
Route(s) Sgurr Eilde Mor, Binnein Beag, Binnein 
Mor, Na Gruagaichean 

Elevation(s) (ft/m) Sgurr Eilde Mor (3,314ft/1010m) 
Binnein Beag (3,093ft/943m) 
Binnean Mor (3,707ft/1130m) 
Na Gruagaichean (3,465ft/1056m) 

Date(s) June 26 2019 
Partner(s) Solo 
Elevation gain/loss (ft/m) +/- 6,135ft /1870m    
Distance (miles/km) 13 miles/ 20.9 km 
Total time (hours/mins) 9h 30m 
Equipment Clothes, water and some snacks!  
Weather Forecast Sun and minimal wind! So nice it borders on mythical and as such was 

dubbed my unicorn day! 
Weather Actuality Perfect! Bluebird, sunny, warm and with the occasional light breeze. 
Flora/Fauna N/A 
Wildlife N/A  
Starting Point/Trailhead NN188623 
Trail Conditions Trails were generally clear and easy to follow, down lower there was 

some thick and brushy sections. 
Objective Hazards Ticks! Pulled four off me before the first hour was up! S-O-B! 
Grade/Rating Walk 
Accommodations N/A 
Tourist Attractions N/A 
Motto for the day N/A 

 

Day 1  
Daily 1 Distance 13 miles/ 20.9 km 
Daily 1 Elevation +/- 6,135ft /1870m    
Day 1 Daily Time 9h 30m 
Rise and Shine Est. 6.30am 
Depart Home Est. 7.00am 
Depart Car 10.05am 
Sgurr Eilde Mor 12.55pm 
Binnein Beag 2.50pm 
Binnein Mor 4.45pm 
Na Gruagaichean Est. 5.45pm 
Arrive Car Est. 8.00pm 

The Story 
This is such a long overdue report that I briefly contemplated just letting it slip, but I have the data and 
hopefully can piece it all back together once I get started. I got a decently early start leaving from 
Dunblane and drove up to Kinlocheleven to have a go at a few Mamores. It looked like a good area to 
overnight, but also like one I could break up into fun chunks as well. I opted to aim for the eastern four 



so that if I wanted, I could do the western side as a long haul or an overnight another time. Hopefully 
convince Kyle to join me! But alas, on this, I was solo yet again! I found the parking area without an 
issue. The GPS lead me to a nice parking spot on the edge of what appeared to be a wood. It seemed 
promising. Per standard protocol I did just about zero reading in advance. Instead, I pulled out my GPS, 
clicked it on and continued getting the rest of my gear ready. Once I’d sussed out what I wanted to pack 
(so glad I grabbed that third liter of water!!) and wear, I locked the car and headed off down the nearest 
path. When I grabbed the GPS to orientate myself and figure out which direction I needed to go, it 
looked like my GPS wasn’t tracking and matching up correctly. Okay. So, I pulled out the map and had a 
look. The map wasn’t exactly aligning with what I saw so I opted to go right at the fork just after the 
church and just see what I could find. I followed the path as it walked between the woods and some 
houses. I did eventually come across a sweet older lady, so I asked her which way the path went. I think 
our communication wires got crossed, but she vaguely indicated uphill. Sure. Why not? I went up that 
way and after a bit of sussing it out, I found myself on a path headed in the general direction that I 
wanted. Hooray! The only problem was that I was on the opposite side of a river that I wanted to be. But 
not to fret! I’d follow it a way, and if it didn’t join up further along, I’d hack across the open terrain. It 
would be annoying, and possibly time consuming, but I could see the path. In the interim, it was hot! 
Scotland has completely destroyed my tolerance for sun and heat!! Logically, I knew it wasn’t that hot – 
I’d done more in more heat! But I was sweating buckets going uphill. Compounding matters, I pulled 
four or five ticks off myself in the first forty-five minutes of the journey. There was cursing involved! I 
had a moment where I considered if I wanted to go on. But, I mean… I was in it now. I had already pulled 
some off, so onward and upward I guess!  
 
As it turns out, the Walking Highlands route map shows going up one side and down the other. So, I 
guess I was accidentally on course. But I don’t often get too fussed about those types of things. On a 
nice day, and in no hurry, knowing I’m heading in the correct direction, it is often fun to just ‘go’ and not 
be so focused on staying exactly on one course. It must appeal to my innately wild side. Sometimes it is 
just nice to go. To roam. To explore for oneself. Though I will have to say, I had decidedly less romantic 
notions about the whole thing while the heat kept picking up and I slogged uphill. I repeatedly stopped 
at little streams to dunk my buff and splash my shirt to try and keep cool. As the path moved upwards 
towards Loch Eilde Mor, I ran into a couple of groups of kids and a foreign couple, but I didn’t stop to 
chat with anyone. As path reached a larger road, I crossed it and found a cairn on the opposite side 
marking the start of the path up. I 
was glad I didn’t deviate from my 
earlier course to ‘swhack across 
terrain. It was infinitely easier to stay 
on a path, and no doubt quicker as 
well. It felt like slow progress uphill 
to reach the loch between Sgurr 
Elide Mor and Sgor Eilde Beag, but I 
made it! And to be fair, it was 
probably a good day for it. I could 
imagine it gets quite boggy during 
certain times of the year. As I 
worked my way around the loch, on 
the south side, and over to the south 
shoulder of Sgurr Eilde Mor, I kept 
hearing this loud piercing cry. I 
hadn’t heard anything like it before, 



that I could recollect, and certainly not in Scotland. It was a bit eerie to be out alone and hearing what 
just as easily could have been a banshee cry. But it was a sunny day and I was hoping I’d have the 
advantage of at least seeing something before it came at me!! It could have been a bird... or a mythical 
create! But since I didn’t see it, I’ll never know! And the mystery stays alive! As I gained on the south 
shoulder of Sgurr Eilde Mor, the path became fainter and I began to lose it in the rocks. I ditched the 
rising traverse and opted to continue straight uphill. I scrambled over the rocks and on occasion used my 
hands. But it was straight forward and easy, and I found much evidence that others had been this way 
numerous times. I capped out on Sgurr Eilde Mor at 12.55pm. Just in time for a spot of lunch! I sat down 
on the massive summit cairn, pulled out my burrito and started munching. A few moments later, while 
still munching on my burrito, I walked over to another cairn, a hundred horizontal meters or so to the 
northeast. I figured it was lower, but I’d walk over just to see anyways. From this vantage I could also 
see a little more clearly that there was a path going off the northwest side, and it looked like it was more 
heavily used, or at least defined. Since I was going in that general direction anyway, I decided to give it a 
try. But before I headed off in that direction, I just sat and enjoyed the beautiful blue skies and calm that 
comes with being in a quiet and still place alone. There are pros and cons to going out alone, for certain, 
but it is moments like this when peace washes over me and I appreciate them more fully.  
 

The descent off the northwest side has a dirty scree section. It looked a little steeper than it felt. Being 
on a dirty scree section made me feel like I was back in the Cascades for a minute, and it made me feel 
playful and like I could just bounce along. It was straight forward and didn’t last too long. Alas, just as I 
left the rocky section and had gone downhill a little further, I ran into a gent on his way up. Surprise! 
Houston we are not alone out here! We acknowledged each other’s presence and that was about it. A 
little further down I ran into another gent and I briefly spoke to him. I was trying to eye-ball how I’d like 
to approach the next section. Which way would be easier, etc. I figured I’d head out and do Binnean 
Beag and then go up Binnean Mor, but I wanted to avoid dropping elevation if it at all possible. I could 
see a path that wound its way under Binnean Mor on the eastern side and went right up to the loch 
between the two. That was what I wanted!! The gent gave me some vague directions about going up to 
a fork in the path and turning right. I did that, and it didn’t quite work, but the space was so open I just 
cut down and across to where I saw someone else popping up and hopped on the trail. That’ll teach me 
to take strangers’ advice! I did end up having to drop the beck or the bern or whatever he said that I 
didn’t quite catch with his accent! But, it worked out okay because I ended up soaking my buff and shirt 
again repeatedly. Keeping cool was helping me to reduce the amount of water I was drinking. I knew I 
needed to ration it out for the long day.  
 
The path up to the little loch on the southwest side of Binnean Beag is easy to follow and clear. I hit the 
loch and veered immediately right to follow a path up the south side of Binnean Beag. Again, it got a 
little rocky, but just going straight up is the ticket. As I ascended, I had to stop and take repeated 
breathers, and on those breathers, I kept my eye trained on Binnean Mor. I was planning to cut straight 
across after this peak, and just needed to find my line, as I didn’t see any indication of a cut and dry 
path. I chewed it over as I moved up. From the summit of Binnein Beag I had a great view over to Nevis 



and its fairly distinctive profile. I 
didn’t really stick around too long. 
A sip of water, a quick snack and 
time to go. I could relax and 
recharge on the downhill! I 
retraced my steps back to the 
little loch and once there decided 
to aim for the northern shoulder 
of Binnein Mor. I was pretty 
certain I could make just about 
any arm go, but the northeast and 
eastern arms looked like they 
might involve some scrambling. 
And while that sounded fun, I 
hadn’t come prepared for that, 
and if I was going to go 
completely off-piste, it’d be nice 

to have a partner. You know, someone to let the rescuers know where to go! With that decided, and no 
obvious paths available, except the one I was hoping to intercept on the ridge, I made a rising traverse 
to below the two small tarns. I stayed below them and worked my way over to the arm. The hillside 
looked to be quite steep grass and I’d say it was probably 45-50 degrees for a short segment. Don’t slip 
here! If you gained enough momentum even on grass it might be tough to stop! I topped out on the 
ridge. The GPS had indicated that there was a trail of sorts here and naturally ridges tend to pull all 
manner of life (people and animals) because of the ease of travel. Nevertheless, I was pleased to find a 
path of sorts. From this point the travel up to the ridge was straightforward, if a little slow. I reached the 
summit at approximately 4.45pm. I was eager to get a look at the rest of the route from this point. 
Running between ridges I was expecting smoother and quicker travel, and so it was. With a quick 
message to Kyle to keep him apprised of my location, I pulled out my phone and headphones and put on 
a little music. It’s pretty rare for me to put on tunes while walking, but I was in the mood to listen to 
Marc Sibilia’s rendition of This Land is Your Land. Very peaceful and fitting. Check it out! 
 
I descended off the southern ridge of Binnein Mor on good track. I followed it up and over a small point 
with a path junction. I stayed high on the ridge, veering southwest towards Na Gruagaichean. As I 
approached, I noticed two points close together of relatively similar height and was trying to figure out 
which one was the true summit of Na Gruagaichean. It didn’t take me too long to figure out it was the 
closer of the two. As I approached, I stole a look at the GPS and the map to get a feel for which way I 
was going to descend and then scan the terrain for it. It was either up and over a secondary point to the 
northwest or try to descend down the southern arm which looked like it wasn’t a complete path. Hmm. 
Choices. Laziness verses certainty. I opted for certainty because hopefully that’d mean I wouldn’t have to 
backtrack. So, I dropped off the northwest side of Na Gruagaichean, which was a funny little rocky step, 
and then walked up and over the secondary point. From there, I followed the path down to the pass, 
hopped on the main path and began to follow it down. I had such high hopes, bordering on dreams, that 
it’d be an easy and mindless path down. Alas... It has a long swooping switchback. I thought about 
cutting it off and skipping straight downhill, but it looked grassy and slick and I opted to stay on the 
path; mostly. It did feel like it dragged on and on though. And it was surprisingly still wet and boggy in 
areas. When I intersected the upper part of the stream, I briefly lost the path. It faded in and out in 
threads. But, basically, I stayed on the east side above the stream and caught bits here and there until 
intersecting it more fully again lower. From there, I followed the path back down until it passed a 



farming out-building and then intersected the road. Time for the map again. I pulled it out and had to 
pick which direction to go to try and pick up the trail. I opted to go left (east) and slightly uphill. I 
followed the road up around a slight curve and then found a half-buried cairn marking the brushy 
entrance to a path. UGH! Seriously?! This looked like it had tick potential written all over it. I debated 
whether I wanted to do it or not, but I decided to put on my rain jacket in the sun and heat to help keep 
myself covered. I then pulled my buff over my head and put my hood up. It was sweltering. I caught up 
to an older gent towards the end of the path and briefly chatted with him while we walked towards the 
car park. I got all excited when I saw a decent sized stag, but the other guy nonchalantly said he’d seen 
too many to care.  
 
Now as I approached the car it was time to decide what I wanted to do. Do I camp out here another 
night and try for some more peaks? I certainly would not be camping back up that path because that 
was too many ticks and I was paranoid now. Or, do I drive home and have Kyle look me over for ticks. 
Once at the car I promptly stripped, stuff my funky smelling kit into a bag, and changed into some comfy 
and clean clothes. Ahhh, it felt delicious! I sat and thought about what I should do, via text Kyle was 
indicating in the most neutral way possible that I should stay out. I probably should..., but ticks! Plus, my 
car was not looking tempting at the moment. When I eventually called him to discuss next plans, I 
wasn’t that hungry, but he convinced me to go grab a bite and ponder on it. To buy myself some time, I 
drove over to The Bothy Bar to grab some fish and chips. The gal there was nice enough to fill up my 
water bottles too. Once there, I figured I’d camp in the car in Kinlochleven, (still sketched out about that 
one car camp by Ben Starav), and then drive over and do the two Munros off of the Hidden Valley hike. 
With that settled I drove back to the parking area, pulled in, got settled and laid down with my Kindle. I 
literally had to curl up, per usual, to fit in the back seat, which was tough, as my muscles just wanted to 
stretch out. Still, that did not stop me from eventually nodding off. Sweet dreams! 
 

Lessons Learned 
I am actually going soft!! I think I need to be dropped off 30 miles from anywhere and forced 
to find my way back to begin to pull myself back together! 

 

 
 



 



 
Looking from Binnein Mor towards Sgurr Wilde Mor. This line shows the route off the north side of Sgurr 
Eilde Mor and the descent from the loch to the path that wraps around and heads over to Binnean Beag. 
 

 
Looking from Binnein Beag over towards Binnean Mor and marks my approximate off-piste route. 


