Whiteout and TCC
It’s always a wise move in winter to check the weather forecast before setting out. Then again if, like most acts the show must go on, you’re going to go out regardless. Heading up through the glens can prove particularly challenging at this time of year. This was a particularly bad winter but I’d made it to all the gigs and home again, even though the journey times had doubled.

I phoned the venue to check if the snow-gates were still open to be told that they were. I was surprised but relieved as the alternative route added on another 45 minutes. I loaded up the car with all the gear and set off on the trail. The sky was heavily pregnant with a massive snowfall, just biding its time. Although the roads had been gritted they were still treacherous resulting in me driving very slowly and gingerly especially once I’d left the dual carriageways. Snow was very evident the more I headed towards the opening of the glen but I knew the gates were open. It grew gradually darker and more ominous as I got to the gates. The snow was now falling heavily and it was becoming harder to see the road up ahead. I reached the gates to find them open but barely visible. At least I knew if the gates were open the glen was still safe to drive through. Onwards I went and the deeper into the glen I went the less of the road could be seen. Eventually I realized that I couldn’t see anything out of the window. I rolled down the window and stuck my head out but that didn’t improve the situation either. I’d driven this roads literally hundreds of times 3 and sometimes 5 times each week so I knew every twist, turn, strange shaped boulder and rotting log which marked the way. Had it not been for this knowledge I would’ve had to stop and just become snowbound. I drove close by the rocky wall watching for my familiar signs, showing me when to ease the wheel round. I knew the drop on the other side of the road was fatal so kept well into the rock face. The weather didn’t ease. In fact it just kept getting worse. It was like driving in a thick impenetrable fog. I had no choice but to keep moving forward. ‘When you’re going through hell, keep moving’ came to mind. It was so dark now that it was like driving through the night. I was concerned about what would happen if I met someone coming the other way who didn’t know the road or someone who had parked and just abandoned their car. Again as luck would have it I didn’t encounter any other traveller. The car was heavily laden with all the speakers, amp, guitar, shovel, duvet, sack of rock salt etc but I could still feel the road sliding under the tyres. I was now travelling in first gear at walking pace and things were still deteriorating, if that were possible. The inside of my windows was frosting up and no amount of hot air from the engine was making a difference. Not that the whiteout would have been helped if it had. It was psychological that I needed the windscreen frost free. A clear window would make it easier to see the thick falling wall of snow. I could feel the buffeting of the wind on the car now and the snow seemed to have more sticking power on the screen. This was a blizzard, heavy, persistent, relentless. This glen is a long one but I’d noted the half way point and, again psychologically, reckoned there was no turning back. The weather didn’t ease and only grew more and more treacherous. I’d said to folks in the past that I could drive the route blindfold and here was my opportunity to prove my case. Up ahead I knew the snow gates were there to signal me free of the glen. This didn’t mean that the weather improved. It continued to heap as much snow onto me and my car as was believable. I passed through the gates and continued the remaining 20-odd miles to the gig and still nothing was on the road. Through the snow I could see the glow of the Country Club lights. Not too difficult as I was parked only 20 metres away from it now. I struggled in through the driving wind and snow to the girls at the front desk who looked at me in astonishment.

“How did you get here? The snow gates are closed.”

“No they’re not. I just came through.”

“But they’re closed; the patrol’s been waiting to close them. We phoned the patrol a while back and the said they were heading over to close them when a car drove into the glen and they’ve been waiting to see if it came out the other end. They really didn’t think it would. Oh hang on, that must’ve been……”

We looked at one another in silence for a moment or two. Never quite worked out if the look in her eyes said ‘Hero’ or ‘Loonie’. 
Either way the show went on.
