer was 
comical if unprintable.

We were near the location of the casualty when 
we heard Rescue 134 coming in above our 
position and setting up a one wheel landing to 
disembark Harry and Ian.  This involves putting 
power and weight on one front wheel to 
stabilise the aircraft. Suddenly, the wheel 
slipped, destabilising the aircraft so that the 
main rotor struck the ground, with sparks and 
banging noises, like that of a giant grinder. The 
machine spun round and reared up, the tail 
rotor struck the ground then broke off, then the 
fuselage slammed into the hill right above us 
and began to slide down the slope.  It was very 
confusing and scary; one moment loud noise 
and light as the Wessex was in a close hover 
with all its lights on illuminating half of Scotland 
- then, bang, crash, immediate darkness and 
silence.  

At the moment of impact I was alone and 
exposed, a short distance ahead of the others 
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and out in the middle of a snow slope, when 
suddenly there was a loud whirring in the air 
around my head. I realised it was bits of broken 
rotor blades whizzing around, so I sprinted back 
to the shelter of a large rock where the others 
were taking cover. 

Initially, we weren’t sure whether to approach 
the aircraft, but smoke and flames began 
appearing from deep inside, then the pilot 
clambered out of a skyward-facing side window. 
He was very concerned about getting his crew 
out quickly. I can’t recall how the co-pilot got 
out or if he was hurt or not, but the winchman 
was still in the back of the cab with an injured 
leg, unable to get out under his own steam, so 
Billy Stitt and I entered the aircraft and helped 
him out.  As we climbed out the wreckage was 
well alight and the pyrotechnics on board were 
starting to explode - I heard a loud bang and a 
whirring, whooshing noise as something 
whizzed past my ear.

While this was going on our radios were going 
crazy, with us calling for help and the people at 
the control down at Ben More farm asking what 
was happening. This was when we discovered 
that Harry and Ian Ramsey had been in the 
aircraft, so we started searching the immediate 
area. We found Ian close to where the 
helicopter had come to rest, with his ankle up 
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near his ear (broken femur).  He straightened it 
out himself!  

Thinking again, I recalled when out on the snow 
slope at the time of the crash hearing a sliding 
scuffing noise. It didn’t register at the time and 
I probably thought it was a bit of debris or 
something slipping down the hill. I moved down 
the hill a little ways, picked up a slide mark on 
the snow and followed it down to a rocky 
outcrop.  It was here I found Harry.  Sadly, a 
quick look established that he was beyond help 
in this world.

I climbed up to the guys who were still 
searching, to give them the bad news direct.  I 
didn’t want to use the radio as I was aware that 
Harry’s wife Jean was at the bottom of the hill 
in the control caravan and that the badly 
injured Ian might overhear any conversation 
that was being passed.

Fortunately, the RAF Leuchars MR team were 
returning to base after a weekend exercise.  
They were driving down from Tyndrum direction 
and had seen the flash of impact and the fire on 
the hill.  I think they were also able to monitor 
our radio transmissions. They sent a fast away 
t eam t o a s s i s t u s and eva l ua t e t he 
circumstances.  We were very, very happy to 
see them. The Cavalry had arrived.  
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We worked together to get things sorted. Team 
Doctor Dave Syme had been looking after Ian 
Ramsay from the word go and the other guys in 
our group all worked together searching, 
looking after the injured, and generally doing 
what we do as a team. 

Before we knew it, a Sea King appeared to lift 
the casualties away and I remember holding 
the stretcher while the huge yellow machine 
hovered into position overhead. I also 
remember being struck by how much bigger 
than the Wessex it was - however this  was the 
one and only time in all my years in MR that I 
wished it would bugger off quickly and leave us 
alone.

We recovered Harry and brought him up to near 
the crash site. Later we evacuated him by 
stretcher from the hill, meeting other KMRT 
guys who had come up to help.  I recall other 
cameo events, like the Senior Ambulance 
Officer who was on scene at Ben More Farm as 
it was a major event for them.  This guy 
appeared at my house later that night seeking 
my help for two punctures in his Vauxhall Astra.  
The garage I worked in serviced the local 
ambulance, so after taking part in the fairly 
traumatising events mentioned above, there I 
was fixing punctures at midnight!
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Someone asked me much later how we train for 
an event like that.  The answer is simple - we 
don’t.  We train for events in the MR  scene - 
First Aid, casualty handling and evacuation, hill 
craft, navigation and other rescue related stuff, 
these are our skills.  Regardless of training, 
when events overtake you, that is when you dig 
deep and rely on individual strengths, and like 
any other close knit group we rely on each 
other to deal with circumstances as they arise.  
Teamwork and faith in your MR colleagues, 
that’s what it is all about. There is no “I” in 
team. 

Bill Rose’s Story

There are incidents in one’s life that do not lose 
detail by the passage of time. That is certainly 
the case for myself and the members of KMRT 
involved in the Ben More tragedy.  We were and 
are a close knit family, having spent many hill 
days together on rescues, training, and the 
frequent social get togethers.

1st February 1987 was a sunny and spring like 
day and no-one could have anticipated the dark 
cloud that would descend upon the team by 
nightfall. The winter snows had receded to the 
mountain tops, but the northern facing slopes 
and gullies were still filled with hard-packed 
snow, with many rocks exposed.  Dangerous 
conditions underfoot, so that ice axe and 
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crampons were essential kit for anyone walking 
the hills that day - any slip could have fatal 
consequences, as was sadly demonstrated that 
afternoon.

I was sitting down to watch the Scotland versus 
Wales rugby at Murrayfield that afternoon, 
when I received a call from Harry Lawrie asking 
if I could attend a callout to Balquhidder, where 
a hillwalker had collapsed on Beinn Tuilleachan.  

The sun was shining as we drove down to 
Inverlochlarig farm where John and Janine 
MacNaughton welcomed us and put the kettle 
on as we set up a rescue control point.  Harry’s 
wife Jean had accompanied us and our timing 
seemed good, as a few minutes after arrival the 
Wessex helicopter from Leuchars arrived.  The 
air crew were briefed and asked Harry and 
team member Mark Luti to assist them in the 
recovery of the hillwalker, whom we learned 
had died.  This only took about 20 minutes, and 
on the helicopters return we assisted in 
removing the deceased from the helicopter to a 
place out of public view until the undertaker 
arrived. I recall Harry saying to us ‘What a real 
shame for his family, they will have sore hearts 
tonight’

During this time a call came in reporting a 
hillwalker had slipped on the snow covered 
slopes of Ben More, and we promptly moved 
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around to Ben More farm, where the Mountain 
Rescue control caravan was set up.  Eight team 
members immediately set off up Ben More, as 
confirmation of helicopter support had not yet 
been received.  

Rescue 134 arrived not too long after and made 
a quick search of the slopes of Ben More, in a 
vain attempt to locate the fallen climber before 
dark. The aircraft then landed beside the 
control caravan, with the intention of helping 
deploy additional rescue team members on the 
hill. The new CO from Leuchars was on the 
aircraft, and he decided to wait with us, to 
allow the helicopter crew to make maximum 
use of the fuel load.

Harry Lawrie and Ian Ramsay boarded the 
helicopter to assist the air crew in pinpointing 
the location of the casualty.  Jean Lawrie and 
Mark Luti remained with me, and we watched 
as the helicopter began searching the hillside.  
Although it was dark, visibility was reasonable 
and we could still see the top of Ben More.

Suddenly, I heard two loud bangs, similar to 
gun fire, and a bright red flash appeared on the 
hillside.  Jean was standing beside me, and she 
shouted ‘Oh my God’ To this day I think she 
knew what the outcome would be.  Almost 
simultaneously, I heard the voice of Billy Stitt 
over the radio. ‘Mayday Mayday Mayday - The 
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helicopter has crashed and slid down the 
hillside between us’  I immediately declared a 
ma j o r i n c i d en t t o t h e Po l i c e , wh i c h 
automatically sets in place a swift response 
from the emergency services.

Billy came back on the radio asking if it was 
safe to enter the burning aircraft to assist the 
aircrew.  The Leuchars CO could not give a 
definite answer, but advised that it was 
probable the aircraft would continue to burn, as 
if it was going to explode it would have done so 
on impact.

The RAF Leuchars MRT had been in Tyndrum, 
and were travelling to Crianlarich when they 
saw the helicopter hit the hillside. On arrival at 
Ben More a fast team of four set off up the hill 
to assist the KMRT guys at the crash site, while 
LMRT Leader Dave (Heavy) Whalley remained 
with myself operating the RAF radio control 
vehicle, and advised that a Sea King from 
Lossiemouth would be with us shortly.  We 
agreed that the RAF would triage the casualties 
and arrange for them to be airlifted to hospital, 
leaving the Mountain Rescue and Police control 
to deal with co-ordination of other resources as 
they arrived. We requested Lomond MRT to 
provide assistance.  Jean Lawrie left to meet 
Ian Ramsay's wife Irene at the Police House to 
wait for news.
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Things were moving very fast; hours took 
minutes. Radio traffic was fierce as we clarified 
the casualty situation. Ian Ramsay was severely 
injured, Mick Anderson the winchman was 
seriously injured, Chris Palgrave the navigator 
had a leg injury.  Hugh Pearce the pilot was OK 
- but no trace of Harry. Our hearts dropped. 
The searchers found a blood trail down a snow 
slope a short time later.  As mountain rescuers 
that is the thing we do not want to see as it 
indicates a severe, often fatal injury.  The guys 
followed the trail and shortly after called in ‘We 
have found Harry fatally injured. He appears to 
have been thrown out of the helicopter when it 
came down’

Killin MRT members did the recovery.  The RAF 
assisted, but our guys were in the front of the 
stretcher all the way.  Chief Constable Ian 
Oliver had arrived by that time and was 
supportive and full of admiration for Harry’s 
team carrying the stretcher. 

Lomond MRT arrived in the latter stages when 
the stretcher was coming down the hill road. A 
Lomond MRT member who took out his camera 
to take photographs of the stretcher party was 
quietly told to put it away.  For us this day was 
l i ke Da l l a s and P r e s i den t Kennedy ’s 
assassination - we would not forget.  
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The hardest part was going back to Callander to 
Harry’s house, where a few weeks earlier we 
had celebrated his son Gordon's 21st birthday.  
We knew it had happened, but like so many in 
these situations we just hoped it was a bad 
dream. However, the team was there and the 
family drew strength from the support that 
surrounded them in the following weeks.

We had still to find the female hillwalker who 
had fallen on Ben More. Next day the RAF 
assisted us and we soon found her dead at the 
foot of a steep snow face.  A rucksack 
belonging to the dead girl was brought in to the 
control vehicle.  It contained a brand new and 
u n u s e d s e t o f c r a m p o n s . I f o n l y !  
Circumstances could have been so different. 

Later, I visited Ian in Hospital.  He recalled 
seeing the Ben More Cross, which has been on 
the mountain in memory of David Bower 
Mitchell since the 19th century, just as the 
helicopter came in to do a single wheel landing. 
He and Harry unclipped to disembark. The 
helicopter suddenly went out in a spin, and the 
pick of his ice axe caught on the leg of the seat, 
preventing him being thrown out.

Never did find out the rugby score. 
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Dave (Heavy) Whalley’s Story
    
25 years ago, on 1st February 1987, a Wessex 
Helicopter from RAF Leuchars crashed on Ben 
More near Crianlarich.  This is part of the story, 
as seen through the eyes of the Leuchars 
Mountain Rescue Team. 

The weather that day was wonderful, blue skies 
and rock hard snow meant a great weekend for 
climbing and mountaineering. We knew there 
would be plenty of callouts that weekend but 
the weather was so perfect that the helicopters 
would be able to handle most incidents, or so 
we thought.  I was with the RAF Leuchars MRT, 
staying at Bridge of Orchy Village Hall over that 
weekend. We climbed on Beinn Ullaidh, the ice 
was wonderful and most of the rest of the team 
spent the weekend there, or on some of the 
classic ice climbs, or winter mountaineering 
routes on these great hills.  As usual we pulled 
out after tea for the drive back to Leuchars.  
Wessex Helicopter Rescue 134, which had been 
busy all day, ‘buzzed’ our convoy as we drove 
down the road.  

Over the radio, we learned that there was an 
incident on Ben More; a climber had fallen, 
Killin MRT were out searching and might need 
some assistance. We saw the helicopter stop  to 
pick up some of the Killin Team and then head 
for Ben More.  
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What happened next was surreal; we watched 
the helicopter climb the hill to the crags just 
before the summit ridge.  Night was falling and 
we watched the huge searchlights of the 
helicopter light up the cliffs and reflect off the 
snow. Then, as if in a dream, there was a flash 
as the Wessex hit the hill.  It was awful. 

The Team Leader that day of Leuchars MRT was 
Don Shanks, ‘Mr Unflappable’ and he told us to 
get to Ben More Farm and get the team sorted 
w h i l e h e c a l l e d t h e Re s c ue C en t r e .  
Communications were poor in these days; no 
mobile phones, so the radios were red hot. 

Fortunately, we had a great friend in the village.  
Elma Scott was the mother of one of our team 
members and Don called the Rescue Centre 
from her house, explaining what had occurred 
and requesting a Sea King helicopter to assist.  
(I think that the Wessex had got out a Mayday 
message just before it crashed).

Don told me to stay at Base as there was so 
much going on, the pace was crazy and I 
learned so much that night about the pressures 
of being a team leader, something which stood 
me in great stead in the years to come. 

By this time, the Leuchars guys were ready to 
go on the hill and they could see the smoke and 
fire marking the crash site. The Killin guys were 
already there, searching for the missing walker, 
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when the aircraft picked up Killin Team Leader 
Harry Lawrie and Member Ian Ramsay (local 
Police Officers) from the KMRT base caravan. 
They were taken up the mountain to where the 
casualty was last seen and were preparing to 
disembark the helicopter when it hit the hill.  
The next few minutes must have been 
horrendous.  The helicopter slid down the hill 
and burst into flames - a very dangerous place 
to be. 

The crew and injured were dragged free by the 
Killin team members who had just missed being 
hit by pieces of aircraft. It was pandemonium 
and when things cleared Harry had been killed 
and Ian and Mick the winch man severely 
injured. 

There were some heroes that night, the Killin 
boys rushed into the stricken aircraft and 
dragged the injured out. These lads were 
running on autopilot, no training on earth is 
preparation for such an event.    

Our fast party made an incredible 20 minute 
ascent to the crash site and began assisting the 
Killin team. All the guys were all so professional 
in the face of such a tragedy - there were no 
inter-team problems, everyone worked together 
100% despite the circumstances and the 
confusion.  
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The Sea King took both casualties to hospital 
and the Killin lads carried Harry off the hill. I 
think that must have been so hard for all of 
them.  As the stretcher party carrying Harry 
neared the bottom of the hill, some idiots tried 
to take a photo of the scene.  They were 
quickly stopped by a few of us, nearly 
physically! 

Getting to sleep that night was hard, we all had 
our private thoughts and we still had to find the 
casualty who had fallen the previous day.  We 
planned a first light search and I wondered how 
many Killin guys would show up after the raw 
emotion and trauma of the previous night. I 
needn’t have worried, at dawn the Killin team 
turned up to a man, an incredible effort.  We 
found the casualty very quickly after a few 
hours search, unfortunately she was dead. 

I was at the crash site for over a week with the 
Board of Enquiry - a difficult time but we had a 
job to do.  We found out all we needed.  The 
investigation concluded that aircrew fatigue was 
a big part of the accident; the helicopter had 
covered several incidents that day without a 
break - a hard-learned lesson.

The efforts of the Killin lads that night and over 
the next few days will remain with me forever.  
I made so many friendships during that time, 
friendships that have endured to this day.   
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In 2011, I wrote on my blog about the Ben 
More tragedy just before picking up Ian Ramsay 
for our annual golfing break.  I felt I should tell 
the tale as a lot have forgotten about Harry.  I 
wrote about my memories of that night and the 
efforts of those involved, it was hard but worth 
doing.  Harry’s family got in touch and were 
amazed when they heard the story, much of it 
for the first time. 

However, this is only a small part of the tale.  
Killin MRT were and still are an incredible bunch 
of people.  I hope they will tell the full story of 
that long-ago night on Ben More; an experience 
that greatly affected my life and taught me a 
great deal, lessons that are worth passing on 
for future generations.  When we go out in the 
mountains or on rescues we forget those who 
wait and worry about us. We must remember 
what they go through until our return!  

Lest we forget.  In memory of Harry Lawrie 
Team Leader Killin Mountain Rescue Team.

Alan Reid’s Story

I was one of the group of eight who were on 
the hill when the helicopter crashed. This was 
only my seventh rescue and although I had 
been to many training days I was totally 
unprepared for the events of that evening. 

137



I remember feeling excited on the first shout 
and then getting the second shout and diverting 
to Ben More.  On arrival, we went straight onto 
the hill and made good progress up to the point 
where we stopped to fit our crampons.  We 
were lined out in search mode as the helicopter 
came over and slowed to a hover to deploy 
Harry and Ian - but then came the awful sound 
and flash as the rotor blades struck the rocks.  

We listened and watched in horror at the noise 
and sparks of contact, then very quickly the 
realisation dawned on us that the aircraft was 
sliding down the mountain directly into our line.  

We split up, some running to the East and 
myself and others to the West.  Given the 
terrain, it is surprising how fast you can run in 
crampons when your life is in danger!  As we 
ran we were very aware of things flying through 
the air and it is amazing that no-one was struck 
by pieces of the rotor. 

The aircraft came to rest almost exactly where 
the East party were sheltering behind a rock 
and by this stage flames were clearly visible, as 
was a crew member trying to exit from the 
cockpit. Our group of four gathered and started 
to make our way back to the aircraft when the 
radio crackled to tell us that someone was 
missing and to start a line search. 
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As we moved up the hill we came across small 
pieces of the aircraft and I can remember 
picking up a revolver and wondering what it 
was required for.  Shortly afterwards we were 
called back to the crash site to be told that the 
missing members had been found – Harry had 
been killed and Ian had been hauled out of the 
aircraft together with the winch man, both of 
whom were seriously injured.  By now, the 
aircraft was burning fiercely and the casualties 
were our first priority. 

It is a measure of the sensitivity of the team 
leaders that they immediately identified the 
problems of open communication and ensured 
that the dreadful news about Harry’s death was 
not broadcast over the airwaves for Jean to 
hear. They took control of the comms and Peter 
and I were assigned to treat Mick the 
winchman, who had severe lower limb injuries.  
Although he had apparently already tried some 
DIY leg straightening, Mick’s leg was 
grotesquely twisted and we struggled to 
position it to enable a splint to be fitted. Mick 
was conscious throughout and never once 
complained. I remember him talking with great 
fondness of childhood activities with his father 
and holidays in Blackpool.

We were a short distance from the burning 
aircraft and the intense heat from the flames 
and the choking kerosene fumes were hard to 
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bear.  How it was for our Doctor David Syme 
who was working on Ian much nearer the 
aircraft I can only imagine. 

I know from subsequent accounts of the rescue 
mission that it was only 30 to 40 minutes from 
the impact to the first members of the RAF 
team arriving to assist us. They were a 
welcome sight as the adrenaline that had been 
keeping us going was wearing off as shock set 
in. 

The big yel low Sea King arrived from 
Lossiemouth and we were relieved of our 
charges. More rescuers from both the Killin and 
RAF teams arrived and it was not long before 
we started the long walk off the hill carrying 
Harry.

My involvement with the crash did not finish 
that evening. On the following Tuesday, Peter 
Luti and I were approached to see if we would 
be prepared to assist the RAF investigation 
team as the actual point of contact with the hill 
had not been located. I was extremely nervous 
about flying again but we were to go up with an 
Air Vice Marshall who was leading the 
investigation. 

There was one moment of light relief when we 
alighted from the aircraft.  Heavy Whalley was 
managing the RAF personnel on the hill and he 
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shouted to the Air Vice Marshall when he left 
the aircraft ‘Sit on your arse (and then there 
was a pause just long enough to be insolent), 
Sir’ and then proceeded to rig up a set of reins 
with one of the team members acting as the 
AVM’s chaperone. 

We had been briefed on what we were looking 
for, but by the time we stopped for lunch we 
still had not found the contact point.  As we sat 
having a brew, I asked for more guidance - the 
original briefing had simply stated that we 
would know it when we saw it.  It could be a 
scuff mark, or a stone dislodged from its 
original position.  I asked if it would be like the 
crack on the stone my coffee cup was resting 
on and as I asked the question I already knew 
the answer. 

I suddenly felt very cold with the knowledge 
that this small cracked stone was the start of 
events with such a catastrophic outcome.  

Peter and I were very subdued as we made our 
way off the hill having politely declined a lift to 
the bottom.

Fiona Rose’s Story

I remember that it was a cold and bright day  
when the boys set off to Balquhidder Glen for a 
rescue incident and, after dealing with one 
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fatality headed to Ben More for a second 
incident involving a fallen climber.   

During the day a brief TV newsflash mentioned 
that a rescue helicopter had crashed on Ben 
More.  A worrying hour passed until I received a 
phone call from Bill.  ‘I am OK, but the 
helicopter has crashed and Harry has been 
killed’.  

Jean Lawrie had been out with the team and 
arrangements were being made for her to come 
home.  ‘Go round there and stay with her till we 
get back’.   The team members all pulled 
together to support Jean and her family over 
many months coming to terms with the loss of 
Harry - a father figure not just to his family,  
but to us all.

Maureen Inglis’ story

February 1st 1987 was a fairly normal day as I 
remember. There was a callout for the team in 
the afternoon and Stewart responded as was 
the norm. He is often out for several hours and 
you learn just to accept that as part of the 
format, so I was not unduly concerned when he 
hadn’t returned by 8 o’clock.

The phone rang and it was Stewart’s Aunt from 
Balquhidder - a person who, although I knew 
her fairly well, had never phoned our house 
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before. The Balquhidder jungle drums had been 
working overtime. She asked me what was 
going on with the rescue team and I told her 
Stewart was on a rescue up the glen, to which 
she replied she had heard the rescue helicopter 
had crashed on Ben More and there were some 
fatalities. ‘Oh, but I’m sure Stewart will be all 
right’.  

I didn’t think much of it initially but then I 
decided to phone Billy Stitt’s wife.  She could 
only tell me that the Team had been redeployed 
around to the Crianlarich side of Ben More.  
Remember, this was in the days before mobile 
phones and text messages.

After about half an hour of nothing, and not 
knowing if he was alive or dead, I decided to 
dial 999 as I did not know the Police HQ 
telephone number. The Police contact I spoke to 
said to leave it with him and he would get back 
to me. About fifteen minutes later a very 
apologetic Police officer called to tell me that he 
was supposed to have phoned the wives to 
reassure them but that it had been pushed 
down the priority list; he couldn’t discuss the 
details but Stewart was not in any danger. 

I was still worried. I didn’t want to phone 
Stewart’s parents who lived just up the road.  I 
didn’t want his mother freaking out, so I 
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phoned a friend who came and spent time with 
me until he appeared home. 

The details of the incident and the outcomes 
are set out above so I will not rehash them, but 
just remind readers that it is not only the team 
members who have anxious moments and that 
sometimes waiting and not knowing can be as 
worrying as being at the sharp end.

Sandie Luti’s Story

On the evening 1st February 1987 I was with a 
local group of exuberant Young Farmers, who 
were rehearsing for an annual and very 
competitive variety competition, when word 
came that the rescue helicopter being used by 
KMRT had crashed and that there was one 
fatality as a result.  

I immediately went home to a gathered crowd 
of relatives, all anxiously awaiting more news.  
My husband Pete was on this rescue, as were 
his twin brothers Mike and Mark.  Not knowing 
where they were, or indeed how safe or 
otherwise, made for the most agonising and 
fearful time I can remember.  Imagine then the 
feelings of my in-laws with three sons 
unaccounted for during that distressing time.  

Word came that all three were indeed safe, and 
the anguish and despair quickly turned to relief, 
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before realisation hit home that a member of 
the team had died that night.

It was an exceptional evening highly charged 
with emotions, ranging from enthusiasm and 
determination to bleak despondency and fear, 
to overwhelming relief, to empathy and to 
sadness.  All this in the space of half an hour.  

Earlier in this book, other people have 
commented on the esprit de corps and strong 
bonds of camaraderie that characterise the MR 
community in Scotland - vital ingredients for 
volunteer organisations whose members are 
asked to put themselves in danger in the worst 
of weather and on the darkest of nights.

From personal knowledge I can testify that the 
Killin Team has these key attributes in 
abundance, as the following cameo illustrates.
 
Pete had been out on the hill for six hours in 
bad weather on a training day. On his return, 
tired, wet and dishevelled, he was about to take 
his gear off and settle down for the evening 
with TV remote and slippers after a hot bath, 
when the phone went . A rescue was 
underway. The adrenalin kicked in. He refilled 
his flask and left at once, to return in the early 
hours of the next day, again tired, wet and 
dishevelled, yet somehow perfectly content.
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Trevor’s Story Resumed

When my phone rang that fateful evening I 
recognised the voice of Tom Gibbon, the Police 
Constable from Lochearnhead, and from the 
urgency in his voice I could tell that something 
major was going on.  I grabbed my gear (still 
lying in the hall from my earlier outing on Ben 
Mhanach), picked up Dave Hinton and Mike 
Luti, then set off as quickly as I reasonably 
could go, destination Ben More farm.

Cresting Glen Ogle, we could see that Glen 
Dochart was lit by an eerie glow from the 
burning helicopter, something that killed 
conversation in the car and effectively focused 
our attention on the tasks ahead.

Folk were milling around outside the KMRT 
caravan, but Bill Rose quickly brought us up to 
date with the tragic events of the day, then we 
waited outside until the head torches of the hill 
party carrying Harry’s body were clearly visible 
on the descent.  

In a deeply symbolic act, we climbed the hill 
and joined our colleagues, guys who had just 
lived through the most traumatic event in the 
history of the Team, and together we carried 
the stretcher down to the caravan.  
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Days later, we all attended Harry’s funeral in 
Callander Kirk, A massive event attended by 
top brass from the Police and RAF, plus Team 
Leaders from most of the organised Mountain 
Rescue Teams in the UK and a huge number of 
ordinary people who felt touched by the 
outcome of the tragic chain of events.

Decorations for gallant conduct followed for 
Hugh Pearce, the Pilot of Rescue 134 on that 
fateful night, also for KMRT members Billy Stitt 
and Teddy Inglis, the lads who went into the 
burning wreckage.  All three received the 
Queen’s Commendation for Brave Conduct and 
the Central Scotland Police Medal.  

In a final ironic twist, Harry Lawrie had been 
awarded the B.E.M. in the previous New Year’s 
honours list. He was killed before receiving the 
award.
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Chapter 31 - But life goes on
Jake Currie

Losing Harry lawrie was a big blow to us all.  
Harry was a work colleague for the Police 
members and coordinator of the team, and a 
close friend to many more. The team spirit was 
quiet and thoughtful for a few months as we 
came to terms with the fact that Harry was 
gone.  

Folk still enjoyed the weekly meet in the Crags 
hotel in Callander (where the discussions 
included past rescues, football, and fishing - 
one of Harry's favourite pastimes), but one or 
two guys had to deal with concerns from their 
families about the dangers inherent in mountain 
rescue, and pondered whether they could 
justify the risks involved in being out on the hill 
in poor conditions.

Then an incident occurred that represented a 
watershed for many of us in coming to terms 
with the loss of Harry - a rescue which acted as 
a focal point for the return of our collective 
enthusiasm and dedication.

The story began in a fairly standard manner; a 
girl out hillwalking in Glen Lochay near Killin 
slipped and fell down a steep craggy slope.  Her 
friend realised she was seriously hurt and went 
for help to a remote shepherd’s cottage.  
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Luckily, the shepherd was Jock Guild, a KMRT 
member who phoned the police to call out the 
team and then made his way up the hill to help 
the casualty.

On reaching the girl, Jock observed that she 
was holding her head in her hands to keep it 
still and suspected that she had a serious neck 
injury, so he protected her from the cold and 
did his best to control her head movement until 
help arrived.

KMRT joined Jock at the accident site and fitted 
a neck brace to stabilise the casualty, then 
carefully lifted her into a MacInnes stretcher.  A 
Wessex helicopter hovered overhead while the 
winchman came down on the wire for a quick 
briefing from the lads on the ground, then 
clipped onto the stretcher for the lift. 

All appeared to go well until about twenty feet 
below the helicopter when the winch cable 
jammed - a serious situation as the winch wire 
can go into a spin.  Unable to free the wire, the 
aircrew decided to fly out from the mountain 
and down into the glen with the winchman and 
stretchered casualty hanging below.

On reaching the MRT rendezvous point in the 
glen, the aircrew asked team members to assist 
the winchman to secure the stretcher until it 
was safely on the ground.  The winch wire was 

149



then cut free and the helicopter  landed nearby.  
The casualty was checked over and, none the 
worse for her aerial ride, she was loaded into 
the helicopter for the flight to hospital.

The success of this rescue was brought home 
the next day. The Police received a call from the 
consultant treating the casualty in hospital.  
‘How did the MRT manage to recover the girl 
from the mountainside?  She has a c3 fracture 
of the vertebrae and had she not been carefully 
packaged she would have died from her injury’.

The lassie was alive due to the care given by  
KMRT and the aircrew who carried out the 
rescue.  This incident restored our confidence 
and joy in being part of the MR community of 
volunteers who freely give up their time to help 
people in difficulty on the hills.  We go out on 
the hills ourselves and hope someone would 
help us if we got into difficulty.  

We would continue with the legacy left by Harry 
Lawrie - a volunteer rescue team with strong 
bonds of friendship which endure to this day.
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Chapter 32 - In good hands
Team Annals

This book was compiled in 2012, at a time 
when the future for volunteer mountain rescue 
teams was under official scrutiny. By that date 
most mountain incidents were being reported 
by mobile phones - instant communication that 
often allowed a helicopter to arrive at the 
accident site very quickly; leading to an 
increase in survivability and a big reduction in 
the number of incidents involving long stretcher 
carries. 

However, when the weather closes in, the 
technology is of limited benefit and the only  
way that help can reach an injured or missing 
walker is by the boots and skills of an 
experienced MR team - real live people with the 
training and experience to cope with whatever 
the weather throws at them.

Over the last couple of years KMRT has gained 
a number of new members from the local 
community; young people keen to learn the 
personal skills necessary to work as a team 
member.  Trainee members are equipped with 
proper climbing equipment and clothing to deal 
with rescue work and are required to attend 
regular training sessions before being deployed 
for ‘real’.  However it is only when dealing with 
an actual incident that the team can assess if 
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an individual member is up to speed.  These 
assessments are usually carried out by 
observing the trainees during a callout in 
‘normal’ weather, where most of the team are 
mustered to the same location and the senior 
members can watch the trainees in operation.  
However, a January 2012 callout to Ben Ledi 
meant that some newer members were given a 
more direct opportunity to learn what winter 
rescue is all about.

An ill-equipped hillwalker had gone for a quick 
walk up Ben Ledi before the anticipated poor 
weather arrived.  As he neared the top it 
started to snow and the wind picked up; 
daylight was fading and soft snow began to 
obliterate the footprints he had made on the 
ascent.  Lacking a head torch, compass or 
navigation equipment, he floundered about in 
waist deep snowdrifts, quite unable to find the 
path to make a safe descent.  

Using his mobile phone, the walker called the 
Police for help and his request was relayed to 
the team to give advice on the best course of 
action.  From below, it was impossible to gauge 
the conditions at the top of the hill, but the 
forecast was for heavy snow and gale force 
winds, so the walker was in real trouble.

The guy reported that he was near the Harry 
Lawrie Memorial cross, so at least we knew 
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where he was. ‘Stay where you are until we get 
to you’ we advised. ‘Dig a snow hole and get 
out of the wind’.  The team rapidly deployed 
onto the hill and made rapid progress up to the 
exposed hillside below the ridge that leads to 
the summit, where they were faced with gale 
force winds and blizzard conditions.  

A decision was made to split into two groups 
and a fast party of the fittest members headed 
up onto the ridge; the remainder following a 
short distance behind with the stretcher and 
heavier equipment.  On the ridge, the guys had 
to deal with severe gale force winds and drifting 
snow more than one metre deep. The visibility 
was very poor and good micro navigation skills 
were required to ensure safe progress.  

As the party neared the summit, KMRT veteran 
Calum Menzies reported that because of the 
very poor visibility progress was slow;  the wind 
speed was so high that the driving snow was 
clogging up in the lenses of the head torches.  
Calum kept in regular contact with MR control 
and ensured that all party members stuck 
together.

Meanwhile, the hillwalker became extremely 
alarmed at his predicament and kept calling 
rescue control on his phone.  He was feeling 
desperately cold without spare clothing or 
survival bag to protect him from the severe 
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weather, but from below all we could do was to 
reassure him that the cavalry were coming and 
to repeat the advice to stay beside the cross 
and get out of the wind.   

As the advance party neared the cross the 
windspeed increased even more and in the 
gusts the guys had to crawl on hands and 
knees to make progress.  Despite the weather, 
the hillwalker was soon located, clinging onto 
the cross with both hands exposed to the 
weather and not sheltering in a snow hole as 
instructed.  He had been so afraid that he 
would not be found in the appalling weather 
that his first words when the team showed up 
were ‘I thought I was going to die‘.  

A warm drink and some extra clothing was 
given and the hillwalker was guided down the 
hill to safety and to meet his anxious spouse, 
who had been listening to his cries for help on 
her mobile phone.

This had been a close call. The weather 
continued to deteriorate and had the guy 
moved from the known location he would not 
have been found and would have perished in 
the severe conditions which continued through 
the following day.  

The incident was a very valuable experience for 
the newer members. The training had paid off; 
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the guys worked together as a team and looked 
after each other and completed the rescue 
efficiently in the worst imaginable conditions.

The summit party was led by Calum Menzies 
and included Davy Luti, Andrew Leishman, Rob 
Scott and new members Mark Nicols and Mike 
Kreis.  Their gallant conduct on Ben Ledi on 
that stormy January day earned all six 
members the following Commendation from the 
Chief Constable.

‘The outstanding bravery of members of Killin 
Mountain Rescue Team on Ben Ledi is highly 
commended; the laudable actions of all those 
involved resulted in a successful rescue, where 
without the skills and experience of the rescue 
team the hillwalker may well have perished in 
the freezing whiteout conditions’.

Whatever decisions are made about the future 
of MR provision in Scotland, it seems certain 
that the future of Killin Mountain Rescue Team 
is safe in the hands of such dedicated 
volunteers.
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Chapter 33 - The End Game

Following the tragedy of the helicopter crash in 
1987, KMRT members erected a cross on Ben 
Ledi, near a spot on the summit where Harry 
and the team spent many hours during training 
days enjoying the coffee and the craic.   Harry’s 
and the ashes of his wife Jean are buried near 
the spot. 

Thereafter it became an annual trip to the top 
of Ben Ledi, on a date as near to the 1st 
February as possible, to remember Harry with 
fondness and to recall the good days we had 
not so long ago.

February 2012 was the 25th anniversary of the 
helicopter crash.  It was agreed that we should 
remember Harry by attempting to get as many 
of the members who were in the team then to 
make the trip up to the cross.  This would be no 
mean feat.  Many were in good health and still 
active on the hill, but time had taken its toll.  
Most were now in their sixties and worn out 
knees, stents for clogged arteries and similar 
age-related problems would make it a 
challenge; perhaps especially for Ian Ramsay 
who had been critically injured in the helicopter 
crash and later in a very serious car crash.  

However, all the guys were up for the challenge 
- promising to climb the hill as far as they could 
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go to remember Harry.  Harry's two sons 
Gordon and Gary - both past team members - 
were delighted to come with us.

The weather was clear and dry as we set off, 
but we knew that it was below freezing on the 
top and that the last five hundred feet had a 
good covering of fresh snow.  Progress was 
slow; however the aim was to get everyone as 
close to the top as possible and back in 
daylight.  There was good banter on the ascent, 
as it had been a long time since so many of us 
had met up and everyone was cheery.

Two hours into the walk and one or two were 
beginning to suffer, mainly from knee pain and 
the effects of over forty years on the cigarettes.  

Ian was making steady progress.  Fitness was 
no problem, but the shortening of one leg made 
it difficult for him to keep his balance on the 
steep ground. Team member Ted Inglis looked 
after him when negotiating steep ground on the 
way up.

Some guys had gone ahead and returned from 
the top. ‘It's windy and seriously cold up there, 
perhaps some of the group have gone far 
enough’.  They would hear none of it - they 
would keep going.  The cross was in sight but 
some way off and the going was getting more 
difficult as we crossed the snow line. Four hours 
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and the epic journey had been half completed, 
as we had still to get everyone back down 
before dark.  

There is no doubt one or two would not have 
made the cross without the help and support of 
everyone working together as a team helping 
those less able.  One thing had not changed. 
The cigarette count.  Plenty of fag stops were 
required by the smokers to reach the top - for 
one person it was to be a fag packet trip.

Out of the rucsacs came the most wondrous 
supply of malt whisky.  All had brought their 
own to pour a drop on the hill where Harry lies, 
to toast the enduring memories of a good 
friend.

It was soon time to head back down the hill.  
The weather had turned bitterly cold with a 
penetrating icy wind, but we had superb views 
of our winter mountains: Ben More, Stob 
Binnien, The Tarmachans, Ben Vorlich and Stuc 
a Chroin - our old stomping grounds from 
where so many of the tales in this book 
originate.

The descent was to be the hard part for those 
with knee problems.  However, the views were 
spectacular with the lowering sun casting 
shadows in the deep snow footprints on the hill 
as the party went downhill.  We were leaving 
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only bootprints and taking only memories of the 
day and our mountain rescue history with us.

 
On arrival at the bottom of the hill one or two 
were in tears from knee pain; or was it tears of 
joy that they had made the effort and faced the 
challenge of Ben Ledi for one last time to 
remember a tragic event and the loss of a good 
friend - memories that were still fresh despite 
the passage of time.

Bootprints on Ben Ledi on the twenty-
fifth Anniversary of Harry Lawrie’s death 

(image by Bill Rose)
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As Harry would certainly have wished, we went 
to the Waverley Hotel for the traditional debrief.  
Old times were relived and remembered.  It all 
took quite a while and as usual we were last 
out as the pub closed, proud that the team that 
Harry had built from a meeting one Sunday 
afternoon in a Killin hotel had survived 25 years 
after his death, providing an honourable legacy 
to him and the other founder members.

We hope that you have enjoyed this collection 
of snippets from the history of Killin Mountain 
Rescue Team. Remember that these stories are 
not presented as a factual history.  The tales 
are personal recollections from ordinary folk 
who were kind enough to give us their 
memories of events; details of which are 
becoming hazy due to the inexorable march of 
time.

For KMRT members, the book revisits fond 
memories of the good times and bad times that 
we experienced as individuals and through an 
enduring friendship and camaraderie that 
continues to this day. 
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KMRT Members List 1975 - 2012

I Aitchison R Cushnie D Hinton M Luti
W Anderson J Deans T Hipkin P Luti
I Arnold G Deans D Hoban A MacDonald
J Bain A Deans M Holliday B MacDonald
D Barrie M Drummond D Hopper D MacDonald
D Batty P Dunn G Howie K MacDonald
P Batty R Eadington A Hunter S MacDonald
S Baxter P Elston I Hunter N MacDonald
J Beattie D Elston K Inglis A MacGregor
A Bernard N Felgate S Inglis I MacGregor
L Berrow J Ferguson W Inglis C MacGregor
A Blake D Fettes H Insley T MacKellar
D Blaney K Findlater L Irwin G MacKenzie
T Bowles A Fisher D Jenkins A Maclaughlan
A Brown A Fleming D Johnston J MacLeod
L Bryson C Ford P Jones D MacLennan
K Burnett W Fraser M Judd D MacPherson
J Burton F Frost R Kellat H MacShane
A Cameron K Gammons P Kelly C Marshall
D Cameron I Gent C Kennedy F McAskill
S Cameron T Gibbon J King C McCormack
E Campbell N Graham L King A McCourt
M Campbell H Graham G Koppoch L McGregor
D Carr B Gray M Kreis J McKay
G Cartwright G Grierson K Lang D McKechnie
D Chapman A Griffith H Lawrie S McKenzie
A Chisholm J Guild J Lawrie S Lapsley
S Christie I Halliday G Lawrie D McLarty
G Christie M Halliday G Lawrie G McLeod
I Clunie D Hannah A Leask J McLeod
H Cole M Hapka F Leask C McManus
G Collins D Heirs A Leishman D McRobbie
J Cooper D Higginson C Leishman D McVitie
G Coyne L Higginson J Lochrie A Mealey
A Cummins A Higginson D Luti G Meikle
J Currie N Hinchcliffe M Luti C Menzies
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C Methven J Salisbury A Wilson
I Mitchell R Scott G Wilson
G Mitchell G Scott Z Wishart
S Morgan M Scott A Woods
G Morison A Searle T Woods
J Morris R Sharp F Wright
R Morris S Shearer J Wylie
D Murphy J Sinclair
D Murray G Smart
E Murray A Smith
J Napier J Smith
D Neilson G Smith
M Nichols R Smith
C O’Grady C Stark
A O’Rourke D Steven
E Outram J Stewart
N Outram G Strang
P Parmenter I Strong
S Pask D Syme
D Paterson A Tatnell
F Poulter B Taylor
I Ramsay M Tennant
A Rankine A Tickner
S Raw A Thomas
G Raynes A Thomson
I Reay J Trumper
A Reid A Tucker
P Reilly D Turner
J Rennie R Twigg
B Rennie J Walker
O Rhys D Warnock
P Ridley P Waugh
B Rose N Webber
K Rose C Welsh
A Rose J Wheeler
N Ross K Wightman
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Poster designed by Peter Luti and displayed 
around the KMRT area of responsibility 

following the Ben More tragedy
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