Things that happen 



LBS 11 Dec 17

When you think about the things that happen to you

Things that happen to you every day

When the devil is trying to unglue you   
you don’t know how to you send him on his way
 
When you think about the things that happen to you

That happen to you every single day

When you don’t feel like singing Hallelujah

But you get right up and sing it any way

You get right up and sing it 
don’t be afraid to bring it

If you want to you can wing it 
just sing it anyway

When you think about the things that happen to you

Things that happen to you every day

When you don’t feel like singing Hallelujah

But you get right up and sing it any way


Rom 8:6
to be carnally minded is death but to be spiritually minded is life and peace
The Mirror




21 Nov 17
You’ve got to look in the mirror
got to trust what you see

Cos that’s how you really do look now
and for all eternity

just look in that mirror
When you need the proof
cos it‘s only God’s Mirror
can tell you the truth

Something happened



28 Nov 17

You know something happened, don’t you 
you know it like the back of your hand

you know something happened, don’t you 
now all you want to do is understand

You know something happened, don’t you 
something deep down inside

you know something happened, don’t you 
something came alive, something died.



What I’ve got 




04 Dec 17
I’m looking to discover what I’ve got 

To find out who I am and who I’m not 

If God says I’m a saint, who am I to say I aint

I’m just looking to discover what I’ve got 

I’m looking to acknowledge what I’ve got 

Saying who I am and who I’m not 

If God says I’m a saint, who am I to say I aint

I’m just looking to acknowledge what I’ve got 


Killers, saboteurs and a glass of fine whisky: Author Giles Milton heads for the Scottish Highlands on the trail of the heroes who joined the 'Ministry of Ungentlemanly Warfare'
Giles Milton travelled to historic Arisaig House in the Scottish Highlands. It had once been the setting of some of the greatest secrets of World War II. Today, it's a country house hotel where guests can relax with a fine dram
There's almost no trace left of what once took place at Arisaig House. No hint of the extraordinary events that occurred here. It’s as if the stories of the past have been airbrushed from history. 
There is a good reason for this. Arisaig, now a comfortable country house hotel, was once the setting for some of the greatest secrets of the Second World War. 
Here, on the remote shores of Loch Nan Uamh in the Western Highlands, Winston Churchill created a clandestine and controversial guerrilla army. It was so pivotal to the Allied war effort that the entire area was sealed off and made a forbidden zone.
In this stunning Victorian manor – where guests nowadays enjoy the bracing sea air and dine on locally caught lobster – an army of saboteurs and assassins were once trained to undertake missions of vital importance. Their task was to smuggle themselves into Nazi-occupied Europe and cripple Hitler’s war machine.
Seven decades after the last of the saboteurs set off on their missions, I’m following their trail up to the Highlands, catching the night train from London to Fort William. Taking the Caledonian Sleeper with its nicely appointed cabins, is a great deal more luxurious than the unheated carriages used during the war years.
I wake at dawn, open the blind and am greeted by a sight so spectacular that I immediately reach for my camera. We are crossing the austere expanse of Rannoch Moor, whose surrounding mountains are topped with an unusually late powdering of snow.
A change of trains at Fort William sees me travelling on the branch line to Mallaig, a ride of jaw-dropping beauty. 
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Hidden past: Right, Arisaig House and left, members of the French Resistance being trained by the SOE


Churchill’s guerrillas and saboteurs got their first taste of what was to come while taking this train. It was invariably ambushed by men already undergoing training at Arisaig: it was good practice for the operations they would be undertaking.
Arisaig House (not to be confused with nearby Arisaig Hotel) gives the impression of having been specially designed to keep its secrets from the world.
Set in sprawling private grounds and reached via a twisting gravel drive, it is shielded from prying eyes by gigantic rhododendrons and rambling magnolias planted more than a century ago. 
Arisaig House (not to be confused with nearby Arisaig Hotel) gives the impression of having been specially designed to keep its secrets from the world

You turn a final corner and there is the house itself, its grey granite walls buttressed against the stiff sea breeze.
The house is currently owned and run by two sisters – Emma Weir (the proprietor) and Sarah Winnington-Ingram (the manager). They have turned the place into a laid-back country-house hotel in which guests are greeted like friends of the family. 
In the hours after dinner, everyone sits around the fire and chats over glasses of fine malt whisky.
It was very different 70 years ago. Arisaig House was then under the control of the Special Operations Executive (SOE) and had been made the fiefdom of two extraordinary gentlemen whose role was to train Churchill’s guerrillas.
Eric ‘Bill’ Sykes and William ‘Shanghai-Buster’ Fairbairn were the world’s leading experts in silent killing. 
They had previously led the anti-gangster squad in Shanghai, where their uncompromisingly violent methods virtually destroyed the city’s underworld. 

In 1941, they were poached by the SOE and sent to Scotland to teach recruits their dirty tricks.

The excellent little Land, Sea and Islands Visitor Centre in Arisaig village has a permanent exhibition that describes some of the audacious missions planned from here. Churchill referred to his guerrilla unit as his Ministry of Ungentlemanly Warfare.

Back at the hotel, Sarah points to a squat, brick building in the field below the house. ‘That,’ she says, ‘was the solitary confinement cell, in which men were locked up for days on end before being put through mock interrogations.’

Many of the men trained here were British, but many, too, were foreign allies, including members of the French Resistance, and Jozef Gabcik and Jan Kubis, who in 1942 assassinated Reinhard Heydrich, Hitler’s ‘Butcher of Prague’.

Arisaig was just one of a number of country houses in Scotland used to train Britain’s secret guerrilla army – the countryside was an ideal place to do it. 

The surrounding mountains are as challenging as they are dramatic, while the nearby islands of Skye and Eigg are equally impressive.

The west coast of Scotland is a wild and blustery version of paradise. There are empty, silver-sand beaches, emerald-green headlands and tumbledown crofters’ cottages that are exposed to the elements.
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The Jacobite train crossing the Glenfinnan viaduct on the route to Mallaig - a ride of jaw-dropping beauty

Although the SOE requisitioned a number of country houses across the British Isles, Arisaig House is the only one that is easily accessible – and certainly the only one in which you can spend the night.
As I settle into a leather armchair for a final whisky before bed, I toast the brave men who trained here for their missions.
What they learned inside these walls was to prove instrumental in defeating Hitler’s war machine. But as the wind-swept memorial in Arisaig village makes clear, many of them would never come back.
Giles Milton’s book The Ministry Of Ungentlemanly Warfare is published by John Murray at £20.
Read more: http://www.dailymail.co.uk/travel/article-3996546/Killers-saboteurs-glass-fine-whisky-Author-Giles-Milton-heads-Scottish-Highlands-trail-heroes-joined-Ministry-Ungentlemanly-Warfare.html#ixzz50IfP6Riy 


Giles Milton 

I came here in spirit long before I ever came here in person. I got involved with the history of this place when I had no idea it existed even. You see I was led to write a song using some words and imagery from a poem that somebody else had written. The poem sounded like a love poem but it was actually a ‘code’ poem, a secret way of communicating between occupied Europe and Britain during the Second World War. It was written by Leo Marks, a cryptographer at Bletchley, for a young girl named Violette Szabo, who died in February 1945 aged just 23. 
My song is called ‘Gibraltar Farm’ and just about one year after writing it I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). 3000 agents were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: He immediately quoted me the entire poem. - He knew it off by heart, and he told me that in training, they all learned about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  
So, ‘Gibraltar Farm’ is a song to honour the resistance heroes of World War 2, and in particular, Violette Szabo, whose code name was ‘Louise’.
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27 NOV 17 MON   Week 3
Stag patrol first thing. This morning there are two outside the gate. One is pulling on an over hanging branch with his one antler. For a while it looks like he is stuck on it, but then we see he is deliberately hooking up to it, maybe cleaning his antler. Meanwhile Two-Ant is close by munching away. 

Well the Week 3 news is that Simon says he is cutting out – leaving the highlands to live back in the Midlands. But it’s not all gloom. We do now have salt and pepper shakers. 

Last night Julie Walters upstages my Arisaig House story on her coastal railways programme on Channel 4. She does it real good too. 
And yesterday I discover somebody else has made a song video of Violette called Gibraltar Barn. Labelled as ‘Track 10 from our 2nd Album 'Presence & Gain' - Gibraltar Barn. Lyrics - Howe. Music - Howe & Ibbotson. Guitars, Vocals - Keith Howe. I discover Keith is a guitarist from Redruth with a group called Blacktop Deluxe. 

Links

Arisaig House=https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=no2Fj7VEPRw

Gibraltar Farm2= https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iABRSeFqBfM
The truth is I came here in spirit long before ever coming here in person. I got involved with its history before I had any idea it existed even. A year ago, in 2016, I was led to write a song (called ‘Gibraltar Farm’ about a resistance heroine, a girl named Violette Szabo. In it I used some lyrical imagery from the ‘code’ poem, written for her to communicate back to Britain. 
The poem is called ‘The Life that I have’ and the amazing thing is that in August this year I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). Over 3000 agents, men and women, were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: He immediately quoted me the entire poem. - He knew it off by heart - During training, they had been taught about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  

Blog

Greetings from shiver-me-timbers land. Here we are in the North West highlands of Scotland where stags and deer rule the roads at night. They are so well camouflaged and the speed limit is really how quick can you go and not have a stag surprise you. Often we wake up to find them munching away in our yard. 
We are staying in a cottage on the grounds of Arisaig House, which was the headquarters of SOE during the war. It’s a modern bungalow, very nicely done but of course up here there's no gas on tap so there's no central heating. We have storage radiators and a log fire (like most do) and when folks come visiting they bring pressies like kindling wood and old newspapers! Nothing burnable gets thrown away - it's all useful for starting the fire! 


John Weller     07710 940917,   01397 700007

The Arisaig House story. 
How the song came about is a bit of a story… It all started way back when I became aware of a once-top secret airfield in Bedfordshire called Tempsford. I read that on one side of this airfield there was a little shack where agents used to be finally kitted out before flying to occupied Europe.
I was intrigued by the place, so much so I once flew over it in an aeroplane: I looked down and saw that the shack was still there and the little track leading to it from the railway line. As I dug deeper, I discovered that a famous girl agent named Violette Szabo had a poem written for her which sounded for all the world like a love poem but actually it was a ‘code’ poem, a secret means of communication that had been specially composed for her by Leo Marks, a cryptographer at Bletchley. 
Some time went by and then in early 2016, a visiting preacher named Alan Rootsey came to our church and would you believe it – he lived near Tempsford! He told me that the shack was called Gibraltar Farm and that it had now it had become a memorial - something of a shrine to the memory of the wartime heroes who passed through it. 
Well – ‘Gibraltar Farm’ - what a great title for a song! So I wrote it focusing on Violette Szabo, and incorporating in it some lyrical mementoes from Leo Marks’ poem. 
A short time later in the summer of 2016, I was rehearsing with my group when my percussionist Jack happened to see a picture of Violette Szabo sitting at the top of the lyrics for Gibraltar Farm. He recognised her straight away because he’d recently been to a lecture by Ray Mears on survival. The lecture had used Violette Szabo as an example of someone surviving under extreme circumstance because although she was tortured she never gave up any secrets. In fact she died as a prisoner of the Germans, in February 1945 at Ravensbruck Concemtyration Camp, aged just 23. 

Well Jack insisted that we do the song with the group and so it was that in September 2016, Morganisation performed ‘Gibraltar Farm’ for the first time at a Theatre in Bromsgrove. In the audience that night was a man named Simon Nicholls who had come down to see us from Fort William with a view to us doing some shows in Scotland. And in 2017 that is what happened.  



I was just checking back at what brought us here. This place has an amazing connection with my song ‘Gibraltar Farm’ and I tried to recall just how that song came about: 
My group Morganisation first performed the song at the Artrix Theatre in September 2016. In the audience was Simon Nicholls, the man who brought us up to Fort William for a show. Looking back further, I remember it was a couple of months earlier, that a visiting pastor from Cambridge came to our church and I asked him if he had heard of wartime aerodrome of Tempsford. I was interested in it – I had flown over it and knew that it had a little shed from where agents would be spirited aloft to occupied Europe. It so happened that this pastor lived right next to the place, and told me the name of the shed was ‘Gibraltar Farm’. I thought what a great name and the rest, as they say, is history. 
Here’s the Arisaig House ,mix of ‘Gibraltar Farm’ 

I was reading about a place in Bedfordshire. It wasn’t a flashy place, it was a barn. A barn?...Even worse, a disused barn. But when I read about what went on there while I was still squawking in my cot, I was taken up out of my own head, out of my own body, and back into a time when priorities were oh so very different. 
I read about a train stopping in the dead of the night, just for a minute. Long enough for one person to quietly slip away unseen, and pick their way along a pathway from the railway line to a sentry box and from there to the barn beyond. It had once been part of a property known as Gibraltar Farm. The land, the sheds, the houses had all been requisitioned by the war office and bulldozed into an aerodrome called Tempsford. Now the barn was all that remained of Gibraltar Farm. And in that barn, lonely figures who had traipsed up that path from the railway line, were kitted out with the things they were going to need to do the dangerous job of working under cover in occupied Europe. Every thing that connected with their true identity was stripped from them and they took on the paraphernalia of a new life and a new person, ID card and clothing and trinkets.

Gibraltar Farm

I once went out of my way to have a look at it. What an extraordinary place. It looked like nothing, just a barn in a field five mile miles north of Sandy in Bedfordshire, but back then... The line from Kings Cross passes a stones' throw to the west. And on certain nights, the overnight to Edinburgh would stop on a signal just for a minute:
"Get off on the right hand side and close the door quietly. The guard and the engine driver will be looking out to the left. Cross over the southbound railway track and take the path opposite. Identify yourself to the sentry and then walk for about a quarter of a mile to a large barn"

Grimm Doo
My percussionist Jack is sitting in my studio Grimm Doo as I tell him that I’ve written this song inspired by Violette Szabo GC who was one of many who made their way to Tempsford Aerodrome in total secrecy to be kitted out at Gibraltar Farm before flying out to the snake pit of occupied Europe. 


So I show him the video of the demo that I put together and a look of recognition comes over his face. He’s seen that identity card before. He’s heard the story of this woman’s endurance against the odds in a talk by the survivalist Ray Mears, at the Birmingham Town Hall and he says “can we do the song in our set Dave?”

The first time we perform it is at a theatre oin Bromsgrove (September 2016) and in the audience is a man who has come down from Fort William to ask us to play in Scotland. One thing leads to another… 


Post script
Today, 23/10/17 we are moving to live on the estate of Arisaig House in the Highlands, the very place where Violette was trained as an SOE agent. 

Oct 28 2017
It was a Wednesday in late August and we were in Scotland, meandering along the harbour footpath in the small village of Arisaig. I stopped at a stone plinth - a memorial in the shape of a parachute - and read the inscription: It had been blessed by no less than the Pope (the Pope?) - to ‘Czech agents who trained here in Arisaig in 1941-43’(?)  Beg pardon, agents who trained HERE ??.  I had read somewhere about the operation to assassinate Heydrich, the brutal Nazi overlord of wartime Czechoslovakia, and wondered if it had anything to do with that. At a corner of the harbour there was a tourist shop and lurking in there were some books about local history. I thumbed through a book and quickly found out that the memorial was indeed for the agents who killed Heydrich. I was gobsmacked that they should have been here in Arisaig, in this remote outpost of the empire. But then, reading on, I discovered to my utter amazement, that the famous Violette Szabo had also trained in this area (In 2016, the song ‘Gibraltar Farm’ on my album ‘Bubbles’ was written about her. Click here to read the back story).

Delving a little deeper revealed that the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive) had actually been Arisaig House. Arisaig House? What a coincidence! That house – actually a stately home now turned into a hotel - just so happened to be across the road from where we were staying! I had never heard of any of this before, and yet there I was staying a stones throw from where all this drama took place!

The books went on to explain:-

The area around Arisaig was critical to the paramilitary training of some 3,000 agents, and with only one access road, was easy to seal off as a Special Protected Area, and keep secure from unwanted attention. Although it had the advantage of remoteness and distance to keep prying eyes away, it was also convenient for legitimate visitors to reach, as it was served by a railway line. Security was rigorously maintained, with even locals being required to have passes for movement into and out of the protected area.

A few days later I visited Arisaig House: Walking into the big stone foyer, right there on the wall, framed in pride of place, was Violette Szabo’s poem – the one written by cryptographer Leo Marks and sounding for all the world like a love poem when really it was a secret communication tool for her to use. I looked at it for ages, while Violette strode past, uniformed and stern, in the corner of my mind’s eye.

I was excited by the amazing history of the place and the peculiar divine convergence that had placed me right in the middle of it. I felt led straight away to write the song ‘The Eyes of Lochaber’. It was penned on a Saturday and on the Sunday it was aired on Carol Kelso’s early morning radio show in Fort William - the fastest turn-round ever!

(Here's the piper learning the melody). 

The song speaks about the people of Lochaber, with their heritage of clan loyalties and tight lips that had long served to defend them against all comers. It was effective in keeping the Germans from ever getting wind of what was going on here during the war, as it was two centuries earlier, when a man with a price of £30,000 on his head (Bonnie Prince Charlie), was successfully hidden during the Jacobite rebellion, which incidentally began on 19 August, my birthday!  (In 1745, £30,000 could have made a canny Scot a billionaire by present day standards. Even so, no such canny Scot came forth.)

Fast forward to mid October and we are moving to Arisaig! That is the plan but the accommodation arrangements are not finalised. In fact they are in a holding pattern. We have lost contact with the lady who was renting us a chalet.

On a phone call I learn that the manager of Arisaig House, upon hearing about our situation said: ‘What a shame, they could have stayed at the holiday cottage here!’ Pardon me, did you say Arisaig House?

My ears prick up immediately. A few phone calls later and we had arranged to stay at Achnahanat (which means ‘the field of the mother church’).

more to follow…

TEN - Sixty 

Sixty
Age is a thing that sneaks up on you while your feeling vibrant and robust. It jumps out of the shadows like a scary monster in a film – ‘Aaaaargh!’ it says, and you jump back in shock. 
One day you discover that something you took for granted is not available in such voluminous quantity any more, or worse maybe, it is not available at all - and never will be again! It is that shock of grabbing a door handle to have it come off in your hand, it is hearing the news that your bank has just gone out of business. It is bereavement, a terminal illness. In practical terms it is finding yourself relating every small detail of an incident from twenty years ago but not being able to remember the point you began making by recounting it. 

Age! What a strange thing. It draws you up to a lofty perspective, an altogether superior view, while at the same time it is sucking you down toward the inevitable conclusion of the matter. 

Woody Allen said: ‘I don’t want to achieve immortality through my work, I want to achieve it by not dying!’ 
Well who doesn’t? It is peculiar thing grafted into the spirit of man that he should live forever. An absurd thought. Yet there it is, standing like a ridiculous folly. Universal and bizarre. 

Dostoevsky once wrote about a mock execution he endured while a political prisoner: He heard the death sentence passed in the public square. 'We shall all be with Christ' he whispered instinctively to a friend beside him. 'A bit of dust' his atheist friend laconically replied. 

When it comes to living forever, you either believe you will or you don’t. Or to put it another way, you either have faith or you don’t. Dostoevsky and his companion both extrapolated their future beyond the firing squad with a lashing integrity, speaking as they believed, and believing as life had proved to them. For it is a fact that you can find as ample proof for faith, as you can for faithlessness. 

Which only goes to say that nobody has ‘faith’ unless something from outside has moved upon the deep of the soul to set fire to the dust he is surely composed of. For nothing from inside has the power to truly save. If you reach inside you will only find a black lifeless dust, a craving to exist without the wherewithal. It has to be something outside of you that imparts faith. Faith is a supernatural belief and it does not arrive by conjuring it up in imagination. It arrives with power, and that is its own proof.

Faith is an abiding hope in a light that is not yours. That light might at times seem no more than a small glimmer, but it becomes all the easier to see as the darkness grows darker. 

Its obverse, a lack of faith, in all its many expressions, has become the illumination of our modern times: A proposition that if we can all get together, we can collectively out-shine, out-flank and eclipse any other light by the sheer combined intensity of our own. Which of course, we can do for a while. But each individual light must eventually go out and leave its owner in darkness. No matter how bright it burns, how well it has illuminated a way for others. 

Dostoevsky had put his faith squarely in that one light. The one that keeps on shining after the others have gone out. 

But I started talking about age. And that is because I was sixty recently. 
SIXTY! - That’s three score without the ten. 
People start to mention the possibility of a bus pass, of getting two hundred quid from the government for a ‘winter heating’ allowance, all manner of new portends become the fodder of hilarity and scoffing. I don’t mind, it is funny. 
Funny to think I made it this far.


Originally intrended for Patterns

29 NOV 17 
Hi Miti

It’s been a long time. Apologies. Life has been hectic. Well would you believe we are now living in the western highlands of Scotland, near a place called Arisaig. 

How we got to be here is a long story, beginning with a bible prophecy based on Genesis 12 – ‘When Abram was 75 he left his home etc…‘  I was 75 in August and here we are! 

We moved up here in October but then had to go back for 10 days (Mandy had some work in Manchester, plus we picked up the dog!). It’s a 9 hour drive up here so it’s just possible to do it in the short winter daylight provided you start early. We have begun ministering to folk from the huge house that we live in (4 bedrooms, 3 toilets!!) Poppy loves it up here by the way. I wasn’t sure if she would. It’s so different. 


The truth is I came here in spirit long before ever coming here in person. I got involved with its history before I had any idea it existed even. A year ago I was led to write a song (called ‘Gibraltar Farm’) about a resistance heroine, a girl named Volette Szabo. In it I used some lyrical imagery from the ‘code’ poem, written for her to communicate back to Britain. 
The poem is called ‘The Life that I have’ and the amazing thing is that this year I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). Over 3000 agents, men and women, were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: (You might know him – Ian Macfarlane). He immediately quoted me the entire poem - He knew it off by heart - During training, they had been taught about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  

You can read some more of this story at:- 

http://www.davescottmorgan.com/2017/11/27/the-eyes-of-lochaber/

Anyway, up here it’s dark and cold and often very wet! First thing in the morning it’s stag patrol. On Monday morning there were two outside the gate. One was pulling on an over hanging branch with his one antler. For a while it looked like he was stuck on it, but then we see he was deliberately hooking up to it, maybe cleaning his antler. Meanwhile Two-Ant was close by munching away. 

Sunday night, Julie Walters upstaged my Arisaig House story on her coastal railways programme on Channel 4. She did it real good too. 


More Links

Arisaig House=https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=no2Fj7VEPRw

Gibraltar Farm2= https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iABRSeFqBfM
Well Miti, I am wondering how you are doing on that lovely island of yours. And Paula and Luxy? Drop me a line and fill me in. 



Hi Miti

Many thanks for your email.

I’m glad you plucked up courage to tell me that. I did know some of it already because I translated some of your Facebook comments. 

So where to begin? Why not in the middle and work outwards: (!!)
Churchill was British through and through, like I am. Yes he approved of a united Europe. He also approved of the Anglo-Soviet pact of 1941 - as a necessary evil. He saw that an alliance of democratic Europeans speaking in one voice was at the time, a necessary device to deal with the aggressive monolithic communist block next door. 

Yes Churchill was British. He didn’t put it this way, but he believed Britain to be an exceptional nation. And I do too. It is an exceptional in its rich democratic history, in the fact that so often it has found itself at the right time and place to move forward in the development of ideas and institutions, and lastly, and most important, because people from these islands evangelised the world beginning with taking the newly published English language Bible to America in 1619. 

Moreover, God saw fit that this nation should be the one to stand alone through the darkest of times, and thereafter become a beacon and springboard to bring liberty to the enslaved peoples of Europe. God saw fit to honour Britain in that time of great evil.

Yes this nations exceptionalism has a firm historical base greatly helped by the hand of God and recent events has caused me to understand this in a deeper way than I did before. 

I can also see that all the predictions of economic downturn have amazingly, been hollow. Churchill remarked that far from being cowed, the realisation that they are alone, brings out the best of this island peoples ingenuity. It is the God given wit and ingenuity of Britain that causes it to be Great Britain and that was long being swamped, diluted and overwhelmed by the secular appetite of the European machine. 

So I recounted in my letter how I went into a polling booth and an unseen hand caused me to vote differently to what my logic said. (An ‘unseen hand’ is a phrase coined by someone I know who walked around Bucharest trying to get a visa for England??) In my article I posed the question I wonder how many more were similarly moved. It’s just a question. 

Yes, up until then I believed in the vision for Europe, until God showed me I was wrong. (Not wrong in an ethical sense, just not plugged in to what he is doing!) Then he showed me that again about America. I got hold of the Republican ‘platform’ (the manifesto) – and the Democratic one too – and I was absolutely amazed by the difference. One put humanism at its helm and paid lip service to God. The other put Godliness at the helm and paid lip service to human logic. (Those are of course my observations)

I leave you to figure which, but after reading these, and then seeing the outcome, I know that God moved in America like he did in Britain. But why? - that is another question and I have no answer. 

But as I look around I see how very crucial things are in this year of 2017, One century since Allenby stood on the plinth at Jaffa Gate and announced the end of the Ottoman Empire (11 Dec 1917), and 50 years since Israel recaptured Jerusalem (6 Jun 1967, took East Jerusalem from Jordan). A Jubilee Year indeed! And now a new axis is rising in the Middle East - As Saudi, Hamas and the Gulf States moderate their stance toward Israel, - Iran, helped militarily by North Korea, and economically by the removal of sanctions, is more belligerent and more pro-active. Meanwhile Russia is in bed with Syria, in an unholy alliance that surely must heap judgements upon them for the crimes they commit against their own people. In short, new realities are emerging. The forces of evil have re-aligned. 

Somebody once said ‘From unknown things will tomorrow be built’ and that is so true. I don’t know how this is going to play out but I do believe that God is preparing his people, separating nations for reasons I do not know of. Only history will tell. 

I only know of his goodness to me. 

John Weller     07710 940917,   01397 700007

John Weller     07710 940917,   01397 700007

The Arisaig House story. 
How the song came about is a bit of a story… It all started way back when I became aware of a once-top secret airfield in Bedfordshire called Tempsford. I read that on one side of this airfield there was a little shack where agents used to be finally kitted out before flying to occupied Europe.
I was intrigued by the place, so much so I once flew over it in an aeroplane: I looked down and saw that the shack was still there and the little track leading to it from the railway line. As I dug deeper, I discovered that a famous girl agent named Violette Szabo had a poem written for her which sounded for all the world like a love poem but actually it was a ‘code’ poem, a secret means of communication that had been specially composed for her by Leo Marks, a cryptographer at Bletchley. 
Some time went by and then in early 2016, a visiting preacher named Alan Rootsey came to our church and would you believe it – he lived near Tempsford! He told me that the shack was called Gibraltar Farm and that it had now it had become a memorial - something of a shrine to the memory of the wartime heroes who passed through it. 
Well – ‘Gibraltar Farm’ - what a great title for a song! So I wrote it focusing on Violette Szabo, and incorporating in it some lyrical mementoes from Leo Marks’ poem. 
A short time later in the summer of 2016, I was rehearsing with my group when my percussionist Jack happened to see a picture of Violette Szabo sitting at the top of the lyrics for Gibraltar Farm. He recognised her straight away because he’d recently been to a lecture by Ray Mears on survival. The lecture had used Violette Szabo as an example of someone surviving under extreme circumstance because although she was tortured she never gave up any secrets. In fact she died as a prisoner of the Germans, in February 1945 at Ravensbruck Concemtyration Camp, aged just 23. 

Well Jack insisted that we do the song with the group and so it was that in September 2016, Morganisation performed ‘Gibraltar Farm’ for the first time at a Theatre in Bromsgrove. In the audience that night was a man named Simon Nicholls who had come down to see us from Fort William with a view to us doing some shows in Scotland. And in 2017 that is what happened.  


I was just checking back at what brought us here. This place has an amazing connection with my song ‘Gibraltar Farm’ and I tried to recall just how that song came about: 
My group Morganisation first performed the song at the Artrix Theatre in September 2016. In the audience was Simon Nicholls, the man who brought us up to Fort William for a show. Looking back further, I remember it was a couple of months earlier, that a visiting pastor from Cambridge came to our church and I asked him if he had heard of wartime aerodrome of Tempsford. I was interested in it – I had flown over it and knew that it had a little shed from where agents would be spirited aloft to occupied Europe. It so happened that this pastor lived right next to the place, and told me the name of the shed was ‘Gibraltar Farm’. I thought what a great name and the rest, as they say, is history. 
Here’s the Arisaig House ,mix of ‘Gibraltar Farm’ 
Survivors of the 125,000 who served in Bomber Command during the war (55,573 died in action) remembered those who never made it back from missions to the Ruhr valley, Berlin, Hamburg and other targets.

They thought too of those who had been on the end of their deadly weapons. Just a few years after Rusty Waughman piloted a Lancaster bomber equipped with the "Airborne Cigar" to jam German air defence communications over Berlin, he flew Dakotas in the airlift taking supplies to the city then blockaded by the Soviet Union. "I have still got very good German friends," said Waughman, 89, from Kenilworth, Warwickshire. "There was no animosity at all."

On a later more peaceful visit to the German capital in the early 1990s he saw a destroyed church kept as a memorial to 360 children who died in a bombing raid. "You kind of realise 'I may have done that'. It struck home and I still think about it." A decade later on a trip to Cologne cathedral, a rare survivor in a city reduced to rubble in WW2, Waughman met a German woman and a young boy. She said: "Think of Coventry, Plymouth, London, we did the same thing there."

His squadron had planes on every raid because of its special equipment. "Our attrition rate was the highest of any part of the airforce. On the Nuremberg raid of 29-30 March 1944 we sent 26 aircraft and lost seven. On that night (taking in all bombers), we lost something like 540 air crew. Fighter command lost 507 during the Battle of Britain."

He was later decorated. "At the end of a tour, nearly all the skippers got recognition but none of the crew did which seemed a shame. You were doing the same job." He remembered his rear gunner. "One night his electrically-heated suit had failed. [When we landed] he had spittle coming out of his oxygen mask. The icicle was three feet long. His face was frostbound. Temperatures were down below -40C. He had never said a thing. He was in hospital for two or three weeks and marked for life."

Waughman's bomb-aimer Norman Westby, 89, who lives in Andorra, said: "My first tour, with Rusty, we were the only crew to make 30 trips in the squadron. Life expectancy was five trips during the Battle of Berlin." On one raid over Germany, the plane was hit from below by another Lancaster, damaging the starboard wing, fuselage and tail. "I was lying in the prone position. There was a huge kick and it hit just nine inches behind my ankles. " The other plane went down; theirs flew on to hit a target before returning home.

Sam Brookes, 87, from Paddock Wood, Kent, who operated the top secret Airborne Cigar on another Lancaster, remembered his friend Keith Gosling, from Bradford, "a chap I had met on the day I joined . We went through all our training together as wireless operators. We went to the squadron. A month later, he was dead. He was my best mate. I shed a tear for him every 11 November."

Reg Davey, a navigator, remembered a night where his plane was caught in searchlights and hit by ground fire. "We got blasted to pieces. The windscreen bashed in. I lent the pilot my goggles from my navigation bag but all my maps and charts were blown away. I never got the goggles back."

The stricken plane was headed west. "We landed with a burst tyre and crashed it in a heap." He adopted a protective mindset regarding those who did not return from missions. "You thought: 'That's OK, they're prisoners of war.' They weren't. They were blown to pieces."

The memorial, said Davey, 89, a Londoner, was "very late" but the day was overwhelming. "We didn't think much of Bomber Harris [Arthur Harris, head of Bombing Command from February 1942]. We called him Chopper Harris because he sent us out to get the chop. But it was only a job he was told to do by Churchill – wipe out German industry – and, in the end, I think we did it. In the process we killed a lot of Germans. But then I was in London for the Blitz."

27 NOV 17 MON   Week 3
Stag patrol first thing. This morning there are two outside the gate. One is pulling on an over hanging branch with his one antler. For a while it looks like he is stuck on it, but then we see he is deliberately hooking up to it, maybe cleaning his antler. Meanwhile Two-Ant is close by munching away. 

Well the Week 3 news is that Simon says he is cutting out – leaving the highlands to live back in the Midlands. But it’s not all gloom. We do now have salt and pepper shakers. 

Last night Julie Walters upstages my Arisaig House story on her coastal railways programme on Channel 4. She does it real good too. 
And yesterday I discover somebody else has made a song video of Violette called Gibraltar Barn. Labelled as ‘Track 10 from our 2nd Album 'Presence & Gain' - Gibraltar Barn. Lyrics - Howe. Music - Howe & Ibbotson. Guitars, Vocals - Keith Howe. I discover Keith is a guitarist from Redruth with a group called Blacktop Deluxe. 

Links

Arisaig House=https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=no2Fj7VEPRw

Gibraltar Farm2= https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iABRSeFqBfM
The truth is I came here in spirit long before ever coming here in person. I got involved with its history before I had any idea it existed even. A year ago, in 2016, I was led to write a song (called ‘Gibraltar Farm’ about a resistance heroine, a girl named Violette Szabo. In it I used some lyrical imagery from the ‘code’ poem, written for her to communicate back to Britain. 
The poem is called ‘The Life that I have’ and the amazing thing is that in August this year I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). Over 3000 agents, men and women, were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: He immediately quoted me the entire poem. - He knew it off by heart - During training, they had been taught about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  

Blog

Greetings from shiver-me-timbers land. Here we are in the North West highlands of Scotland where stags and deer rule the roads at night. They are so well camouflaged and the speed limit is really how quick can you go and not have a stag surprise you. Often we wake up to find them munching away in our yard. 
We are staying in a cottage on the grounds of Arisaig House, which was the headquarters of SOE during the war. It’s a modern bungalow, very nicely done but of course up here there's no gas on tap so there's no central heating. We have storage radiators and a log fire (like most do) and when folks come visiting they bring pressies like kindling wood and old newspapers! Nothing burnable gets thrown away - it's all useful for starting the fire! 


I was reading about a place in Bedfordshire. It wasn’t a flashy place, it was a barn. A barn?...Even worse, a disused barn. But when I read about what went on there while I was still squawking in my cot, I was taken up out of my own head, out of my own body, and back into a time when priorities were oh so very different. 
I read about a train stopping in the dead of the night, just for a minute. Long enough for one person to quietly slip away unseen, and pick their way along a pathway from the railway line to a sentry box and from there to the barn beyond. It had once been part of a property known as Gibraltar Farm. The land, the sheds, the houses had all been requisitioned by the war office and bulldozed into an aerodrome called Tempsford. Now the barn was all that remained of Gibraltar Farm. And in that barn, lonely figures who had traipsed up that path from the railway line, were kitted out with the things they were going to need to do the dangerous job of working under cover in occupied Europe. Every thing that connected with their true identity was stripped from them and they took on the paraphernalia of a new life and a new person, ID card and clothing and trinkets.

Gibraltar Farm

I once went out of my way to have a look at it. What an extraordinary place. It looked like nothing, just a barn in a field five mile miles north of Sandy in Bedfordshire, but back then... The line from Kings Cross passes a stones' throw to the west. And on certain nights, the overnight to Edinburgh would stop on a signal just for a minute:
"Get off on the right hand side and close the door quietly. The guard and the engine driver will be looking out to the left. Cross over the southbound railway track and take the path opposite. Identify yourself to the sentry and then walk for about a quarter of a mile to a large barn"

Grimm Doo
My percussionist Jack is sitting in my studio Grimm Doo as I tell him that I’ve written this song inspired by Violette Szabo GC who was one of many who made their way to Tempsford Aerodrome in total secrecy to be kitted out at Gibraltar Farm before flying out to the snake pit of occupied Europe. 


So I show him the video of the demo that I put together and a look of recognition comes over his face. He’s seen that identity card before. He’s heard the story of this woman’s endurance against the odds in a talk by the survivalist Ray Mears, at the Birmingham Town Hall and he says “can we do the song in our set Dave?”

The first time we perform it is at a theatre oin Bromsgrove (September 2016) and in the audience is a man who has come down from Fort William to ask us to play in Scotland. One thing leads to another… 


Post script
Today, 23/10/17 we are moving to live on the estate of Arisaig House in the Highlands, the very place where Violette was trained as an SOE agent. 

Brian Martin  Aug 2017

The average Englishman, in his home he calls his castle, puts on his national costume - A shabby Raincoat patented by Charles MacIntosh of Glasgow, Scotland.
He drives a car fitted with tyres invented by John Boyd Dunlop of Dreghorn, Scotland.
At the office he receives his mail with adhesive stamps which, although they bear the queen of England's head, were invented by John Chambers of Dundee, Scotland.
During the day he uses the telephone, Invented by Alexander Graham Bell of Edinburgh, Scotland.
At home in the evening he watches his daughter ride her bicycle, invented by Kilpatrick MacMillan, A Blacksmith from Dumfries, Scotland.
He watches the news on television which was invented by John Logie Baird of Helensburgh Scotland and hears an item about the U.S. Navy founded by John Paul Jones of Kirkbean, Scotland.
He has now been reminded too much of Scotland, and in desperation picks up the Bible, only to find that the first man mentioned in the good book is a Scot - King James VI - who authorised it's translation.
Nowhere can an Englishman turn to escape the ingenuity of the Scots, he could take to drink, but the Scots make the finest in the world, he could take a rifle, and end it all but the breech-loading rifle was invented by Captain Patrick Ferguson of Pitfours, Scotland.
If he escaped death, he could find himself on an operating table, being injected with Penicillin, discovered by Alexander Flemming of Darvel, Scotland, and given an anesthetic, discovered by Sir James Young Simpson of Bathgate, Scotland.
Out of the anaesthetic he would find no comfort in learning that he was as safe as the Bank of England which was founded by William Patterson of Dumfries, Scotland. Perhaps his only hope would be to get a transfusion of good SCOTTISH blood.

 21 June 2017 · By Jon Skinner 
The second afternoon panel was Music for Unscripted TV; good old reality TV and live shows. It’s clear that the music is driven by production library music as a whole due to the budget levels. So the panel was asked, how can indie labels tab into this TV market? 

Unscripted TV is on the whole super tight deadlines, the supervisors explained that their process is to create BINS which are folders for the editors to categorise music based on mood (Happy / Sad) or genre / tempo, making it easy for the editor to navigate the music to picture.

Important: Instrumentals are 90% of the content. If your music is one-stop and pre-cleared this is definitely an advantage.

What are Music Supervisors core issues?
The answer is time: 

This is the number one killer, balancing the needs of their clients (their pay cheque) and sourcing the creative aspects of the project are fine lines. To consume all of the days music is impossible, so it’s clear that supervisors need help from the rights holders to pinpoint what’s relevant to their needs, the show, the film, the game.
So where do we start, well here’s a handle list of MUST DO and some don’ts when pitching music to a supervisor.

Do your research first!
Before you send out any of your music, know what that supervisor is working on. There are various resources, including the supervisors own websites or the studio’s websites and for film there’s IMDB. 

Send playlists that stream and include a download link
Don’t send wav files in general and especially via WeTransfer, this just wastes time and will be ignored by the supervisors. Give them the music that can be listened to on the move, on mobile as well as in their office with one click. There’ are various solutions out there so here’s a shameless plug, Music Gateway provides a playlist pitching tool for free, so feel free to check it out.

Get your metadata sorted and in your MP3 files, as iTunes read ID3 tags to help the supervisor search and find music on their hard drive.

Personal emails with context work the best
If the subject line of your email is the name of the TV Show or Film, this definitely helps the Supervisor identify the priority of your email. It’s all about relationships, so adding supers to your mailing list just won’t cut it. I recommend you use a CRM system to help you manage your business contacts and add noted to help you track when, where and why you sent them music and what projects they are working on.

A troll:  a person who makes a deliberately offensive or provocative online post.
Organic traffic is traffic that comes to your website as a result of unpaid search results. 


Hallelujah
Now I've heard there was a secret chord

That David played, and it pleased the Lord

But you don't really care for music, do you?

It goes like this, the fourth, the fifth

The minor fall, the major lift

The baffled king composing Hallelujah

Your faith was strong but you needed proof

You saw her bathing on the roof

Her beauty and the moonlight overthrew you
She tied you to a kitchen chair

She broke your throne, and she cut your hair

And from your lips she drew the Hallelujah

Now maybe there’s a God above

As for me, all I ever learned from love

Is how to shoot at someone who outdrew you 

But it’s not a crime that you’re here tonight 

It’s not some pilgrim who claims to have seen the light

No it’s a cold and it’s very broken Hallelujah

Oh people I been here before 

I know this room and I’ve walked this floor 

You see I used to live alone before I knew you

And I’ve seen your flag on the Marble Arch

But it’s in love and it’s not some kind of victory march 

No it’s a cold and very lonely Hallelujah

There was a time you let me know

What’s really going on below

But now, now you never show it to me, do you?
I remember when I moved in you

and the holy dove she was moving to

and every single breath that we drew was Halleljujah

You say I took the name in vain

I don't even know the name

But if I did, well really, what's it to you?

There's a blaze of light in every word

It doesn't matter which you heard

The holy or the broken Hallelujah

Hallelujah, Hallelujah

I did my best, it wasn't much

I couldn't feel, so I tried to touch

I've told the truth, I didn't come here just to fool you

And even though it all went wrong

I'll stand right here before the Lord of Song

With nothing on my tongue but Hallelujah

Sunday 24th December 2017
O Come All Ye Faithful

Isaiah 9: 2, 6 & 7  

The Birth of Jesus Foretold 


Oh Come Oh Come Emanuel

Luke 2: 1-7 


The Birth of Jesus 



Mary’s Boy Child 


Luke 2: 8-19  

The Shepherds and Angels


While Shepherds Watched  


Geoff – short address


Dave  - The Christmas Story

John 1:1-14


Christ, the Eternal Word

Away in a Manger
Wendy –  Address to Children & Presents 

Hark the Herald Angels Sing

Invitation to Salvation & Closing Prayer
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Oh come all ye faithful
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Oh Come Emanuel
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Once in Royal David’s City
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While Shepherds watched 
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The Christmas Story
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Away in a manger
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Mary’s boy child
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Joy to the world 
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Hallelujah


(Leonard Cohen)
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Hark the Herald 
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Oh Holy Night   ?
Mary did you know

Bethlehem Town 


DSM  + Back?
Silent Night
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Oh little town of Bethlehem 


F

terry:    moidart123@aol.com

HALLELUJAH

I've heard about this baby boy
Who's come to earth to bring us joy
And I just want to sing this song to you
It goes like this, the fourth, the fifth
The minor fall, the major lift
With every breath I'm singing Hallelujah

A couple came to Bethlehem
Expecting child, they searched the inn
To find a place for You were coming soon
There was no room for them to stay
So in a manger filled with hay
God's only Son was born, oh Hallelujah

The shepherds left their flocks by night
To see this baby wrapped in light
A host of angels led them all to You
It was just as the angels said
You'll find Him in a manger bed
Immanuel and Savior, Hallelujah

A star shone bright up in the east

To Bethlehem, the wisemen three

Came many miles and journeyed long for you

And to the place where you were 

Their frankincense and gold and myrrh
They gave to you and cried out Hallelujah

I know You came to rescue me
This baby boy would grow to be
A man and one day die for me and you
My sins would drive the nails so cruel 
That rugged cross was my cross too
Still every breath You drew was Hallelujah
Kinlochmoidart             25 Dec 17    
11am

Introduction& Welcome
1
Oh come all ye faithful


F
Reading: Isaiah 9 vv 2-7   
 
(The Prophecy of Messiah’s Birth)
2
Oh Come Emanuel



Dm

Reading: Luke 1vv 26 -33
 
(The Coming of a Saviour is foretold)

3
Once in Royal David’s City

F

Reading: Luke 2 vv 1-7 

 
(The Birth of Jesus)
4 
The Christmas Story

Dave & Mandy

Reading: Luke 2 vv 8-14 
 
(The Shepherds learn of Jesus’ birth)
5
While Shepherds watched 

F

Reading: Luke 2 vv 15-19 
 
(The Shepherds at the Manger)
6
Away in a manger




F
Reading: Matthew 2 vv 1-12
(The Magi are led by The Star to Jesus)

7
Hallelujah   (Leonard Cohen)

8
Mary’s boy child




G

Christmas thought
9
Joy to the world 




C (capo)
Reading: John 1 vv 1-14

(The Incarnation of the Word of God)

10
Hark the Herald 



E(capo)
- Prayer and Blessing -

Cnoc-na-Faire
Cnoc-na-Faire Overview

Overview of Income from 22nd January 2001 to 31st March 2017.

Included current from 1st April 2017 to 28th September 2017 (6 months). 

Years 2001 to end 2010, breakdown of departmental income is unavailable.

Years beginning 2010 to end 26th November 2013 departmental income available.

27th November 2013, hotel ceased trading due to part retirement of owners. 

Hotel re opened on 8th April 2014 as Bed & Breakfast operation.

Due to owner’s preference, B & B now ran on a very relaxed timeframe.

All licences have been retained and are current.

Business was deregistered with VAT on 27th November 2013.

30/10/16 to 31/03/17 closed due to owner accident.

Re opened 01/04/17 but initially on reduced dates due to recovery.

2017 saw busiest room requests to date.

Predictions show 2018 onwards to be similar trend.

Detailed Overview of Business and Prospective Revenues

Business purchased by David and Jenny Sharpe in January 2001 with no customer base. 

The building required severe investment to –

a) Bring it up to customer expectations i.e. formation of en suite facilities to attract future business.

b) Bring it up to current fire, health & safety and environmental health standards i.e. installation of fire alarm system, re fit of kitchen including fire proofed ceiling.

c) Additional facilities i.e. introduction of restaurant and bar meals to attract future business and increase revenue streams.

Business thrived until 2013, when a decision was made by David and Jenny to cut back and semi retire. 27th November 2013 hotel ceased trading and re-opened on 8th April 2014 as a Bed and Breakfast operation. The business was de registered with VAT on 27th November 2013. Due to our preference the business has been run on an extremely relaxed time frame, with monthly holidays and travel becoming a priority.

Between October 2016 and March 2017, business was closed due to Jenny having a very serious accident. Future bookings were honoured. An accepted offer was made on the business in March 2017. The prospective new owners requested periods of shut down of rooms over June and July 2017. In May 2017 the prospective owners pulled out with no reason to given to ourselves or their own solicitor. Rooms were re-opened for the closed dates. 2017 saw a boom time for tourism in the area and the closed dates were quickly filled, and we had our busiest room requests to date. Predictions show 2018 to be following a similar trend.

Cnoc-na-Faire is placed on a very busy tourist route and attracts much passing trade. There are approximately 9 Caravan and Camping sites and numerous self-catering establishments within our location with at least 50 guests per camp site per day wishing additional services such as meals and drinks and even overnight stays for older visiting relatives not wishing to camp. We are in a very lucrative position for trade as not everyone wishes to drive or walk down to Arisaig for services.

Over the years we have built up a business which generates at least 50% repeat guests as well as our non-commissionable contract list of companies (Calmac, Scottish Ambulance Service, Highland Council, Scottish Government, Marine Harvest, BBC, Capita Travel, Alainn Tours, McKinlay Kidd and Capercaillie Escapes). Rooms can also fill up quickly due to Mallaig to Skye ferry disruptions. Revenue has also been generated by letting out the property for TV and film locations such as Monarch of the Glen.

Christmas and New Year period is very heavily requested but due to our preference we closed down the accommodation. Food and beverage facilities are ripe for expansion with the possibility of 100+ evening meals daily during the New Year period and summer months. During quieter months we would offer speciality dinner evenings i.e. Indian Cuisine or Music Nights (using the abundance of local musicians in the area). These evenings proved very popular with locals from Mallaig, Morar, Arisaig and Lochailort. These evenings brought in very good revenue. 

Weddings were also a good source of revenue in rooms and food and beverage. We still get requests for this service which covers actual on-site wedding or just food only option. Covers ranged between small intimate ceremony for 6 guests up to 120 in an outside Marquee.

The current business is a true “Turn Key” business. Trading can start immediately on entry as sufficient stock for 1 week is included in the sale. All future rooms on books are included in the sale. Little or no investment would be required to start trading.

Future ideas could develop the existing areas of land to put on pods or chalets for rent as during the summer there is not enough beds available for the influx of tourists. Over the last 3 years we were having to re direct guests without accommodation up to Inverness. To take advantage room rates could be increased over this period. The Penthouse apartment, if not required as owner’s accommodation, be holiday let for between £800 -£1000 plus per week.

Current room rate is £96.00 per room per night and includes full Highland breakfast.
Average Running Costs

Running costs vary from month to month and variable costs depend upon rooms sold.

The following is a guide only as costs can be controlled depending upon owner preferences.

Prices are for 2017 costs.

No business rates are payable as classed as small business.

	Supplier
	Per month
	Per 3 month
	Per year

	Council Tax (10 payments)
	124.00
	
	

	Hydro Electric
	
	800.00
	

	Business Stream Water
	
	200.00
	

	Kerosine
	
	400.00
	

	BT & Broadband

Personal Mobiles
	60.00

50.00
	
	

	Web Domains
	
	
	200.00

	TV Licence
	
	
	147.00

	Aga Service
	
	
	240.00

	Credit Card Machine Hire
	
	60.00
	

	Fire Checks and Service
	
	
	250.00

	Septic Tank Empty
	
	
	250.00

	Highland Council Drinks Licence
	
	
	192.00

	Insurance
	
	
	1000.00


Income Breakdown 

	Year End
	Type Hotel / Bed & Breakfast

Months of Opening

Major Expense Incurred
	Income 

Rooms
	Income 

Bar
	Income 

Food
	Income

 Other
	Income

Total

	31/03/01
	Hotel 2 months
	
	
	
	
	9,477

	31/03/02
	Hotel 9 months

Major Refurbishment 
	
	
	
	
	98,631

	31/03/03
	Hotel 11 months

Part Refurbishment
	
	
	
	
	132,361

	31/03/04
	Hotel 11.5 months
	
	
	
	
	176,831

	31/03/05
	Hotel 11.5 months
	
	
	
	
	172,443

	31/03/06
	Hotel 11.5 months

Owners House Refurbishment
	
	
	
	
	175,088

	31/03/07
	Hotel 11.5 months 

Kitchen Refurbishment
	
	
	
	
	186,313

	31/03/08
	Hotel 11.5 months

Back of House Refurbishment
	
	
	
	
	200,966

	31/03/09
	Hotel 11.5 months

Bar Refurbishment
	
	
	
	
	234,267

	31/03/10
	Hotel 11.5 months
	
	
	
	
	248,742

	31/03/11
	Hotel 11.5 months
	77,802
	46,309
	96,123
	2,721
	222,955

	31/03/12
	Hotel 11.5 months

Restaurant Refurbishment
	85,719
	36,362
	92,944
	1,798
	216,824

	31/03/13
	Hotel 10.5 months
	77,298
	32,353
	83,975
	981
	194,607

	31/03/14
	Hotel 8 months
	70,240
	23,407
	65,738
	864
	160,249

	31/03/15
	B&B 8 months
	51,652
	
	
	
	51,652

	31/03/16
	B&B 6 months
	43,871
	
	
	
	43,871

	31/03/17
	B&B 5 months

Part closed due to owner accident

Reduced rooms 
	41,726
	
	
	
	41,726

	28/09/17 part year
	B&B 6 months. Un audited

Reduced months due to accident and proposed buyers request to limit rooms from June 2017 onwards. Due to heavy demand for rooms, able to pick up lost trade.
	52,457
	
	
	
	52,457
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