
If summer was a horse, scheduled to run in a race that starts every year in Scotland on June 21, then 

all I can say is:  This year it got off to a bit of a rough start. According to the locals, it left the gates 

early, and began well ~ the best it’s done in years they said.  But, two days into the running it fell 

behind ~ pushed to the rear of the field by Buckets of Rain, Early Morning Frost, Chilly Days and 

Cloudy Skies. 

I’ve discovered that what a day here lacks in quality, it makes up for in quantity.  When the sun shines 

through the clouds, it doesn’t seem to get tired.  It stays up until almost 10pm, and its twilight lingers 

on until well after 11pm.  Even then, the night doesn’t seem to want to get dark, it’s more of a 

greyness that lasts for only a few hours before that big ball of distant fire starts to make its comeback, 

in the wee small hours of the morning.  

My room, at the top of Castle Venlaw, has such a wonderful view that it’s impossible to pull the blind 

down, turn my back on the sunset, and go to bed at 9pm…it seems such a waste of all that bonus 

light.  The extra length of the day has done strange things to my internal clock; 7pm still feels like 

4pm, and every night I get a sudden burst of energy around 9pm, which means this early-to-bed 

person is not ready to sleep until well after the midnight hour, and is wide awake, but not so bright 

and bushytailed, at 5am.  Result: I’m getting a tad on the tired side.  Last night I came up with a 

brilliant scheme: At 9:30pm I put on my eye covering thingy, the one I brought to wear so I can sleep 

on a plane, and slept until 7am!  I know that didn’t make any sense but, as I said, I can’t stand closing 

the blind…it’s as if I might miss something if I did.  

Speaking of missing things, let me take you on a quick tour of some of the things you’re missing by 

not being here with me! 

 

The view of the town of Peebles from my window ~ yes that IS rain coming in over the hills. 
 

 



My ascent through the Venlaw Woods…can I make it? (It’s MUCH steeper than this looks.) 

 

Another view of the town from the top of the Venlaw Hill. 

 



Seems sheep are not the only thing wool grows on around here. 

 

Fergus McBunny ~ a distant cousin, 2,000,000 times removed, of the Lakes District’s Peter Rabbit. 

 

 



View from the far side of the Venlaw Hill which was where my walk took me. 

There was nary a soul, or a sheep, in sight ~ just the wind and me! 

 

Today, I learned about body snatchers in Edinburgh.  Such was the demand for cadavers to supply 

the University’s medical school, in the 19th century, that they were paid £10 for each body; a lot of 

money at that time.  I was told that there are many graves in Edinburgh with no one in them!  

 

Your average headstone from the 1700’s~ a not too subtle reminder of what waits for us all. 

 



Tuning the bagpipes.  I know, I never thought such a thing was possible either! 

 

 

Last Sunday I stood in the pouring rain and watched the men below get absolutely soaked as they 

took part in “The Retreat.”  I didn’t find out where they were from, the lady next to me thought Oman, 

all I know is the color of their skin would suggest that it had to be somewhere warmer and drier than it 

was here.  I stood beside them as they waited to play; not one of them flinched or uttered one word of 

complaint.  And, they were the best pipe band I’ve ever heard. 

 



The Scottish Dance: Traditional (in a “Braveheart” kind of way) 

 

 

The Scottish Dance: Modern ~ Gangnam style (in a “brave” kind of way) 

The Scottish male is a great example of that old adage “If you’ve got it, flaunt it!”

 



Hundreds of riders re-enacting Riding the March around the boundary of Peebles 

to look for signs of invaders, and other threats to the town’s safety.   

As they rode past everyone shouted “Hoo – RAY!” 

 

 

Crossing the River Tweed 

  

 



 

Even the horse’s rumps proudly display the 

Scottish national emblem ~ the thistle!  No, I will 

not be coming back with a tattoo of one on 

mine…but the thought did cross my 

mind…once…twice, if you count this sentence! 

 

 

 

 

 

A bookmark I found in the Bible on display inside 

the Peebles Old Parish Church. 

 

 

 

 

So, what do I think of my trip so far? 

 


