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Observation



“If you wish to see it before your eyes

have no fixed thoughts either for or against it.”

Seng-t’san (d. AD 606)





The Chinese say that a journey of a thousand miles starts with a single step. Just to be awkward, the journey I’m going to tell you about started on paper - with a neat row of four pencilled-in circles on a brand-new Ordnance Survey map of Glasgow and its surroundings.



Old Alfred’s instructions, written over 50 years ago, were quite straightforward….First, pin your map onto a drawing board. Next, draw a circle around all the mounds, unworked stones, moats, holy wells, beacon points, crosses, crossroads, churches of ancient foundation and castles you can find. After that, stick a pin into an undoubted mark point (a mound or traditional stone), place a straight edge against the pin, and try to find four sites in a row.



Well, I wasn’t too bad at the castles. I circled Mains, Crookston, Cathcart, Polnoon and Mearns before I ran out of ideas. For a church of ancient foundations I chose Glasgow Cathedral - but then, on second thoughts, I rubbed it out again. Nobody in their right mind would look for ancient trackways in the city nowadays. There had been so many changes during the eight years I’d been abroad, I could hardly find Anderston Cross, never mind holy wells and unworked stones.



What I needed to get me started was the undoubted mark point - a mound or traditional stone in the country somewhere. The only thing that I could think of in that category was a big, green mound I knew back in my cycling days. It was somewhere between Newton Mearns and Eaglesham; we used to pass it on the way back from the Malletsheugh Inn.



I chewed the end of my pencil for a while, and eventually the name came back to me - the De’il’s Plantin. That was it - the Devil’s Plantation. It was supposed to be haunted if I remembered correctly - not that I ever believed any of these old tales, but the place certainly had an atmosphere all its own. I always made sure I was in top gear when I cycled past in the dark anyway.



The mound was marked on my map about a mile south of Mearns Castle, so I drew a neat circle round it and pressed in the pin. I put the edge of my plastic ruler to the pin, swivelled the ruler round, and then, to my surprise, a strange thing happened. The mound, Mearns Castle and Crookston Castle all fell into rough alignment. But Alfred had written ‘three points alone do not prove a ley, four being the minimum.’ So I thought for a bit, then extended the line past Crookston Castle. That way it passed through the grounds of Renfrew Parish Church, which was probably ‘of ancient foundation’ as Alfred Watkins had specified. This meant I had the four sites in a row that I needed to start my fieldwork.



There was no way of knowing at the time, but by a stroke of sheer beginner’s luck, I had picked one of the best possible places to start my travels.



The book that had inspired me in this line of research was The Old Straight Track written by the aforementioned Alfred Watkins in 1925. Watkins was a Hereford man, a gentleman amateur who observed that many of the mounds, moats, beacon hills and mark stones of his native county fell into alignment with each other. Between these points he found castles, churches, fords and wayside crosses which he thought might also occupy prehistoric sites. Watkins surmised that these landmarks were all that remained of a system of tracks used by prehistoric traders in salt, flint, and (later) metals, who had laid out their routes with staves and marked the way at intervals with stones. Many of these tracks passed through open woodland glades, and because of this Watkins called them leys, a name derived from an old Anglo-Saxon word meaning ‘a forest clearing’. Though the original leys were now overgrown and invisible, Watkins maintained they could still be traced by careful mapwork and investigation in the field.



Archaeologists, of course, had several very valid objections to Watkins’ theory. Firstly, there  was the apparent uselessness of leys as trackways. What traveller would use a track that led him straight through forests, bogs and lakes? Then there was the question of dating. Could anyone be certain that alignments of medieval castles and churches followed prehistoric tracks? Finally, had Stone Age man been equal to the task of lining up sites across the landscape in an accurate manner? Without maps, surveying equipment, without even a pencil and paper? In the long run it was decided there was too much speculation in Watkins’ work and not enough evidence. After Watkins died in 1935 his theory was ignored by the professionals and kept alive only by the efforts of dedicated amateurs and Sunday afternoon ramblers.



Half a century later, however, a new generation of enthusiasts were on the scene, all fully aware of the shortcomings of leys as trackways. Some postulated that they were underground water lines which could be detected by means of dowsing rods; some interpreted them as psychic power lines criss-crossing the countryside, radiating from storehouses of spiritual energy, and some claimed they were navigational aids for UFOs.



Accurate leys had been found all over England by this time. Was it possible that we had them in Scotland, too?



The mainstay of the ley theory is continued usage of the same site since prehistoric times, i.e. medieval castles built on top of prehistoric mounds, Christian churches now occupying pagan enclosures, wayside crosses replacing standing stones, etc. There are countless examples of this in Scotland, but none that I could think of were in straight lines. The whole idea seemed a bit far-fetched, but at the same time I could hardly say it didn’t work. When I tried it out on the map it had worked first time. There was nothing to lose by investigating it in the field as well, and as the best place to start seemed to be the De’il’s Plantin, I made up my mind to cycle out there the following Sunday and carry on for a mile or two if the weather held.



The De’il’s Plantin stands in the middle of a long, straight stretch of road in a quiet corner of the world some seven miles south of Glasgow. I arrived there around mid-day, left my bicycle in the lay-by on the north side, and climbed over the barbed-wire fence into the plantation. Through a ring of birch and beech trees I walked on to an inner mound where Spring sunshine printed dappled patterns of sunlight and shadow on the grass. There were two concave depressions on top of the mound, so I crouched down in one and spread my map out in front of me on bare earth swept clean by the wind.



The night before, I had noticed that my map line, if projected past Renfrew, led to a hill called Duncolm in the Kilpatrick Hills. The line looked fine on the map, but how did it look in the field? I added eight degrees to the grid bearing to compensate for magnetic variation, and with my prismatic compass I soon identified Duncolm as an unusual inverted-bowl shape sitting prominently on the long line of hills to the north. Mearns Castle, which I could see a mile away over the fields, was disappointingly out of alignment. I had to walk about 100m from the edge of the mound into the adjoining field before the castle and Duncolm lined up visually. It was hardly a promising start, but it was too early in the day to be discouraged, so I went back to my bike and started off along the back roads to the castle.



The auld keep of Mearns stands on a knoll that slopes towards a steep rock scarp overlooking a modern housing estate. Its history dates back to 1449 when King James II granted a licence to Lord Maxwell ‘to build a castle on ye Baronie of Mearnis in Refrushir’ and to surround it with walls and ditches, iron gates and warlike appliances. After lying in ruins for years, the castle was restored under the auspices of the Renfrewshire Heritage Committee in 1971, and the newly-built Maxwell Mearns Castle Church was attached. This bizarre, symbiotic relationship with the kirk seems to have numbed the auld keep to a dull respectability. Robbed of its warlike appliances, besieged only by daffodils, it has lost the novelty it held for me in my boyhood. In those days, you could enter its draughty halls through a ground floor window, and climb a dilapidated corkscrew staircase up to the battlements. It was hazardous, but it was fun.



The adjoining church is built on an enclosure believed to be of an earlier date than the castle. Nobody knows when the enclosure was constructed, and now that the church is there it is impossible to guess.



Crookston Castle was the next site on my list; five miles further on as the crow flies. Tucked away in an odd corner of a Glasgow housing estate, this 15th century ruin stands within the ditch and bank of a medieval ringwork and occupies the site of an even earlier castle built in the 12th century by the Norman baron Robert de Croc, (hence Croc’s-toun). Could de Croc have built his castle on a prehistoric site? Excavations have revealed only medieval relics, so there is no proof of this. But then who knows what the Normans found when they were building the castle?



The next two sites close to my line were churches; one in Renfrew and the other across the river in Clydebank.



Renfrew Parish Church is a well-kept building which retains an interesting ‘olde-worlde’ touch in the form of a 15th century tomb under an arch in the chancel. Here lie the sleeping effigies of Sir John Ross Hawkhead and his wife Marjory (not visible in the Brotchie sketch below). Legend has it that Sir John won the nearby lands of Inch by overcoming the champion of the English court in a wrestling match. During the bout, the Englishman rashly held out his hands to the Scot with the invitation, ‘Palm my arm’. Ross seized his rival’s wrists and with one jerk wrenched his shoulders from their sockets, this winning the match and the lands. Ever after this, Ross was known as Palm-my-Arm. 



Two earlier churches have occupied the same site as Renfrew Parish Church, and as far back as the reign of King David I (1084-1153) a parsonage stood there. The site, however, is flat, and has no known prehistoric connections. Nevertheless, because of its long history, I considered it a potential ley site.



The church at Clydebank was hardly ‘of ancient foundation’. Common sense dictates that hundreds of churches must appear on alignments by coincidence, and somehow I felt that this was one.



Next was the question of a fording place. It is difficult to assess the level of the Clyde in prehistoric times, but it is known than in the days before the river was made navigable for bigger ships, it was possible to walk across near Renfrew at low tide. Blaeu’s map of 1654 shows an island called Sand Inch in the area where my map line crossed the river, so I considered that a plus factor.



What had I found, then? A string of five sites in a row - a mound, two medieval castles, a church and a possible ford. Basically a succession of unrelated features.



The least believable section of the line was the barren stretch between Mearns Castle and Crookston Castle. Five miles without a site seemed too long. The longer the line grows, the greater the likelihood there is of a site appearing on it by chance. I wasn’t too happy about Mearns Castle either. It was not in true alignment with Duncolm. Yet the strange thing was that on days of exceptional visibility, when I looked at the castle from the De’il’s Plantin, I could see the top of another peak in the distance, directly in line with the castle. Was I reading too much into this, or were there other lines in the area that I had not detected? To check it all out in greater detail I bought 1:25,000 scale Ordnance Survey maps of the area.



On Sheet NS55 of the 1:25,000 map, the De’il’s Plantin is marked in Gothic letters as a tumulus (burial mound) at grid reference point NS 557535. To my surprise, I found that if I projected a line from this point through Mearns Castle it led straight to a site that was not marked on my 1:50,000 scale map. It was the site of Capelrig Cross, two and a half miles NNW of the tumulus. This 10th century cross is now in Glasgow Art Galleries, where it was taken to protect it from the elements.



On Sheet NS56, yet another point of interest showed up. Six miles further on from Capelrig, still in alignment with the castle and tumulus, is the site of long-demolished Inch Castle built by old Palm-my-Arm on the lands he won in the wrestling match.



I soon found other lines in my travels. In a landscape dotted with ancient sites it is perhaps not surprising if a few sites fall into alignment here and there. What did surprise me, however, was the fact that the alignments themselves seemed to form a definite pattern. Sooner or later, they linked up with lines of sites leading to the hill called Duncolm.



Although it is only ten miles from Glasgow, I must confess I had never heard of the hill until I started tracing alignments. It is the highest of the Kilpatrick Hills and stands in the centre of the range some 401m above sea level on the north side of the Clyde, three miles from Erskine Bridge. Its name, in Gaelic, means ‘fort of the dove’ or ‘fort of Columba’, it could be either one.



At first glance it looks like a Scots cousin of Ayers Rock, the sacred site of the Aborigines in central Australia. Its distinctive outline could have made it a useful landmark for prehistoric travellers, but when I finally got to the summit and searched the area for tangible evidence of such a traveller, there was nothing to be found - no cairns, no earthworks, no visible remains.



So I looked for a place where my prehistoric traveller would have rested, and I sat there in a hollow sheltered from the wind, eating my sandwiches, and looking at the view. I could see the islands in Loch Lomond, and a prominent hill in the middle distance called Duncryne. Across the water behind Duncryne, a small peninsula known as Craigie Fort jutted out into the loch at Balmaha pier, and behind that again was the Ben itself. The scene before me changed constantly as clouds played hide and seek with the sun, casting huge moving shadows over the landscape. I was at peace with the world. Though I had found nothing of archaeological interest, I still felt that in some inexplicable way the presence of the early folk still lingered on Duncolm.



I sat gazing at the mountains vignetted into the mist on the far side of the loch, an infinite space where earth and sky dissolved; a place where greens and blues changed to grey in overlapping planes of perspective, like and old-time Oriental scroll painting - the Ben, the peninsula, and the hill of Duncryne - all in visual alignment…



Slowly it dawned on me that I could be looking at another sightline - two duns, a fort and an undoubted mark point!



But it was intentional or coincidental? There was no way of knowing, though the surrounding area had certainly been settled in prehistoric times. Dotted about the Kilpatrick hills are tombs dating back to early in the Neolithic era, a period that lasted roughly from 3500 BC to 1800 BC. Neolithic peoples were the founders of our civilisation. They introduced pottery to Britain, grew crops, raised cattle and changed the economy of the country from hunting and food gathering to agriculture. Nobody knows what form their trackways took, but it is believed they followed rivers and mountain ridges. Duncolm, Duncryne, Craigie Fort and Ben Lomond could have been very useful landmarks to a Neolithic community.



These thoughts were much in my mind when I tramped back down the braes of Cochno, heading in the general direction of Glasgow. This time my route marker was a distant hilltop showing blue-grey against the horizon almost 40 miles away. This landmark was Tinto Hill, a hill crowned by a huge cairn dating back to the Bronze-Age (c2000 BC to 600 BC). As I looked at the haze of the city with the blue bulk of Tinto lying behind it, I realised that the line from Duncolm to Tinto could also have been a suitable route for a prehistoric traveller. It leads through the fertile valley of the Clyde, the Strath Cluith of old - a prime piece of real estate in medieval times and still the same today. 



It almost seemed as if by thinking on these things I had brought the old routes back to life. Imagination, of course, but for interest’s sake I stopped to take a compass bearing which I traced out on my O.S. map after subtracting the magnetic variation. The results surprised me. The line from Duncolm to Tinto runs straight through the oldest part of Glasgow, and astride the line stands the church of ancient foundation that I had previously deleted from my list - Glasgow Cathedral.



It was then, for the first time, it occurred to me that the early settlements in the Glasgow area could have been laid out in accordance with some geometric plan completely unknown to modern man. It was a fascinating thought, one that was to recur again and again in the future, but it would take a lot more evidence than a few sightlines to support such a startling conclusion.



Between Duncolm and Glasgow there were two sites that interested me. The first I visited was at Castlehill, a wooded knoll near the fashionable suburb of Bearsden. Pottery sherds have been found here in the roots of fallen trees, but little remains above the ground to tell the story of the past. Crop marks, visible only from the air, tell the story to those who can decipher them; eighteen hundred years ago the 4th Cohort of Gauls guarded the Antonine Wall at this point. Deep in thought, I went on to the next site, Cairn Hill not far from Canniesburn Hospital.



I was unable to find information about any cairn that this hill could have been named after. At the time of my visit, Cairn Hill was a wasteland of thorny bushes that conspired to rip my casual attire. Through a labyrinth of sunken paths and nettles, I found my way to a wall that might possibly have been constructed with stones robbed from a cairn. It was all guesswork, but when I paused for a rest, and looked at the Kilpatrick Hills, the Campsies, and across the Clyde to the Renfrewshire Uplands, the all-round view, with Duncolm particularly prominent, made me think that this site could well have been settled in prehistoric times. It would have been high enough and dry enough; if early man liked a room with a view, he could have had one here.



Glasgow Cathedral stands on one of the oldest Christian sites in Scotland. As Dr. Joseph Robertson put it in his Scottish Abbeys and Cathedrals… ‘Here the cross was planted and here was the ground blessed for Christian burial by a Christian bishop, while Iona was yet an unknown island among the western waves, while the promontory of St Andrews was the haunt of the wild boar and the sea mew, and only the smoke of a few heathen wigwams ascended from the Rock of Edinburgh’. The bishop referred to was St. Ninian, who around 400 AD consecrated as a Christian burying place a small space of ground on the hill between the fort of Cathures (also Caer or Cathair) and the Moldendinar Burn. 



There has always been an aura of mystery about the selection of the exact site of the Cathedral. Back in my schooldays, when civic pride was still popular, everyone knew the story of how the mystic St. Mungo journeyed to the house of a holy man named Fergus, who died the night before he arrived. Next morning, Mungo placed Fergus’ body on a cart yoked to two wild bulls and commanded them to take it to ‘the place ordained by the Lord’. At the place where the bulls finally halted, Mungo built a small wooden chapel. He was buried there in AD 612 and a shrine erected to his memory. Through time a stone church was built on the same site, and after many alterations down through the ages, this church became Glasgow Cathedral.



The interior of the Cathedral is much grander than its soot-grimed exterior suggests. The shrine of St. Mungo (also known as St. Kentigern) can be seen in the crypt, and in the Blacader Aisle a carved and painted boss overhead shows Fergus wrapped in his winding sheet lying on a cart. ‘This is ye Ile of Car Fergus’ reads the inscription in Saxon letters. Beneath the flagstones at this point is the cemetary consecrated by St. Ninian.



Until 1789, the Bishop’s Castle stood close by the cathedral. This structure seems to have been built within an existing oval ditch and bank sometime during the 13th century. A small granite monument and plaque in the Royal Infirmary forecourt car park marks its former location.



The site of the first cross of Glasgow is also in this vicinity, at the intersection of High St, Drygate and Rotten Row (a name alleged to be a phonetic version of Rathad an Rath, ‘road of the ring fort’). Also of interest is the oldest house in Glasgow, Provand’s Lordship, which was erected nearby in 1471.



Almost overlooking the Cathedral is the Glasgow Necropolis (Greek for ‘city of the dead’). The Necropolis, which has been likened to a giant pincushion, is a hilltop cemetary bristling with obelisks, towers and memorials. Its use as a cemetary dates from 1833; before that it was known as Fir Park, and before that again it was part of the estate of Wester Craigs, bought in 1650 by the Merchants House.



At the top of the Necropolis, the stern, stone figure of John Knox in Geneva cap and gown gazes out over the city. As I walked round reading the inscription on the base, I noticed that the statue stood on a slight mound. I wondered then, if before Knox’s time, before even St. Mungo came with teaching, men of an earlier religion had congregated on the hill. The feeling of the past was very strong there.



The Duncolm to Tinto alignment crosses the Clyde at Carmyle, so a few weeks later, just to be a thorough researcher, I went down to the place for a look. I look compass bearings and paced out the distance as a rough guide to the point where the line crosses the river. About 300m west of The Auld Boathouse pub there was a gap in the foliage at just about the right spot. The banks of the Clyde are not normally accessible so near the city, but at that point I was able to walk in under the trees and down a gradual slope to the water’s edge. It looked like an excellent place for fording the river.



A mile and a half after the line crosses the Clyde, it passes about 100m north of a scarcely visible mound that marks the site of Drumsargad Castle. When I was there, nothing could be seen for barley, but the castle is known to have been on the site of an earlier fort, and a Bronze-Age food vessel and cinerary urn found there  were purchased by the National Museum of Antiquities in 1883.



The first site actually on the line is Cadzow Castle, an eerie old ruin in Chatelherault Country Park, two miles south of Hamilton. This area was settled centuries before the castle came into existance, because in St. Mungo’s day there was a King of Cadzow known as Rhydderch Hael.



Cadzow’s mouldering ruins stand in ivy-clad loneliness high above a loop in the Avon Water, surrounded by tall oak trees. Branches push their way through cracks in the crumbling masonry and strange scurrying noises are everywhere… the old castle talks in its sleep.



Gone are the halcyon days Walter Scott referred to in these lines:-



‘When princely Hamilton’s abode

Ennobled Cadzow’s Gothic towers

The song went round, the goblet flowed

And revel sped the laughing hours.’



The castle itself has no known prehistoric connections, but, the remains of an Iron Age fort (c600 BC to 400 AD) lie some 300m to the south still inside the Country Park.



While in the area, I visited a church in Larkhall that seemed to be on the same alignment. The site looked fairly modern so I didn’t stay long: soon I was off on the way to Craignethan.



Craignethan Castle is about 100m off the line, which wasn’t quite near enough for me, but as a Bronze-Age flanged axe was once found there, the site could be said to have prehistoric connections, so I decided to pay it a visit.



Craignethan is situated on a rocky promentory overlooking the steep wooded slopes that form the valley of the River Nethan half a mile from where it joins the Clyde. Tinto Hill is not visible from the ground but it can be seen from a mound near the entrance to the parking lot. Several antiquarians have suggested that this mound was once part of the original enclosed area.



It is a strange fact that apart from the main Tinto to Duncolm line, there appears to be another line half a degree off to the south. It leads from Tinto through the mound at Craignethan to a Bronze-Age monument known as Fairholm Cairn (NS 754516), and from there to the Iron Age fort at Cadzow, after which it crosses the Clyde at King’s Ford, 300m downstream from the ford I found at Carmyle. This baffled me at the time, but it made sense later on.



Tinto Hill was the last site on my line. The marker here is nothing if not conspicuous: one of Scotland’s largest cairns 45m in diameter and 6m high crowns the summit. The name Tinto signifies ‘hill of fire’, and old records state that its summit was once ‘a place wheron the Druids lighted up their fires in heathen worship’. A more authorative documentary source, the R.C.A.H.M.S. Inventory of the Prehistoric and Roman Monuments of Lanarkshire, mentions that Neolithic stone axes of the Cumbrian type have been found here.



On this hill, the meeting place of four parish boundaries, I thoughtfully ended my Clyde Valley pilgrimage. 



�Classification



‘Working on the track and following up a ley often leads to disappointments…’

(Watkins, 1925 p.189)



‘This is really a magic place we live in. See all these hills and mountains in the distance? They’ve all got wee paths leading to them, with mounds and big stones marking the way… the paths are invisible now, but you can still find them. We’re the only ones who know where they are.’



Wee son thought this was great. It was better than Goldilocks any day.



‘Now, I’m going to teach you the names of the hills’, I said, ‘so if you ever have wee boys and girls of your own, you’ll be able to tell them all about this.’



I lifted him up onto the flat top of the boulder in front of us, held his arms out to steady him, and turned him gradually to face the south-east.



‘See that hill away on its own in the distance? That one’s called Tinto. You got that, son? Tinto Hill.’



‘Tin Toe Hill,’ he repeated knowledgeably, his round face unusually solemn beneath the fringe of his home-made haircut.



A row of new houses obscured the view to the south, so I turned him further round and pointed at the first recognisable landmark, a hill of unusual shape, its outline etched sharply against the sky.



‘That’s Dunwan Hill; you can see that one from your bedroom window.’



I named as many as I knew and manoeuvred him round to face each one in turn.



‘The blue hills in the distance are the Cowal Hills, the green ones are the Kilpatrick Hills; that one like a basin upside down is Duncolm… come on and I’ll show you Ben Lomond.’



I lifted him off the stone and straightened up his coat. Then we walked across the cropped, clipped New Town grass to a place where we could see the Ben. It was April, and there was still a little snow on the summit.



‘That’s it there, son, the big one away at the back. We could have seen it from the top of the stone if it wasn’t for the new Health Centre.’



Wee Son was listening intently, his head cocked to one side. For a boy of six his concentration was remarkable. This is how it all began in the Stone Age, I thought… a man teaching his boy on the hillside.



‘Can you remember the name of any of the hills now?’ I said. ‘Any one at all.’



Proudly I watched, as eyes blackbird bright he scanned the horizon. How wise we looked, radiant with inner knowledge and secret smiles, a living repository of ancient wisdom.



At last he spoke.



‘Daddy, is that an ice cream van?’



From somewhere on the outer limits of human hearing, a few faint bars of music floated up the hill, bringing me back to reality. I handed over the money for two cones and Wee Son was off and running to the tune of the William Tell overture. Civilisation was here at last. Last year this was a bare hilltop - this year we’ve got ice cream vans. As we ran downhill, past rows of neat new houses, I made a mental note to bring a camera on our next visit. There was still time to get a picture of the big stone and its surroundings before too many houses blocked the view. It was the only stone of that size for miles; for all I knew, it might even be an ancient route marker. It was aligned to the southern edge of the hillforts at Walls Hill and Duncarnock to the west, and to the mound at Craignethan Castle to the east.



Whether by accident or design I could not say, but had the stone been a few inches smaller, or placed a few yards either way, a man of average height would have had difficulty seeing some of the landmarks. Given the circumstances, it was exactly the right size of stone in exactly the right place.



The following weekend I went out to Duncarnock and then on to Walls Hill. My hobby was fast becoming an obsession. In a sincere but crazy attempt to allocate numbers to ley-lines for reference purposes, I pursued my invisible alignments to the most surprising places. Then, when summer came, I tramped round archaeological sites all over the country, with guidebook, sleeping bag and wineskin, re-discovering an ancient world which to me was suddenly and vitally new.



Imagine my delight, then, when on one of my expeditions, far from anywhere, I found a lump of rock that looked to me like one of the stone tools I had seen in the glass cases at Kelvingrove Museum. The smooth, comfortable feel of the stone in my hand, its unusual colour and its battered cutting edge convinced me that at last I had something to show for my travels.



After miles of walking and several phone calls, I finally got in touch with an archaeologist who was prepared to take a look at it. I found her entombed in the study of a very old and very dusty building, walled-in by shelves of leather-bound books. Cautiously I entered her presence, carrying my heavy lump of rock wrapped up like the Koh-i-noor diamond.



'Hullo' I said, informal like.



'Hullo' she replied, with eyes all spectacles and suspicion.



'I think I've found a Stone Age hand axe'. I said, unwrapping the precious implement and handing it over.



She peered at the rock suspiciously, turned it over in her hand and ran her forefinger lightly over the nibbled edge.



'And where did you pick this up?' she inquired.



'In the hills not far from here. At a place marked "earthwork” on the map. It was on a sort of a ley-line; I've got the grid reference in my notebook.'



She looked puzzled. 'It was on a what?’



'It was on a ley-line. You know - the Alfred Watkins thing - the Old Straight Track and that.'



Her brows puckered and she shook her head from side to side. I fished in the side-pockets of my rucksack and produced a crumpled notebook. I turned it to the appropriate page and held it out to her, but she ignored it.



'I hope you're not digging up archaeological sites on your own', she said. 'You're supposed to inform us if you find anything.'



'Oh I wasn't digging,' I said. 'The stone was sticking out the ground. The roots of a tree had sort of pushed it out.'



'Hmmh.'



She held the stone in the middle and bounced it disdainfully on a copy of 'Discovery and Excavation in Scotland' that was lying on her desk. Then she handed it back to me.



'It's Quartz, with superficial iron oxide staining. The fissures on the surface are entirely natural and have been caused by the abrasive action of frost and weathering.'



'It's entirely natural?' I said. 'But it can't be - look, it fits my hand perfectly. It's chewed up in exactly the right place ... it's as if somebody's been hitting something with it.*



I tapped it on the cover of 'D & E Scotland" to illustrate my point. The woman's eyes narrowed dangerously behind her spectacles and once more she lifted the stone.



‘The working edge is in the wrong place. Stone Age man held tools this way . . .' She held the stone in the middle and rapped it on the book again.



It was my turn next.



'Do you mean to say that in the whole Stone Age, not one person ever held a stone the ordinary way - like this?' I said, lifting the stone palm downwards and rapping the book again. Little dents were appearing all over the cover.



'How can you be sure? I mean - supposing he was left-handed or something, and held it a different way from everyone else?'



The woman, looking decidedly irritated, lifted the stone again; this time with her left hand.



'Left-handed people would have held the stone exactly same way - but in their left hand.' She emphasised the last two words by thumping the book vigorously. She was wishing it was my head.



I could scarcely believe it - I had carried that big rock down from the hills for nothing.



‘But - what if the man had a finger bitten off by a wild animal or something?’ I said. ‘I mean, it happened a lot in those days. He could have had a bad hand.' I lifted the stone in my left hand, and curled a finger into my palm, twisting the stone so that the chipped end became the striking surface again. For a moment I thought she was about to produce a whistle and call for the attendants. When I ventured a smile her nose twitched slightly and she drew me a look straight from the Pleistocene Ice Age. It was her turn with the stone but she didn't lift it.



It was time to go . . . my first archaeology lesson was over.



A few months later I took the worthless rock to Kelvingrove Museum and was given exactly the same opinion. The following week I enrolled in a course of evening classes at the Department of Archaeology.



When I last attended school the prevailing image of the ancient Briton was that of a man dressed in animal skins, carrying a club and dragging a woman by the hair. Recently, however, this concept had changed completely. The new image was of a man of skill and imagination, hampered by his environment, but capable of precise mathematical calculations and the prediction of lunar eclipses.



The study of lunar and solar alignments had become increasingly popular in the past decade, but what about terrestrial alignments - how had Watkins' theory progressed? As far as Scotland was concerned, not at all. Ley-hunting was purely an English pastime, I was told. Like cricket, it had never quite caught on in Scotland. Its eccentric devotees were firmly classified as the lunatic fringe of archaeology, just one step removed from the Flat Earth Society.



Clearly then, my idea of a Duncolm to Tinto sightline having any connection with early settlement in Glasgow was highly speculative; but for all that, it still interested me. I was working in Glasgow at the time, and often in the period between finishing work and starting classes, I would sit in the Mitchell Library in North St., browsing through all kinds of old books pertaining to the origins of my native city. Perhaps, like most researchers, I only took note of information that supported my own theories, but from what I read it seemed to me that at least the area around the Necropolis was considered important in the pre-Christian era.



Hugh Mackintosh, in his Origin and History of Glasgow Streets (1902) wrote ‘. . . in ancient times, anterior to our ecclesiastical history, a Druidical place of worship stood on the site of the present Necropolis. . .'



John Ure, in History of Glasgow printed in 1786 says ‘… before paganism was eradicated furth of the kingdom there were here a sort of priests called Druids, held in those days in great estimation, they had their residence here in cells near the Blackfryer church adjacent to the college, there were in those days many stately groves of oaks . . .'



Blackfriars Church stood about half-a-mile from the Necropolis, on a site now occupied by the High Street Goods Station.



Another reference showed up in a poem called The Legend of St. Mungo written by Keelinvine (probably a pen name) in 1869.



Wi' that he stepped o'er the bum and gently clomb the hill;

Nae sign of heathen rites appear'd the morn was lown and still.

... Nae signal fires on Tintock blazed or Dechmonts sacred heights

Nae smoke arose frae Cathkin braes to vex St. Mungo's sight. . .



In this poem, St. Mungo enlists God's aid to suppress paganism and the alleged sacrificial rites of the Druids. He steps over the Molendinar Burn and goes on up the hill that later became the Necropolis. Then he looks for beacon fires on Tinto, Dechmont and Cathkin Braes. Where Keelinvine got his information from I do not know, but he seemed to have thought that these three places had Druidical connections. Curiously enough, I had visited each of those sites myself, in the course of tracing my alignments.



My next step was to search for the earliest written account of St. Mungo's journey to Glasgow. Perhaps in the record of this journey there would be a clue about the nature of early roads or tracks in the Glasgow area.



Many a tedious old volume I had to read through before I learned that when Bishop Jocelyn was rebuilding Glasgow Cathedral in the 12th century, he had commissioned a hagiographer from Furness Abbey to revise St. Mungo's biography. Two copies of this book survive, one in the British Museum, the other in Dublin. To my delight, however, I unearthed a translated and edited version in the Glasgow Room of the Mitchell Library. In this book, The Life of S. Kentigern, I finally found what I was looking for - the earliest known reference to a road or track in the Glasgow area. It appears in the following extract from chapter nine:



'And in truth, the bulls, in no way being restive, or in anything disobeying the voice of Kentigern, without any tripping or fall, came by a straight road. along where there was no path, as far as Cathures, which is now called Glasgu, along with Kentigern and many others accompanying; and then, with all gentleness, with the burden of the sacred earth laid on them, a beauteous sight, they halted near a certain cemetery, which had been long before consecrated by St. Ninian.'



Now, bear in mind that this extract is from the English translation of a book originally written in Latin 800 years ago. This Latin book, in turn, would have been hundreds of years old, so there was ample scope for errors in translation or changes in meaning to have occurred over the centuries. But, even allowing for that, one statement almost leaped out the page at me, 'the bulls ... came by a straight road, along where there was no path.'



I was ecstatic. . . . In a quiet corner of the reading room, I whispered the words over and over again to myself like a mantra, ‘they came by a straight road along where there was no path'.



But where was this straight road? It seemed to have led down through the Campsie Fells to the north of the city. The idea of a straight road through the Campsies was a bit unreal, but would the early chroniclers have added this detail to the story for no reason? I had already found a straight alignment through the Cathedral - was it possible there was another one in a different direction?



I pored over maps of all the old approach roads to Glasgow from the north and found nothing. With winter coming on, and the hills outside the city dusted with snow, the sensible thing to do was to leave the whole thing till springtime and research it then.



But it didn't quite work out like that ....



A few weeks later, I was travelling northwards into Glasgow on a Corporation bus, sitting on the top deck, front corner seat. It was a wet, windy day, and rain pattered on the metal roof as rivulets of water ran down the windows, obscuring the world beyond. When the bus reached Queen's Park, I wiped some moisture from the fogged-up side windows so I could see better.



The park was one of my favourite places a child. Many a summers day we 'chipped in' pennies for lemonade and Paris buns, and made the long trek from the tenements of Cardwell Street across the road to Eglinton Toll and up Victoria Road to the park. We would enter by the big wrought-iron gates, climb the slope, and stroll on through the woods to the open space at the crown of the hill where the big stones were. They were smooth and polished-looking, sympathetic to the touch. You could play hide and seek when it was warm, or 'coorie in', share out the SDI lemonade, and shelter from the rain if it was wet. Rain or shine, the big stones were always there. It was almost a ritual to pay them a regular visit.



By the time the bus stopped to pick up passengers I was lost in reverie. Several stops later, I came to, and wiped the front window to see where I was. Now, the last thing I had seen through the side window before closing my eyes was the dark mass of trees leading up to the stones at Camphill earthwork; but when I opened my eyes again, the first thing I saw through the cleared space on the front window was the verdigris-coloured roof of Glasgow Cathedral two miles away. There is no direct road to the Cathedral from Queen's Park, but on a very short stretch of road the Cathedral happens to be visible from the top of the bus.



Somehow the images of Camphill earthwork and the Cathedral came together in my mind, and at that moment I realised I could be on the southern approaches of 'the straight road along where there was no path.' I had searched for this route from the northern side of the city so often, that my mind was completely closed to the possibility of finding it from the south.



When I got home later that night, I took out my map and protractor and found myself another alignment. It ran in a north-easterly direction from Camphill earthwork to the old ford a stone’s throw from Carron Bridge, near Denny. It did not go through the Cathedral, but right through the highest point of the Necropolis where the John Knox statue stands.



This alignment crosses the Clyde in the vicinity of the tidal weir just upstream from the Albert Bridge. Before the Clyde was deepened, the average depth between low and high tide at this point was only 2 ft. 6 ins. so it would have been an excellent fording place. From here the line continues on through the west end of Glasgow Green and up into railway property built on the site of Blackfriars Kirk and Cemetery Yard (mentioned in Ure's book as the place where the Druids once lived). The line also runs very close to the course of the Molendinar Burn, where St. Mungo baptised his first converts.



The Molendinar, which took its name from the Mill of the Bishop's Manor, is now an underground sewer. In earlier times, it ran sweet and clear round the foot of the Necropolis.



Some historians claim that a Roman road went down a glen and across the Clyde in this area. The alleged Roman road and the Straight Road with No Path could have been one and the same thing. It is interesting to note in this context, that my alignment to the old ford crosses the Antonine Wall within hailing distance of the Roman fort at Auchendavy.



Though this alignment provides a fascinating insight into Glasgow's past, it could scarcely be considered important in an archaeological sense unless the dates of the sites were contemporary. Aware of this, I decided to make a special study of site dates along the line, starting with Camphill earthwork. The results were bewildering - unlike anywhere else in this world, Camphill earthwork appears to be growing younger over the years.



On many old maps of Glasgow, Camphill is marked as a 'Celtic camp'. Yet, for some reason, generations of school children were taught that it was a Roman fort. After the excavations of 1951/52, however, the earthwork was re-interpreted as a Medieval defensive structure, which was later classified as a 'ringwork'. The last reference I found stated that the stones inside the ringwork, long thought to have historical significance, were left there by workmen building a road in Victorian times. (Barr, 1973, p71).



Dating evidence for the other sites on the line was also unconvincing. Archaeologically speaking, the Straight Road with No Path could be an assembly of coincidences and nothing else. But if that was the case, why did it tie in so well with the other alignments I had found? It would be a mistake to presume that because these alignments did not fit current archaeological theories they did not exist. It would also be a mistake to presume that since they apparently do exist, they must fit one of the wide range of theories evolved by researchers who had found similar lines in England.



From what I had read in The Ley Hunter magazine and elsewhere, it seemed that most English researchers now believed their ley-lines followed invisible 'lines of force' across the country. As the only lines I had found were simple overland alignments of hilltops and man-made features detected without recourse to dowsing or astronomy, I felt I could hardly call them ley-lines.



Some of my alignments were in line of sight between intervisible points, others were connecting lines linking sites on different alignments - each line was joined, at an important point along its length, to another line. For this reason, I classified them, in the loosest possible sense, as prehistoric communication lines. But whether this was a definition or a supposition, I was by no means certain.



My first essential was to find out where these communication lines originated and where they terminated. To do this properly, it might be best to start at an undoubted mark point - but was there really such a thing? My mixed bag of castles, churches and cairns seemed to have been constructed for purely local purposes in no way connected with long-distance alignments. In fact, the only possible route marker I could think of was the big stone I had gone to with Wee Son at Greenhills, in East Kilbride. 1 wasn't too happy about that one, either. It was still something of an enigma - had it been levered into position by prehistoric surveyors, or was it a glacial erratic left high and dry after the Ice Age?



Maybe if I photographed the stone from every conceivable angle, measured it and took note of scratch marks, etc., there would still be time to get an independent opinion on it at the Department of Archaeology before my course of evening classes ended. If there was a possibility that the stone had been levered into position, I would carry on my research; but if it was merely a glacial erractic that had arrived in that position by chance there would be little point in continuing.



So it came to pass that one bright, cold December morn, Wee Son and I marched up to Greenhills to photograph the stone. The panorama of the surrounding hills seemed to rise to meet us as we reached the higher ground. We were superbly equipped for our venture; we had pencils, pens, graph paper, scale rulers, compass, maps, camera, two lenses and a relic from my National Service days - one Protractor R.A.9 in mils/metres Mk 1, for the use of. We had left nothing to chance.



But when we rounded the corner of the newly-built shopping centre, I realised there was one thing missing - there was no stone.



Frantically, I knocked on the nearest door.



'Excuse me, but was there ever a big stone out here at any time?'



'Oh, I don't know ... We're just new here.'



I went to other houses and asked again. Some people had no recollection of it ever having been there. But finally I got an answer.



'A stone? Oh aye, the big one that was out there. It got taken away months ago. The ground got all muddy round it. The kids kept climbing up and falling off. It was a right nuisance.'



We walked over to where the stone had been, a bare patch where already grass was beginning to grow. Soon there would be no sign of it ever having been there.



Wee Son stood on the bare patch, shaded his eyes and looked towards the distant horizon. Then slowly at first, but with gathering speed, he began to revolve like a lighthouse beacon. I waited till he lost his balance, then led him away. It had been a bad day for both of us. I had lost a route marker and Wee Son couldn't find an ice-cream van.



�Hypothesis



‘Begin to reason about it and you at once fall into error.’ 

Sermons of Huang-Po (d850)

 

If, as John Ure suggested, the Druids inhabited the drumlins round Cathures before the coming of St. Mungo, they must surely have found their way to the hilltop now occupied by Camphill ringwork in the Queen’s Park.



The ringwork is a roughly oval-shaped enclosure, bounded by single rampart measuring 90m across at its larger axis. It slopes towards the western side of Camphill, so a wide range of landmarks - from Dunwan Hill in the south to Dumgoyne in the north - are visible from within its confines.



About 100m E of the ringwork, another vantage point presents itself in the form of the flagpole mound, a flat-topped artificial structure surmounted by a concrete and gravel platform. This platform affords views of Dechmont, Cathkin Braes and the hills above Eaglesham. Glasgow lies spread out to the north and west, with the Cathedral and Necropolis both visible despite the surrounding buildings.



Inside the ringwork, there are a dozen or so large stones gathered at the crown of the hill, and several other stones spread throughout the enclosure. Nobody knows how they got there. Neolithic farmers could have collected them when they cleared the land for the first time; Bronze-Age astronomers could have levered them into some now-forgotten alignment; Iron-Age Druids could have used them in a nemeton, or sacred grave - the possibilities are numerous. The stones might equally well have been shifted to their present domain when the fields of Pathhead Farm were landscaped to form a public park in 1957.



As I walked round the ramparts early one spring evening, I realised it was pointless weighing up the pros and cons. If there was any truth in my supposition that the straight road with no path led to Camphill, there should be other alignments leading out of the enclosure - where were they?



In search of any possible clue, I walked the area looking at each hilltop in the distance and touching every stone in my path. But where the early wayfarers are now they leave no footprints… one day, just like them, I will be five thousand years dead. But not today. Today it is my turn in the grove…



Some 50m W of the main group of stones, I paused at an outlying boulder by the side of a lone birch tree. And I stood there thinking on the last traveller to take the Straight Road. I thought on the questions I would ask him if I could, and I listened with my inner ear for the answers he might give me. Then I sat on the boulder on the edge of the glade, watching the sun search for spaces in the surrounding trees and wondering if in all the time to come, anyone would ever look for the Straight Road with No Path again. And for a while, it seemed that like the sun, the stones, the trees and the shadows, I too became part of the landscape.



When I rose again, I turned 







�

Prediction



‘From one comes two, from two comes three

and from three the whole world.’



Lao-tzu (b.604 BC)



Like all the other alignments I found, each one converging on Camphill is joined, at an important point along its length, to another line. Some of these lines lead to Crookston, so I went out there again for a second look at the hill on which the castle stands.



On arrival, I walked round the area taking compass bearings to the distant hills in the hope that I could find some new PSAs. When I checked my map, however, I found that the vast majority of my imagined alignments had no sites between the initial points to back them up. I would not even have picked out Camphill had it not been for the flagpole acting as a landmark.



Duncolm, of course, was clearly visible, but the only new alignment I found was one leading to the highest point of Cathkin Braes (192m) six miles away. It runs through the sites of three castles, all of which stood close to a river. Crookston, of course, overlooks the Leven Water; a mile and a half ESE, the line continues on through the site of 13th century Nether Pollok castle (mentioned previously) which once stood on a bend of the White Cart Water. Two and a half miles upstream from Nether Pollok, Cathcart Castle once guarded the gorge where the White Cart enters Linn Park. Since the name ‘Cathcart’ is allegedly derived from the Celtic Caer Cart, ‘fort by the fertilising stream’, there is a suspicion that an earlier fortification also occupied this site, though no traces of it have ever been found.



Mapwork subsequently showed that Crookston Castle is sandwiched in direct alignment between Walls Hill and the Necropolis. But the Necropolis cannot be seen from Crookston, so where was this PSA first surveyed from? To answer the question I first went out to Walls Hill and made a few calculations, then next I turned my attentions to the great hilltop cemetery of the Necropolis - I went in and out that place so often at weekends, the gateman must have thought I was a vampire.



It soon became apparent that there was more to Glasgow’s secret geometry than I had ever imagined. Some PSAs appeared to converge on the Necropolis; others seemed to have been surveyed from the Necropolis to radiate outwards. The Duncolm/ Tinto and Seedhill Craigs/ Provan Hall lines passed through.



One PSA ran from Bronze-Age Harelaw Cairn through Lickprivick Tumulus in East Kilbride to the Necropolis via the site of Castlemilk House. The original tower of this building stood for nearly 600 years, until demolished in 1970. According to ‘Places and Characters of Old Glasgow’ (1976, p.53) traces of a Roman road were found on the estate and prehistoric remains unearthed, including a keel made from black oak ‘with no marks of iron about it’. The Necropolis can be seen from the sites when the light is right.



Some of my PSAs had only three sites on the line, but I included them in my maps if any of the three sites was an intersection on another alignment.



I had set out to find one sightline centre in Glasgow, but in fact I had found three. And the way my PSAs were heading, it looked as if there could be a fourth originating at Carmyle. This one was difficult to understand. Camphill, Crookston and the Necropolis are all on high ground - the fords at Carmyle are on low ground. The two fords are over 300m apart, so the sightline centre must have either have been on the banks of the Clyde between the fords, or some site now covered by the power station on the south side of the river near the weir.



A search through the record books in Edinburgh revealed nothing at that location, but I learned that a Bronze-Age burial ground was found in 1836 during construction of an iron works at NS 63856235, less than a mile from the fords, and precisely on my Duncolm/ Tinto line.



I was surprised to find that the site at Woodend Loch is connected to both the Necropolis network and the Carmyle Fords network. This puzzled me, because unlike any other site mentioned so far, Woodend Loch dates from the Mesolithic or Middle Stone Age era - the days of the hunters and food-gatherers (6000 BC to 3500 BC).



Since both the Necropolis and Carmyle East Ford are on the same line (Duncolm/ Tinto), it is reasonable to presume that the surveyors at Woodend Loch knew this line and attempted to link up with it. Does this mean that the Necropolis and Carmyle East Ford were also Mesolithic sites? Or does it mean the Woodend Loch site was inhabited long after the Mesolithic era had passed?



In an attempt to find an answer, I put on my ‘wellies’ and went out to the site, which is situated some 2 miles NW of Coatbridge, at NS708668. Nothing much could be seen on the reed-covered shores of the loch, but some 60m in from the water’s edge there were two half-buried boulders that interested me. They were the only stones of any size in the area. They stood about 13m apart, with the larger one at the SQ end. I took a compass bearing from the smaller stone to the larger, converted it to a grid bearing and plotted the line on my map with a protractor. The line was within two degrees of alignment with the Woodend/ De’il’s Plantin PSA.



In many ways, the Woodend/ De’il’s Plantin line was one of the most puzzling I had yet encountered. The main problem was that the De’il’s Plantin at c160m above sea level seemed too low to be an initial sighting point. I wondered - was there another sighting point higher up? If there was, it might be marked with a stone or something.



There was no record of any such stone on my maps, but to satisfy my curiosity, I wheeled out my Iron-Age bicycle out of the garage one warm summer day and took to the road. At the first turning after the De’il’s Plantin, I left the Humbie Road and pedalled painfully up the hill along the narrow, winding road that led to the higher ground of Bonnyton Moor.



I had marked a cross on my map where I expected the stone to be, and as I drew near the spot, I found myself standing up on the pedals, craning my neck to see into the next field. I was getting light-headed from all the exertion, and when I first saw the bump silhouetted against the skyline, it looked to me like a tree stump. But then - it began to look like a stone that looked like a tree stump.



It was about 50m nearer the roadside than I had expected, but in a much better viewpoint than the spot I had marked on the map.



Although I had predicted it would be there, I was still surprised to see it. I approached it warily, half-expecting an electric shock when I touched it. This time, however, I made no attempt to analyse the situation or relate the stone to its surroundings. I didn’t even stand on it. I just walked round it slowly, took a photograph, and then went back to my bicycle…. Like Tam o’Shanter on his auld grey mare (lest bogles catch me unaware) I sped downhill - puffin’ and pantin’ - turned to the right at the auld De’il’s Plantin, ower the burns and past the farms, and away for a pint to the Eglinton Arms.



I had just started on my second pint when an interesting thought came into my head - if the De’il’s Plantin was not high enough to have been an initial point on the line to Woodend Loch, it would surely not have been considered high enough to have been an initial point on the line to Duncolm either - where, then, was the initial point on that alignment?



If everything ran true to form, it should be somewhere in the hills above Eaglesham, perhaps at the junction of two PSAs. One of the PSAs would, of course, run from Duncolm through the De’il’s Plantin and beyond. My map was opened out on the bar-room table, so I shuffled a few beermats into service as a rough and ready straightedge. Supposing… just supposing the other line came from Carmyle East Ford. If it ran from Bar Hill and Provan Hall through the ford it would meet the other PSA at a place called Dumdruff Hill….



A cold wind whistled through the weathered stones of Myres Cairn, and pewter-coloured clouds lumbered across a sky that threatened rain. My neighbour, Duncan Stoddart, stood 50 paces away, and his younger brother Stewart 100 paces away, their bright blue anoraks billowing out behind them with the wind. The three of us shuffled into alignment with a compass bearing to the point where my imaginary PSAs crossed half-a-mile away. Finally, we got it right.



‘Scottish detachment, the lunatic fringe will advance… bring furrit’ the tartan.’



Our little procession started plodding up the deserted hillside, falling into holes, jumping over burns and sinking into the soft peat. But we stayed in alignment. Using a leap-frogging technique - where the ‘back marker’ ran to the front and lined up with the other two men before being replaced by a new back marker - we managed a fair approximation of a straight line. It was tedious, but it worked.



Soon, however, I realised that there was no need to do our field test the hard way - amazingly enough, the route was already marked out for us. As long as we kept Myres Cairn in alignment with the centre of Dunwan Hill fort two miles away, we were travelling in the right direction.



We kept looking back, lining up the cairn and hillfort behind it like a rifle sight, slowly drawing nearer the point where my PSAs converged.



At an estimated mark, Duncan and I began the countdown: three paces for every two metres… the wind was really strong…. ‘Ten, eight, six, four, two, zero.’



We stopped in an embarrassed silence some 50m from the summit of the hill. There was no stone, no ruined cairn, nothing to mark the meeting place of my PSAs.



We could hardly see for the wind blowing in our eyes.



‘Hey - Duncan - Harry, come over here.’



Young Stewart stood staring intently at the ground, 30m away.



We ran forward and through our blurred vision saw first a line of reeds, then a moment later the almost imperceptible outline of a sub-rectangular turf-built enclosure - so low in the ground that in parts it had sunk out of sight. 



Well, I’m told I did a lap of honour up there.



‘You ran all round it waving your scarf and shouting. We couldn’t hear you for the wind,’ Duncan and Stewart said later.



The truth is, I got carried away with the whole thing; I thought we had discovered some kind of prehistoric farming enclosure.



My two PSAs (from Duncolm and Bar Hill) joined our newly-discovered line that ran from Dunwan Hill fort through a Bronze-Age cairn to the spot I had marked on the map. To me, this seemed more than coincidental.



But the more I walked round the enclosure the more baffled I became. Roughly 20m long in each direction, the rampart reached a height of about 0.4m at its highest point on the NE corner. Tinto Hill, Ailsa Craig, Dumgoyne and Loudon Hill were all visible from different parts of the enclosure.



Could it be a post-Medieval structure built on a prehistoric site? Without excavation there was no real way of knowing.



As we walked back down the hill, Duncan had the last word on the subject. ‘I don’t know what it is either, but I’ll tell you this much, Harry - it’s a lot better than that Stone-Age hand-axe you had for the left-handed man with one finger missing.’



The following weekend I took a rest from archaeology and papered my bedroom wall - just one wall, 3.80m long by 2.15m high. Down came the pastel shade paper and up went 15 beautiful sheets of Ordnance Survey 1:50,000 scale maps, carefully pasted top to bottom, end to end, with faint blue vertical easting lines plumbline straight. From Dundee Law up in the top right-hand corner, to Lamlash down at the left, a whole playground of rivers, footpaths, ancient forts, mounds and Roman roads spread before me. To me, if no-one else, my wall looked beautiful.



Half-awake and propped up by three pillows on lazy Sunday mornings, I would gaze fondly across the room at my giant map, planning expeditions. Once I even imagined that an attempt had been made to link Ben Lomond, the Rock of Stirling and Dumdruff Hill in one giant triangle. The Duncolm/ Ben Lomond PSA is almost a continuation of the Dumdruff/ Duncolm PSA, and the Bar Hill/ Stirling PSA is almost a continuation of the Dumdruff/ Bar Hill PSA. This made my imagined configuration more of a pentagon than a triangle, but nevertheless the idea appealed to me.



So I went out to Stirling and followed the line (in parts) from there to Ben Lomond.



Before I went, I picked out two points along the line that I thought might possibly have been settled in prehistoric times. At the first, I drew a blank; at the second I had better luck.. Visibility was poor by that time; I couldn’t use Ben Lomond as a route marker so I had to rely on mapwork to take me to the field in question. At the nearest farmhouse I spoke to John Turnbull who worked there, and asked him if there was a ford at the bottom of a certain field I pointed out to him. He said that their was, and that it was supposed to be part of an old drove road. When I asked him if anyone had ever found prehistoric remains in the vicinity, his answer stopped me in my tracks.



‘Aye,’ he said, ‘Ah’ve fun’ them ma’sel’ in that very field when ah was oot ploo’in’ eftur the rain. Stane arrows an’ the heid o’ an aix - like a tomahawk, ken.’



Did this prove the existance of my Ben Lomond/ Stirling/ Dumdruff configuration? At the time I imagined it did, but I have since grown away from that idea. Inevitably, PSAs can be selected that fit with other imaginary triangles. But it cannot honestly be presumed that settlers along the Forth had any knowledge of Dumdruff Hill.



For a while I wondered if the ridge near the trig point at Cathkin Braes was yet another sightline centre, but the PSAs I found there seemed to be aimed at sightline centres rather than at skyline markers. This made me think that the Braes PSAs were for some reason an addition to a network already in existence.



When I looked towards Camphill from the Braes, I noticed that the highest point of King’s Park is also in alignment. I went down there for a look, and found a site which was eventually listed in D & E Scotland, 1977.



After further research I traced this PSA right out to a Bronze-Age burial site on the banks of the River Leven (see P.S.A.S. 1943/4 pp 128-9).



The most important site on this line is the Roman Fort at Old Kilpatrick. Once the teminal at the western end of the Antonine Wall, the site is now buried under the houses of Gavinburn Gardens, near the Forth and Clyde Canal. There is nothing to see there, but I liked the site, the view down the Clyde, and in fact, the whole area. Was it possible that a prehistoric site lay underneath?



‘Nonsense’, said a Romanist scholar I asked about this.



‘The Romans chose sites to suit their defensive technique, they did not adapt their technique to suit available sites.’



I was agreeably surprised to find out later on, that Bronze-Age cists (stone coffins) had been discovered at the site in 1923 and 1924. (See TGAS viii, 1933 pp55-61).



During my weekend jaunts, I found stretches of the rivers Clyde and Cart that had as many sites along their length as my PSAs. If I wanted the complete picture, not just ‘the straight line picture’, I could not discount the possibility that these stretches of river had also served as communication lines in prehistoric times. In fact, some of the most difficult sections to survey overland seemed to be linked in some way to the main rivers.



For instance, Bothwell Castle, Bothwell Bridge and Hamilton Motte are on the same PSA leading to the Necropolis, but they are also on the same stretch of river as the fords at Carmyle. A polished stone axe was once found in the bed of the Clyde beneath the walls of Bothwell Castle, and Bothwell Bridge spans an ancient ford, so both these sites could well have prehistoric connections.



The motte at Hamilton is thought to have been part of the ancient settlement of Netherton, but for all anyone knows, the motte could have been built over a prehistoric cairn. It is situated about 200m north of Hamilton Mausoleum.



One scorching Fair Monday holiday, I spent an interesting day cycling round the area, trying to figure things out as I went along.



When the drawing of ‘the cross by the Clyde’ was done, Netherton Cross stood 60m north of the motte. It isn’t there any more; but an old man told me it had been moved to a churchyard, so off I went, cycling round the churchyards - one hand on the handlebars, the other holding an ice-cream.



Eventually I found the cross in the grounds of Hamilton Parish Church, off Cadzow Street. Over 2m high, of beautifully weathered golden sandstone, it is thought to be about 900 years old. As Theodore C.F. Brotchie stated in his Borderlands of Glasgow (1923)… ‘the tumuli and the cross witnessed the birth of medieval Hamilton; they saw its demise…. As objectives of an afternoon ramble, I can cordially recommend them to the attention of the wayfarer.’



Back in my schooldays I was an avid reader of Brotchie’s books (which were old even then). Because of this, I knew my way round dozens of historical sites in the Glasgow area, and I was never short of ideas about where to go next. It is amazing how many of the sites that Brotchie sketched turned out to be on PSAs. It is almost uncanny - as if he sensed there was some connection between those places, but couldn’t quite figure out what is was.



Before Brotchies’s day, Hugh MacDonald had gone over much the same ground, but his books were not illustrated, and Brotchie’s were. I read both as a schoolboy, but it was really the magic old Brotchie drawings that worked their spell and started me rambling.



My mental picture of the Clyde Valley landscape had changed considerably since I started archaeo-orienteering. The whole of the Glasgow area had become a giant game of snakes and ladders in which I was the only player. Rivers served as snakes, and PSAs served as ladders; it all made perfect sense. Once I got to know the hills and rivers I understood how people like the Australian aborigines could memorise routes through vast stretches of land associated with the Dreamtime wanderings of their ancestors…. When the shape of hills and landscape features became familiar to me from different angles, I too, could go walkabout.



In field tests at Camphill, Crookston, the Necropolis and Cathkin Braes, I could indicate the precise direction of dozens of sites that I could not actually see. Surprisingly, some of the skyline markers I used for this purpose - from Camphill for instance, could also be used to indicate different sites from Crookston and the Necropolis.



This marvellous network lay far beyond my own powers of invention. I began to wonder if it had been designed for settlers, rather than travellers. It seemed to have come into being at a time when improved farming methods led to an increase in population, so one of its functions could have been to space settlements out and avoid too many people living off the land in any one area.





�Test



‘That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake,

Some usefu’ plan or beuk could make,

Or sing a sang at least.’



Robert Burns



Site by site, line by line, I pieced together a cat’s cradle of alignments that could be interpreted as either total delusion on my part, or the abandoned plan of an ancient Trans-Clyde communications network.



The most amazing thing about this network is not so much the number of sites in any one line, it is the way the lines cross and recross the same points of the landscape. Radiating from only four main centres, they pass straight as a die through the oldest man-made structures in Glasgow, Paisley, East Kilbride, Hamilton, Renfrew, Kilsyth, Inchinnan, Govan, Rutherglen, Castlemilk and Easterhouse. The odds against this happening by chance are astronomical.



To me, this suggests that the present day idea of Glasgow as a medieval creation is only partly true: the real origins of the city lie back in prehistoric times, thousands of years earlier.



The four city networks interlock perfectly, forming a larger system which I call the Glasgow Network of Aligned Sites. The source of this system seems to be a triangle with three of the four sightline centres on a single line at the base. I call this feature the Glasgow Triangle.



By walking the hills, looking at the sites from different views and angles, I found a possible sequence for the development of the triangle. First, a PSA surveyed from Duncolm to Tinto as a communication line up the Clyde Valley. On the way it would pass through the Necropolis (1) and Carmyle (2). Next, a shorter Camphill (3) Necropolis (1) line, possibly extended later because it was a suitable direction indicator to the tidal waters of the River Forth. (These two PSAs cross at the Necropolis, which ties in with the rather vague references in old books about travellers in earliest Glasgow walking along the west bank of the Molendinar Burn to join a road which ran along the ridge where the Cathedral now stands.) Third, a PSA surveyed from Crookston (4) to Duncolm. This would not have been part of the triangle, but it would have established Crookston as a sightline centre. The line could later have been extended in the opposite direction to the De’il’s Plantin and Dumdruff. (The next day or 500 years later, who knows?) For most of its length, this alignment runs within a mile or two of the River Cart. A Walls Hill/ Crookston/ Necropolis PSA and another from Crookston to Carmyle complete the triangle.



By the time I got round the 60 or more sites on my PSAs, I was in the final year of the Glasgow University Three Year Field Archaeology Certificate course, and was well aware that to most archaeologists, the idea of a network of prehistoric alignments in and around the city was somewhat unreal. So, seeking enlightenment, I gave out copies of my maps to ten archaeologists, professional and amateur alike, on the off-chance that someone could come up with a better explanation for my alignments than I had myself.



Immediately I was reminded by ten archaeologists that there is nothing remarkable about alignments. As well as alignments of ancient sites in Glasgow, there are also alignments of modern sites. Churches, schools, petrol stations, etc. can be found three and four in a row all over the city.



This is true, but when random alignments of this nature are compared as a group to the Glasgow Network of Aligned Sites, one significant difference emerges. Random alignments of modern structures cross similar random alignments at random points along the line - PSAs are far more selective. For example, some of the PSAs in my survey, around 15kms long, have five sites along their length. If these five sites - say a mound, a church, a castle, a cairn and a standing stone - were laid end to end they might add up to 300m of utilised space on the line. It could be said that approximately 2% of the PSA consists of space occupied by prehistoric sites, and 98% consists of unoccupied space.



By the laws of probability, any PSA crossing another should therefore have about one chance of passing through the occupied space, to 49 chances of passing through the unoccupied space.



Nevertheless, every PSA in the Glasgow Network has another PSA joining it or crossing it somewhere in this estimated 2% of occupied space. No amount of ‘observer bias’ on my part could bring about this result artificially - this is clear statistical evidence that a man-made network of alignments exists in Glasgow.



‘Why then, have the sites on the network not presented a more consistent dating pattern?’ my colleagues enquired.



The main reason, I believe, is that the bulk of my research was done in what is considered to be an archaeologically sterile area. Far from the astronomical alignments of Argyllshire and the Hebrides, further still from Watkins’ Hereford, the city of Glasgow - with its original landscape almost obliterated by 800 years of housing and industrial development - is scarcely the best testing ground for an archaeological theory.



Another reason is that it is in the nature of communication lines of any type or period to have an inconsistent dating pattern. Years after railway lines have been laid, new stations are opened and old ones closed down. Bus routes change continually, airline terminals go in and out of fashion, telephone networks are extended - the multi-phase multi-period communication line is the norm.



One example of this is in the growth of Glasgow streets. As a boy, I often used to walk from Eglinton Toll to the shops in Renfield Street, a distance of one and a quarter miles. Though it looked like one long road to me it was actually five different streets: Eglinton St., Bridge St., Jamaica St., Union St. and Renfield St. Each of these streets had been constructed at a different time: the sequence was Jamaica St., Bridge St., Union St., Eglinton St. then Renfield St. My sketch map shows these streets with numbers below them representing the order in which they were built. If PSAs and the sites that occupy them evolved in a similar way over a longer period, it is small wonder they present an inconsistent dating pattern.



Eric Talbot, a likeable Welshman who taught and specialised in ringworks, mottes, and early medieval castles in Scotland, thought I had been too selective in the choice of sites for my maps. Why, for instance, were the ringworks at Camphill and Crookston represented, while other ringworks were conveniently left out?



I explained that the only other ringwork I knew was the one near the pond in Pollok Country Park, and as it was nearly 200m from the nearest PSA I naturally did not include it in my maps.



‘But it’s not fair if you include the ringworks that suit your purpose and leave out the ones that don’t suit your purpose,’ Eric replied. ‘It gives a false picture.’



He then went on to tell me about two other ringworks I was unaware of: one a semi-circular part-obliterated bank of earth, also in Pollok Country Park (see D & E 1973), the other, described in the Paisley Burgh Survey of 1980 as ‘a postulated Norman ringwork of earth and timber’ was on private land. So in the interests of equal rights for ringworks, I looked up the map references and went out to visit both sites.



The one at NS 555624, 320m S of the ringwork near the pond in the Park, was in poor condition. The other had been landscaped into a rockery at a house in the Castlehead district of Paisley.



Sad to say, Eric was back teaching in Wales by the time I visited the sites. I would have liked to have told him personally that both ringworks are in perfect alignment with Camphill and Crookston, on the baseline of the Glasgow Triangle.



Elated as I was with this discovery, I realised that it brought new problems of interpretation with it. Did it mean that ringworks were being sited on Glasgow alignments up till the 12th century? Or did it mean that ringworks or the sites they were built on were much older than archaeologists suspected?



And what about the ringwork near the pond in Pollok Country Park - the one that wasn’t on my line? A rare stroke of good fortune gave me some information on this one. In the course of collecting facts for an essay I signed out four books in the Mitchell Library. For some unaccountable reason the girl brought me five. The fifth one was called Mary Queen of Scots at Langside, written by one Ludovic MacLellan Mann in 1918.



On page 100 of this book, on the subject of early dwellings, Mr. Mann had this to say ‘… An underground galleried and alcoved house  was brought to light at Crossmyloof. It was situated precisely on a line leading from the prehistoric, circular, defensive earthwork in Queen’s Park to a similar, though smaller, earthwork in Pollok Wood.’



The underground house was apparently discovered when the properties near the corner of Minard Road. and Waverley St. were erected (see Places and Characters of Old Glasgow, p72). A line drawn from Camphill to the ringwork by the pond goes straight through that very corner. The strange thing about this alignment is that MacLellan Mann recorded it in 1918 - seven years before Watkins wrote The Old Straight Track….



Ludovic MacLellan Mann - I knew the name. There was a photograph of him at the Cochno stone in R.W.B. Morris’ book The Prehistoric Rock Art of Southern Scotland. I wondered if he too had been an alignment researcher.



Back to the libraries I went, and looked up anything Mann had ever written. In one book, Earliest Glasgow, a Temple of the Moon, I found an interesting section titled ‘Ancient Land Surveys’ on p10. It read as follows:

‘The Neolithic philosopher and astronomer laid out the Glasgow area on a plan similar to a clock-face and like a gigantic spider’s web, but rigorously geometrical. Its radii, usually set on a nineteenth divisional system (sub-divided at times into 38ths and 76ths) dictated the positions, and ran through loci of prehistoric importance.



These lines were counted anti-clockwise beginning at the south-going radius which corresponds with the position of the clock-hand which indicates six o’clock on a modern timepiece.



The 31st radius (on a dial of 38 radii) proceeds from the Cathedral to St. Enoch’s Square and passes in direct line through the centres of several sacred areas, usually made rectangular, and set cardinally and equidistantly. This radial line is one of many, but may here be specially noted as it recalls the story of St. Enoch, a Glasgow notability….’

‘Her sanctuary with its curative well was situated in the present day St. Enoch Square, which has always been communal property. Through it ran the little stream called the Glasgow Burn, and the spot was chosen because it lay at a vital locus within the spider’s web.



At this place, and drawn up into the little burn, was found a dug-out canoe overwhelmed with flood silt. The boat contained among other relics a Neolithic or Bronze Age polished green-stone axe-blade. It lies within the period 6000 BC to 1000 BC.’



This was heady stuff. I knew about the canoe and stone axe: they had been found when the subway station at St. Enoch Square was built, but the Cathedral/ St. Enoch Square alignment was new to me. It interested me because at one time I had thought the Cathedral was a sightline centre. That was before I discovered that the lines going through it were actually bound for the hilltop cemetery of the Necropolis. It didn’t seem likely that an alignment would stop at St. Enoch Square, however. Was it possible MacLellan Mann’s line was longer than he thought it was?



On Bartholemew’s 1:20,000 scale City of Glasgow Streetplan, a map so accurate that the Ordnance Survey grid is incorporated, I held a piece of threat straight, so that it ran from Crookston Castle to the northern side of the Necropolis. The line went through St. Enoch Square just north of the subway station and narrowly missed Glasgow Cathedral on the way to the Necropolis.



It was so close a miss that any sites on MacLellan Mann’s line from the Cathedral to St. Enoch Square would be incorporated my own line - the much longer Necropolis/ Crookston/ Walls Hill PSA - the NW side of the Glasgow Triangle.



Of the 38 radii and the ‘sacred areas, usually made rectangular, and set cardinally and equidistantly,’ I knew nothing, and MacLellan Mann, long dead, could not help me, so it remains a mystery. It’s a strange, strange place this city of ours… Glasgow, a Temple of the Moon - Teotihuacan, eat your heart out!



‘These lines were counted anti-clockwise’ wrote MacLellan Mann. This, too, intrigued me. What had made him say that? I thought back to the day at the beginning of my research when I walked round Rutherglen churchyard in circles, always in the same widdershins or anti-clockwise direction. All the time I had a strange feeling that this was the  way.



I began to wonder if some of the contemporaries of MacLellan Mann were still alive, and could help me somehow - men who were old now but who had known MacLellan Mann in their younger days.



The most likely candidate was surely the man whose book contained a picture of MacLellan Mann at the Cochno Stone - that grand old man of Scottish rock carvings, Ronald W.B. Morris. I managed to track him down at a cheese and wine party given in the Department of Adult and Continuing Education after the ‘Art on the Rocks’ conference held in honour of Mr. Morris’ 80th birthday (1983).



The only problem was how to get near enough to the guest of honour to speak to him about MacLellan Mann. Fortunately, in this I had an accomplice - an archaeology course classmate, Ian Marshall. Small, dapper Ian was one of the leading lights of the class of ’84. A great talker, he was soon engaging the visiting dignitaries in conversation, creating a space beside Mr. Morris who sat on the edge of the group. Wearing a tie for the first time that year, I moved sideways, back to the wall and quickly sat down beside the grey-suited, grey-haired octogenarian and introduced myself.



Mr. Morris never knew Ludovic MacLellan Mann personally and he had never heard of Mann’s ‘Temple of the Moon’ theory; but he was able to tell me a bit about the late Glasgow councillor’s working methods.



‘He infuriated everyone because he would never explain how he arrived at his conclusions, he’d just come out with a statement… like the time when he said he could decipher cup and ring marks. From studying the carvings he said there had been a solar eclipse at a certain hour, on a certain day, in a certain year (3 p.m., March 27th, 2983 BC - see Cleugh Stone, p92 Prehistoric Rock Art of Southern Scotland, R.W.B. Morris.) … Well, everyone knows you can’t do that. There was one thing though - he was a great man for finding things - new sites, rock carvings, stone axes - he found more stuff than all the other archaeologists of that time put together. He seemed to know exactly where to go, he had an instinct for going to exactly the right place.’



Well, here my file on MacLellan Mann was closed. But it was nice to know that with the whole of Scotland to pick on, the only two alignments he ever wrote about in detail radiated out from Camphill and the Cathedral … a man after my own heart.



Although there are plenty of burial cairns in the Glasgow area, there are no known Bronze-age settlements or field systems, and curious about the nature of such things, I had to travel out to the Hebrides to see them. I didn’t learn much from this exercise, but in a roundabout way it led to an opportunity to try something that had been on my mind for some time - a psychic ‘reading’ of one of the Glasgow sites.



It came about this way … at a late hour in the bar of a Hebridean ferry bound for one of the islands, an assortment of holiday-makers, vagabonds, and one amateur archaeologist were telling travellers tales when the subject turned to ghost stories and the paranormal. Stories of shipwrecks, drookit’ ghosts turning up at bereaved relatives’ doors and grey dogs howling at the moment of their owner’s death were legion. When it came to my turn, I told, not a ghost story, but a strange event that took place during my childhood.



It happened at the time when my first set of teeth were being pushed out by the second set, and my mother took me to the dentist to get several teeth extracted at one sitting. The deal was that if I went peacefully I’d get a little joiners’ set and a saw with real teeth (to replace my own). If I didn’t go peacefully I’d get a good ‘skelp’.



I went peacefully, and saw the whole operation. I was up on the ceiling looking down at it. With my first whiff of anaesthetic I floated right up to the frieze and cornices of the old Georgian room, where to my amazement, I was able to turn over and watch the dentist and his assistant working on my inert form. 



Looking down, I could see my feet sticking out from under the white sheet - wee bare legs with Sunday-best shoes on.



One moment I was up on the ceiling looking down, the next I was back in the dentist’s chair. I kept changing position rapidly from one position to the other till eventually I stayed down in the chair.



My mother remembered me running into the waiting room, oblivious of blood, pain, and the carefully packaged joiner’s set lying on the seat beside her.

‘Mammy, mammy, there’s two me’s’ I kept telling her over and over and over again. But she never really believed me.



Well, my mother didn’t believe me, but Marsha made up for it. Marsha was one of the passengers on the Hebridean ferry - an American girl who had majored in psychology at UCLA and was a keen researcher of all things psychic. She was enchanted with my little tale, ‘a classic tale of astral-tripping’ she called it.



Marsha had participated in dozens of psychic experiments and had a fair claim to having psychic powers of her own by virtue of the high scores she rated in controlled experiments with test cards.



We talked the night away, and it was agreed that when she came back to Glasgow, we would attempt a psychic ‘reading’ of the site at Camphill.



A week later, we met at Queen’s Park gates. Marsha, suitably attired for a psychic reading, looked magnificent. A russet-coloured Arizona poncho, a loosely-knit scarf and a river of blond-tipped hair flowed in the wind as she walked towards me; around her neck dangled a pendant inscribed with runic characters.



We walked and talked our way up the ringwork through fields of knee-high rye-grass. Then, arms stretched out, palms facing downwards, she walked round the ramparts of the ringwork with a look of intense concentration on her face… she was doing her thing.



‘There’s a lot of energy here,’ she said. ‘Really, a lot of power. The vibes are absolutely rolling off this hill.’



She stopped walking and closed her eyes for a while.



‘There’s really three circles here, not just one,’ she said, hopping off the rampart and walking towards the stones in the middle of the ringwork.



‘I feel three circles overlapping - there’s a bit in the center that’s common to all three.’



I couldn’t quite visualise this, so she took out a pen and drew me a diagram. She sat on the ‘den’ to do it. ‘Something like that,’ she said. ‘The people who used these circles lived a long time apart.’



‘How long?’ I enquired.



‘Oh, a long time.’



‘Hundreds or thousands of years?’ I asked.



‘I don’t know,’ said Marsha, ‘but a long, long time.’



We walked round to the flagpole area and looked out at the view.



Glasgow and its surrounding hills lay spread out before us. Did Marsha feel ‘aware’ of some of the hills and less aware of others? To ask her this would be a form of suggestion which could cast a shadow of bias over the test. Better, I thought, for her to tell me than for me to ask. But she never mentioned it, and with the soft breezes, blowing and the sun going down all thoughts of further testing went out of my head.



Still I couldn’t say the reading was a failure. In a way, Marsha could yet be proved right. Since her visit, shards of Roman Samian ware have been recovered from the eroding bank at Camphill (D & E 1985, p45). This pottery originated in Gael and was traded throughout much of central Scotland in the Iron Age, so it now looks as if the site was in use centuries before the Medieval ring-work was built there. 



The ultimate test of the network took place one Sunday when a friend of mine, James Cairney, acquired the use of an Omni-Detector Kit: a neat little package consisting of two angle rods, a forked spring rod, and two pendulums. Nothing in my research had ever suggested to me that there was any connection between the art of dowsing and the Glasgow Network of Aligned Sites, but I wanted to stay open to other ideas and felt it was time to give dowsing a try.



Our venue for the test was the Moot Hill, Eaglesham, a site chosen less for archaeological reasons for its proximity to an old hostelry called the Swan Inn.



After reading the instruction booklet over a sizeable aperitif we emerged into the daylight and crossed the road to the Moot Hill - Jim with an angle rod in each hand, puffing away on an old calabash like an off-duty Sherlock Holmes in desert boots and denims. Trying hard not to look like Dr. Watson, I gripped the forked spring rod palms uppermost and vowed to follow wherever it led. It took me straight down to Mid Road, where, to my eternal discredit, I abandoned the whole enterprise at the first sign of a passer-by and pretended the dowsing rod was a dog leash.



Jim seemed to be having better luck at the Moot Hill - judging by the way his angle rods were swivelling, he had The Case of the Prehistoric Force Fields already solved. But when I drew nearer he shook his head. ‘It’s only the wind’, he said, ‘it’s blowing the rods all over the place’.



The results of the Moot Hill test were, to say the least, inconclusive, but later that day I went out to Rough Hill Motte and the De’il’s Plantin for other, more serious tests (with wristwatch off and eyes closed). I did my best, and several times experienced what I imagined was the ‘dowsing response,’ but never at any time did I feel a pull towards any particular skyline feature or to any PSA.



When I got home in the evening, I wrote some more notes and took them upstairs to put in beside the rest of the bundle. Then I sat by the window in the bedroom of the giant map with a cup of coffee in my hand, looking out over the nearby spruce trees and away across the fields and meadows to Dunwan.



Sitka spruce grows quickly out our way, and soon I will not see Dunwan for the treetops. It will be sadly missed, because when I look at the old hillfort I can somehow see all the other sites of the network in my mind’s eye - the mounds, the cairns, the kirkyards and the castles, each one linked to the one before and the one after - a whole Burrell Collection of antiquities caught in a timeless web.



How could I possibly explain it all?



My notes were a shambles, curling up at the corners in a cardboard shoebox bursting at the seams. Scraps of paper of all shapes and sizes were in there - potted essays on the back of library slips, unfinished drawings of cairns in the rain, flashes of insight scribbled on the margins of The War Cry on Friday nights…. I heaped everything onto my desk and found a paperweight to hold it down - a wee, fat laughing Buddha I had picked up in Kowloon a long time ago.



I counted the beads round the Buddha’s neck, then finished off my coffee and gazed out the window at Dunwan. But I found no peace there - I could feel the spruce trees growing. 



My silent apprenticeship was over. I picked up a pen and started to write …. The Chinese say that a journey of a thousand miles starts with a single step.



