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Catching frains was a favourire pastime of Britain's Queen Victoria and ir was the only way to fravel as
far as Scottish wrirer Robert Louis Stevenson was concerned. So what berrer way could there be o tour
Scotland, a country with some of the oldest and mosr spectacular railway lines in the world?

Wrirren by Robin McKelvie

here are few countries on the planet with as diverse
and spectacular a railway network as Scotland.
Crammed into this compact country is a real
smorgashord of rail scenery: everything from rugged
mountains and ice blue lochs (lakes), through to
world-famous railway bridges and vast viaducts. The Scottish
railway scene has undergone something of a transformation in
recent vears as privatisation has brought a revamp to services with
anew rail line, a second luxury operator and rumours of further
route openings.
Seotland's rail netwark is very densely packed into the flat
central urban belt that links the two main cities of Edinburgh and

Glasgow. Travel north, though, and it is a different story as only a
few ribbons of steel debve deep into the mountainous hinterand
of the Highlands, one of Europe’s last great wildernesses, The
national operator is First Seotrail, who have run the network
efficiently and profitably compared to most other parts of Britain's
often troubled rail network since privatisation.

First Scotrail trains boast few luxuries and some of the Highland
trains don't even have a First Class section. They are, though,
perfectly comfortable with large windows to help you make the
most of the scenery. Food onboard consists of a trolley serviee, but
you can also bring along your own food and drink.

I set out on a Seotrail train from Edinburgh's Waverley station
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with a ticket to take me all the way from the eapital around the
Highlands and back again. Armed with a slew of books an the
history of the lines and a camera, T settled back to take in the
seenery that has starred so famously in big Hollywood blockbusters
such as Braveheart and Rob Roy.

The first journey eased out from the Seottish capital in search of
higher ground on the appropriately named Highland Line, Soon a
highlight appeared in the form of the Forth Rail Bridge. This epic
structure swallowed up millions of rivets as well as the lives of over
100 men during the seven years it took to join the Forth estuary’s
southern and northern banks, Today this rich red iron hulk forms
the bridgehead for the foray north towards Inverness,

We were now in the ‘Kingdom of Fife' and spent the next half
hour curling around the coast, snatehing views out across the
sandy beaches back across the water to Edinburgh where the castle
blinked back in the distance. As we edged north past the pretty
provincial town of Perth the landscape panned out into sweeping
glens and tumbling burns (streams), a trailer, if you like, for the
main attraction - the Highland scenery to come over the next
couple of days,

Journey’s end approached with more water views as we eased
along the banks of the Moray Firth and into Inverness. the self-
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OUT INTO SWEEPING GLENS AND TUMBLING BURNS (STREAMS), A TRAILER, IF YOU LIKE, FOR THE

‘ AS WE EDGED NORTH PAST THE PRETTY PROVINCIAL TOWN OF PERTH THE LANDSCAPE PANNED
MAIN ATTRACTION - THE HIGHLAND SCENERY TO COME OVER THE NEXT COUPLE OF DAYS.”

styled *Highland Capital’ and one of Eu rope’s newest and fastest
growing ecities. T read up on the nexst few journeys taking in some
traditional music in an old pub in the centre an the banks of the
River Ness, the waterway that starts just upstream at the legendary
Loch Ness, home of the mythical monster.

ay two and it was time for a stroll along the banks of the
Driver before boarding the Skye Railway. The train seemed
tiny as it burrowed deep into the Highlands, dwarfed
in this world of heather moorland and towering mountains. We
battled across Scotland’s rugged backbone before descending down
the other side, dropping through 21 rock cuttings and 29 bridges
on the spectacular descent into the terminus at Eyle of Lochalsh.
We had passed from one side of the ecuntry to the other and from
the North Sea to the expanse of the Atlantic Ocean. This was
literally the end of the line, the very end of the British rail network.
The Isle of Skye reared up in a swirl of mist ahead, touching
distance away across the water. I had a picnic on the abandoned
platform enjoving the views out across the water with the train
sitting contentedly beside me.
Despite the Skye Road Bridge it is still possible to follow in the
footsteps of historic Scottish figures like Bonnie Prince Charlie






